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P  RO  LOGUE. 


s 


Ince  *tu  become  the  Title  of  our  Play, 

A  Woman  ( i )  once  in  a  Coronation  may 
With  pardon^  /peak  the  Prologue,  give  as  free 
A  welcome  to  the  Theatre^  as  he 
That  with  a  little  Beard^  a  long  black  Cloak, 
With  a  ft  arch' d  Face  and  fitpple  Leg  hath  f poke 
Before  the  Plays  the  Twelve-fnonth,  let  me  then 
Prefent  a  Welcome  to  thefe  Gentlemen  ; 
If  you  be  kind,  and  noble,  you  will  not 

Think  the  worfe  of  me  for  my  Petticoat 

But  to  the  Play  \  the  Poet  bad  7ne  tell 
His  Fears  firji  in  the  Title,  lejl  it  fwell 
Some  thoughts  with  expe5lation  of  a  ft  rain, 
That  but  once  could  be  feen  in  a  King's  Reign, 
This  Coronation  he  hopes  you  may 
See  often^  while  the  Genius  of  his  Play 
Doth  Prophefy,  the  Conduits  may  run  TVine, 
When  the  Day's  Triumph* s  ended,  and  Divine 
Brisk  Ne£lar  [i)  fwell  his  Temples  to  a  Rage^ 
With  fomething  of  more  price  t^inveft  the  Stage, 
There  refis  but  to  prepare  you,  that  although 
It  be  a  Coronation,  there  doth  flow 
No  Undermirth,  fuch  as  doth  lard  the  Scene 
For  coarfe  delight ;  the  Language  here  is  clean. 
And  confident,  our  Poet  bad  me  fay, 
HeHl  bate  you  but  the  Folly  of  a  Play : 
For  which,  although  dull  Souls  his  Pen  defpifgy 
(3)  Who  think  it  yet  too  early  to  be  wife. 
The  nobler  will  thank  his  Mufe,  at  leaft 
Excufe  him,  *caufe  his  Thought  aim*d  at  the  beft^ 
But  we  conclude  not,  it  does  reft  in  you 

(i)  once  in  a  Corporation  day  ]      The  Text  from  the  Quarto 

of  1640.  Mr.  Thtohald. 

(2)  ftwell  his  Temple  to  a  TlageP^  The  Want  of  a  fingle  Letter 

has  made  ftrange  work  here.     The  oldell  Copy  exhibits  the  Text. 

(3)  Who  thinks  //  yet  too  early ]   As  we  had  a  Letter  too  little 

above,  fo  Mr.  S^oL-flr^  agreed  wi:h  me,  there  is  one  too  much  here, 
othcrwife  the  Reflexion  mult  fall  upon  the  Poet,  which  was  defign'd  for 
the  Mob. 


a'/BKiO 


PROLOGUE. 

To  cenfure  Poet,  Play,  and  Prologue  too. 

But  what  have  I  omitted  ?  is  there  not 

A  hlujh  upon  my  Cheeks  that  I  forgot 

'The  Ladies,  and  a  female  Prologue  too  ? 

Tour  Pardon,  noble  Gentlewomen,  you 

Were  firfi  within  my  Thoughts  ;  /  know  you  fit 

As  free,  and  high  Commiffioners  of  Wit, 

Have  clear  and  a5live  Souls ;  nay^  though  the  Men 

Were  lojl,  in  your  Eyes  they^ll  be  found  again  ; 

Tou  are  the  bright  Intelligences  move. 

And  make  a  harmony  this  fphere  of  Love  : 

Be  you  propitious  then,  our  Poet  fays, 

(4)  One  JVreath  from  you,  is  worth  their  Grove  of  Bays. 

(4)  Oar  Wreath  from  you,———  ]  Mr.  Senjcard  again  conjedur'd 
with  me,  that  onCy  not  oar,  mull  be  the  Word,  and  fo  1  have  alter'd 
the  Text. 


D  RAM  AT  IS     P  ERSO  NM, 

PHilodes,      J   Courtiers, 
Ly lander,   J 
Caffander,    Lord  Prote^or. 
Lylimachus,  his  Son,  a  nvorthy  Gentleman. 
Antigonus,  a  Gentleman  in  ^waiting. 
Arcadius,  fuppos'd  Nephenjo  to  Macarius  ;  but,   in  reality,  Demetrius, 

Son  to  the  dead  King. 
Macarius,  Uncle  to  Arcadius. 
Seleucus,  Son  to  Eubulus,  but  in  reality  Leonatus,  the  right.  King  of 

Epirus. 
Sophia,  ^een  of  Epirus. 
Charilla,  a  Lady  to  the  ^een. 
Polidora,  Daughter  to 'b^QiioxiMs^  courted  ^)i  Arcadius,  and  his   noble 

and  conjlant  Mijirefs. 
Neftorius. 

Eubulus,  fuppos'' d  Father  to  Seleucus. 
J  Bijhop,  and  Trujiee  of  the  dead  King's  Will. 
Polianus,  Captain  of  the  Cajile.  ; 

Gentlemen  and  Gentlenvomen. 
Servants  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,    EPIRUS, 

THE 
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THE 


CORONATIO  N(5> 


ACT     I.       SCENE     L 


Enter  Philoclcs,  and  Lyfander, 

PHILOCLES. 

A  K  E  way  for  my  Lord  Proteflor. 
L^fan.  Your  Grace*s  Servants. 

EnUr  Caflander,  and  Lyfimachus. 

Caf.  I  like  your  diligent  waiting,   wherc*5 
Lyfimachus  F 
Lyfim.  I  wait  upon  you,  Sir. 
Caf.  The  Queen  looks  pleafant 
This  Morning,  does  fhe  not  ? 

(5)  It  were  to  be  wi(h'd  that  the  Publiflier  of  our  Authors 
Works  in  1679  had  given  his  Reafons  in  the  Preface,  or  elfewhere, 
why  he  took  this  Play  into  that  Edition.  There  feems  to  be  no  juft 
Grounds  upon  which  he  could  go,  for  fo  bold  a  Praftice,  feeing  the 
Editor  of  the  firft  Folio  in  1647,  Mr.  Shirley,  has  left  it  out ;  a  Per- 
fon  who  mull  be  better  acquainted  with  what  was  our  Authors,  as 
living  nearer  to  their  Time,  than  the  Editor  of  the  fecond  Folio  in 
1679.  'Tis  true,  there  are  feveral  fine  Strokes  in  it,  which  might 
poffibly  be  Fletcher's;  but  thofe  will  no  more  entitle  him  to  claim  it 
for  his  own,  than  it  will  Shake/pear  to  affert  the  Play  of  the  Noble 
Kin/men,  in  which  we  know  he  was  partially  concern'd  :  To  Mr.  Shir- 
ley therefore,  as  he  has  laid  claim  to  it,  let's  give  this  Performance  : 
nor  rob  him  of  the  Glory  which  The  Coronation  may  dp  his  Memory. 

A  3  '         Lyfim^ 


6  iToe  Coronation, 

Lyf.m.  I  ever  found 
Her  gracious  Smiles  on  me. 

Caf.  She  does  confulc 
Her  Safety  jn*t ;  for  I  muft  tell  thee,  Boy, 
But  in  the  afi'urance  of  her  Love  to  thee, 
I  fhould  advance  thy  hopes  another  way. 
And  ufe  the  Power  1  have  in  Epire,  to 
Settle  our  own,  and  uncontrouled  Greatnefs  ; 
But  fince  Ihe  carrieth  herfelf  fo  fairly, 
I  am  content  t'expe6t,  and  by  her  Marriage 
Secure  thy  Fortune,  that's  all  my  Ambition 
Now  ;  be  ftill  careful  in  thy  Applications 
To  her,  1  muft  attend  other  Affairs ; 
Return,  and  ufe  what  Art  thou  canft  to  lay 
JMore  Charms  of  Love  upon  her. 

Lyfim.  I  prefume 
She  always  fpeaks  the  Language  of  her  Heart, 
And  I  can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 
Happlnefs  on  Earth,  than  fhe  encourages 
Me  to  expeft. 

Caf.  It  was  an  Acl  becoming 
The  Wifdom  of  her  Father,  to  engage 
A  Tie  between  our  Families,  and  Ihe 
Hath  play'd  her  beft  Difcretion  to  allow  it ; 
But  we  lofe  time  in  Conference,  wait  on  her 
And  be,  what  thou  wert  born  for.  King  of  Efire  ; 
I  muft  away.  [Exit, 

Lyft?n.  Succefs  ever  attend  you. 
{C)  Is  not  the  Queen  yet  coming  forth  ? 

J y fail.  Your  Servant, 
You  may  command  our  Duties  :  [_Exit  Lyfim. 

This  is  the  Court  Star,  Philodes. 

Phi.  The  Star  that  we  muft  fail  by. 

Lyfan.  All  muft  borrow 

(6)  Is  not  the  Slueen  yet  coming  forth  ? 

Lyfan.  Your  Serva/it.]  Lyfander'^i  asking  tliis  Queftlon  fup- 
pofes,  that  the  Gentlemen  interrogated  were  capable  of  giving  him  an 
Anfwer  ;  but  that  the  Reader  fees  is  no  where  lo  be  found  ;  therefore 
}  have  thought  proper  to  mark  an  Iliutus  in  the  prefent  Text. 

A 


T*he  Coronation,  y 

A  Light  from  him,  the  young  Queen  directs  all 
Her  Favours  that  way. 

Phi.  He's  a  noble  Gentleman, 
And  worthy  of  his  Expeftations  : 
Too  good  to  be  the  Son  of  fuch  a  Father. 

Lyfan.  Peace,  peace,  remember  he  is  Lord  Prote<^or.' 

Phi.  We  have  more  need  of  Heav'n's  Protedion 
Fth'  mean  time  ;  I  wonder  the  old  King 
Did  in  his  Life  defign  him  for  the  Ofice. 

Lyfan.  (7)  He  might  fufpcd  his  Faith,  I  have  heard 
when 
.The  King,  who  was  no  Epirote,  advanc*d 
His  Claim,  Cajfander,  our  Prote6bor  now. 
Young  then,  oppos'd  him  toughly  with  his  Fadion^ 
But  forc*d  to  yield,  had  fair  Conditions, 
And  was  declared  by  the  whole  State,  next  Heir 
If  the  King  wanted  IfTue  :  our  Hopes  only 
Thriv'd  in  this  Daughter. 

Phi.  Whom  but  for  her  Smiles 
And  hope  of  Marriage  with  Lvftmachus, 
His  Father,  by  fome  Cunning,  had  remov'd 
Ere  this; 

Lyfan.  Take  heed,  the  Arras  may  have  Ears; 
I  fliould  not  weep  much  if  his  Grace  would  hence 
Remove  to  Heav'n. 

Phi.  I  prithee  what  fliould  he  do  there  ? 

Lyfan.  Some  Offices  will  fall. 
,    Phi.  And  the  Sky  too,  ere  I  get  one  Stair  higher* 
While  he*3  in  place. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

,    Ant.  Lyfander^  Philocles, 
How  looks  the  Day  upon  us?  Where's  the  Queen  ? 
Phi.  In  her  Bed-Chamber.     Jut,  Who  was  with  her  ? 
Lyfan.  None  but 

(7)  He  might  expedl  his  Faith,—  ]  The  true  Reading  is  reco- 
ver'd  from  the  old  Quarto  by  Mr.  Theobald ^  as  it  is  again  five  Lines 
bdow. 

Was  dtclar'dbj  fheivhoU  State,'—... 

A  4  Th' 


8  n^e  Coronation. 

Th'  young  Lord  Lyftmachus.  Ant.  It  is  no  Treafon, 
If  a  Man  wilh  himfelf  a  Courtier 
Of  fuch  a  Poffibility  :  He  has 
The  mounting  Fate. 

Phi.  I  would  his  Father  were 
Mounted  to  th'  Gallows. 

Ant.  H'as  a  Path  fair  enough 
If  he  furvive,  by  Title  of  his  Father. 

Lyfan.  The  Qpeen  will  haften  his  Afcent. 

Phi.  Would  I  were  Queen. 

Ant.  Thou  wou'dfl  become  rarely  the  Petticoat, 
What  would'ft  thou  do  }    Phi.  Why,  I  wou*d  marry  my 
Gentleman-Ufher,  and  trufl  all  the  Strength 
And  Burden  of  my  State  upon  his  Legs, 
Rather  than  be  caird  Wife  by  any  Son 
Of  fuch  a  Father. 

Lyfan.  Come,  let's  leave  this  Subje6t, 
We  may  find  more  fecure  Difcourfe ;  when  faw 
You  young  Arcadiusy  Lord  Macarius*  Nephew  ? 

Ant.  There's  a  Spark, a  Youth  moulded  for  a  Favourite? 
The  Queen  might  do  him  Honour,     Phi.  Favourite?^ 
It  is  too  cheap  a  Name  ;  there  were  a  Match 
Now  for  her  Virgin  Blood. 

Lyfan.  Muft  every  Man, 
That  has  a  handfome  Face  or  Leg,  feed  fuch 
Ambition  ?  I  confefs  I  honour  him. 
He  has  a  nimble  Soul,  and  gives  great  Hope 
To  be  no  Woman-hater  ;  dances  handfomely. 
Can  court  a  Lady  powerfully,  but  more- 
Goes  to  th'  making  of  a  Prince.     He's  here, 
And's  Uncle. 

Enter  Arcadius,  Macarius,  and  Seleucus. 

Set.  Save,  fave  you,  Gentlemen,  who  can  direfl  me 
To  find  my  Lord  Protecflor  ? 

Lyfan.  He  was  here 
Within  this  half  Hour ;  young  Lyftmachus 
His  Son  is  with  the  Queen. 

SeL  There  let  him  compliment, 
I've  other  Bufmefs  5  Ha,  Arcadius  /  [^Exit, 

Pi>i. 


T'he  Coronatmt,  9 

Phi.  Obferv'd  you,  with  what  Eyes  Arcadius 
And  he  faluted  ?  their  two  Families 
Will  hardly  reconcile. 
Jnt.  Seleucus  carries 
Himfelf  too  roughly  ;  with  what  Pride  and  Scorn 
He  pafs'd  by  *em  ? 

Lyfan.  The  other  with  lefs  fhew 
Of  Anger,  carries  Pride  enough  in's  Soul ; 
I  wifh  *em  all  at  Peace-,  Macarius'  Looks 
Are  without  civil  War,  a  good  old  Man, 
The  old  King  lov'd  him  well ;  Seleucus*  Father 
Was  as  dear  to  him,  and  maintain'd  the  Charadler 
Of  an  honeft  Lord  through  Epire  ;  that  two  Men 
So  lov'd  of  others,  fhould  be  fo  unwelcome 
To  one  another.     Jn,  The  Queen  was  not  wont 
To  fend  for  me.     Mac.  The  Reafon's  to  herfclf. 
It  will  become  your  Duty  to  attend  her. 

Arc.  Save,  fave  you,  Gentlemen,  what  Novelty 
Does  the  Court  breathe  to  Day  ? 
Lyfan.  None,  Sir ;  the  News 
That  took  the  laft  Imprefllon  is,  that  you 
Purpofe  to  leave  the  Kingdom,  and  thofe  Men 
That  honour  you,  take  no  Delight  to  {sear  it. 
Arc.  I  have  Ambition  to  fee  the  Difference 
Of  Courts,  and  this  may  fpare  me ;  the  Delights 
At  home  do  furfeit,  and  the  Miftrefs,  whom 
We  all  do  ferve,  is  fixt,  upon  one  Object 
Her  Beams  are  too  much  pointed  ;  but  no  Country 
Shall  make  me  lofe  your  Memories. 

Enter  ^een,  Lyfimachus,  Macarius,  and  Charilla. 

^ecHf.  Arcadius ! 

Mac.  Your  Lorddiip  honour'd  me, 
I  have  no  Blefling  in  his  Abfence.     Lyfim.  *Tis 
Done  like  a  pious  Uncle,     ^ieen.  We  muft  not 
Give  any  Licence. 

Arc.  If  your  Majefty 
Would  pleafe. 

^een.  We  are  not  pleas'd  ;  it  had  become  your  Duty 
T'have  firft  acquainted  us,  ere  you  declared 

Your 


lo  ^e  Coronation, 

Your  Refolution  publick;  is  our  Court 
Not  worth  your  Stay  ? 

Arc.  I  humbly  beg  your  Pardon. 

^leen,  Where's  Lyfimachus  ! 

Lyfim,  Your  humble  Servant,   Madam. 

^een.  We  Ihall  find 
Employment  at  home  for  you,  do  not  lofe  us," 

Arc.  ivjadam,  I  then  write  myfelf  bleft]  on  Earth 
When  I  may  do  you  Service.    {Exit  Arcad.]    ^een,  Wc 

would  be 
Private,  Macarius.    Mac.  Madam,  you  have  bleft  me. 
Nothing  but  your  Command  could  interpofe  to 
Stay  him.  \E>:it  Macarius." 

^een.  Lyfimachus^  you  muft  not  leave  us.  Lyfan,  No= 
thing  but 
Lyfimachus  ?  Has  fhe  not  ta'en  a  Philter  ? 

^een.  Nay,  pray  becover'd.  Ceremony  from  you 
Mult  be  excus*d. 

Lyftm.  It  will  become  my  Duty. 

^een.  Not  your  Love. 
(8)  1  know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upoii 
Your  Perfon  as  a  Courtier,  but  a  Favourite  j 
That  Tide  were  too  narrow  to  cxprefs 
How  we  efteem  you. 

Lyfim.  Theleaft  ofall  .  . 
Thefc  Names  from  you,  Madam,  is  Grace  enough; 

^een.  Yet  here  you  wou'd  not  reft  ? 

Lyfun.  Not  if  you  pleafc 

(8)   /  know  you  nvouU  ha-~je  me  look  upon 

Tour  Perfon  as  a  Courtier,  not  a  Favourite  ;  ]    This  unmuflcal^ 
uonfenfical  Place^  is  differently  read  in  the  Quarto  of  1640. 
/  knonuyou  ivould  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  Ferfon  as  a  Courtier,  not  as  Favourite  ; 
That  of  1 670. 
1  knoiv  &c. 

■  as  a  Courtier,  not  a  Favourite  ; 

But  yet  the  Place  is  fad  Stuff  itill.    I  would  fappofe  It  once  originally 
xun  thus  : 

I  knovj you  ivouhl  n^t — 

Tour  Per/on  as  a  Courtier,  but  a  (or  as)  Favourite  i 
(Tho')  that  Title  vnere  too  narrovn  &c. 

T<r 


The  Coronation, 


II 


To  fay  there  Is  a  Happinefs  beyond. 

And  teach  my  Ambition  how  to  make  it  mine  9 

Although  the  Honours  you  already  have 

Let  fall  upon  your  Servant,  exceed  all 

My  Merit,  I've  a  Heart  is  ftudious 

To  reach  it  with  Dcfcrt,  (9)  and  make  if  poflible 

Your  Favours  mine  by  Jufticc,  with  your  Pardon. 

Slnecn.  We're  confident  this  needs  no  Pardon,  Sir, 
But  a  Reward  to  cherifh  your  Opinion  ; 
And  that  you  may  keep  warm  your  Pafiion, 
Know  we  refolve  for  Marriage,  and  if 
I  had  another  Gift,  befide  myfelf. 
Greater,  in  that  you  fhould  difcern,  how  much 
My  Heart  is  fixt. 

Lyfim.  Let  me  digcfl:  my  BlefTing. 

^leen.  But  I  cannot  refolve  when  this  fliall  bf. 

Lyfim.    How,   Madam  ?    do  not  make  me  dream  of 
Heav'n, 
And  wake  me  into  Mifery,  if  your  purpofe 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  humble  Servant ; 
Your  Power  on  Earth's  divine.  Princes  are  here 
The  Copies  of  Eternity,  and  create, 
"When  they  but  will  our  Happinefs. 

^een.  1  fhall 
Believe  you  mock  me  in  this  Argument ; 
1  have  no  Power. 

Lyfim.  How,  no  Power  ?  '  ^ 

^een.  Not  as  a  Queen. 

Lyfim.  I  underftand  you  not. 

§lueen.  I  muft  obey,  your  Father's  my  Protedor. 

Lyfwi.  How  ? 

^een.  When  Pm  abfoJute,  Lyfimachus^ 
Our  Power  and  Titles  meet  j  before,  we're  but 
A  Shadow,  and  to  give  you  that  v/ere  nothing, 

Lyfm.  Excellent  Queen,  My  Love  took  no  Original 
From  State,  or  the  defire  of  other  Greatnefs, 
('Bove  what  my  Birth  may  challenge  modcftly,) 

^  ^9)    avi  make  it  foffthUI  The  Text  is  from  Mr,  Se%vard'i 

Conjedure,  confirm'd  b/  the  oldeA  Copy. 


12 


'The  Coronation, 


I  love  your  Virtues;  mercenary  Souls 
Are  taken  with  Advancement :  you've  an  Empire 
Within  you,  better  than  the  World's ;  to  that 
Looks  my  Ambition. 

^een.  T'other  is  not.  Sir, 
To  be  defpis'd -,  Cofmography  allows 
Epre  a  place  i'th'  Map,  and  know   'till 
Poffefs  what  I  was  born  to,  and  alone 
Do  grafp  the  Kingdom's  Scepter,  I  account 
Myfelf  divided  ;  he  that  marries  me 
Shall  take  an  abfolute  Queen  to  his  warm  Bofom  j 
My  Temples  yet  are  naked,  until  then 
Our  Loves  can  be  but  Compliments,  and  Wifhes, 
Yet  very  hearty  ones. 

Lyfim.  I  apprehend. 

^een.  Your  Father. 

Enter  CafTander,  and  Seleucus. 

Ca[.  Madam,  a  Gentleman  has  an  humble  Suit. 

^een.  'Tis  in  your  power  to  grant,  you  are  Protedorj 
I  am  not  yet  a  Queen. 

Caf.  How's  this  ? 

Lyftm,  I  fliall  expound  her  Meaning. 

^een.  Why  kneel  you,  Sir  ? 

Sel.  Max3am,  to  reconcile  two  Families 
That  may  unite,  both  Counfels  and  their  Blood 
To  ferve  your  Crown. 

^een.  Macarius*,   and  Euhuliis*, 
That  bear  inveterate  Malice  to  each  other. 
It  grew,  as  I  have  heard,  upon  the  queftion 
Which  fome  of  either  Family  had  made. 
Which  of  their  Fathers  was  the  belt  Commander  : 
If  we  believe  our  Stories,  they  have  both 
Deferv'd  well  of  our  State  ;  and  yet  this  Quarrel 
Has  coft  too  many  Lives,   a  Tevere  Faflion  ! 

Sel.  But  I'll  propound  a  way  to  plant  a  Quiet 
And  Peace  in  both  our  Houfes,  which  are  torn 
With  their  Diflcnfions,  and  lofe  the  Glory 
Of  their  great  Names ;  my  Blood  fpeaks  my  Relation 
T'  Eubnius,  and  I  wifli  my  Veins  were  emptied 

T' 
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T'appeafc  their  War. 

§lueen.  Thou  haft  a  noble  Soul ; 
This  is  a  Charity  above  thy  Youth, 
And  it  flows  bravely  from  thee  ;  name  the  way. 
Sel.  In  fuch  a  defperate  Caufe,  a  little  Stream 
Of  Blood  might  purge  the  Foulnefs  of  their  Hearts  ; 
If  you'll  prevent  a  Deluge — — — 
^een.  Be  particular. 

Sel.  Let  but  your  Majefty  confent  that  two 
May,  with  their  perfonal  Valour,  undertake 
The  Honour  of  their  Family,  and  determine 
Their  Difference. 

^een.  This  rather  will  inlarge 
Their  Hate,  and  be  a  means  to  call  more  Blood 
Into  the  Stream. 

Sel.  Not  if  both  Families 

Agree,  and  fwear > 

^een.  And  who  fhall  be  the  Champions  ?  ^* 

Sel.  I  beg  the  Honour,  for  Euhulus'  caufe 
To  be  ingag'd,  if  any  for  Macarws, 
Worthy  to  wager  Heart  with  mine,  accept  it, 
Tm  confident,  ArcadiuSy 
(For  Honour  would  direct  me  to  his  Sword,) 
Will  not  deny,  to  Itake  againft  my  Life 
His  own,  if  you  vouchfafe  us  Privilege. 

^een.  You  are  the  Expe6tation,  and  top  Boughs 
Of  both  your  Houfes  i  it  would  feem  Injuftice 
T*alIow  a  civil  War  to  cut  you  off. 
And  you  yourfelves  the  Inftruments  ;  belides 
You  appear  a  Soldier  j  Arcadius ' 
Hath  no  Acquaintance  yet  with  rugged  War, 
More  fit  to  drill  a  Lady,  than  expole 
His  Body  to  fuch  Dangers :  A  fmall  Wound 
I'th*  Head  may  fpoil  the  Method  of  his  Hair, 
Whofe  Curiofity  exads  more  time 
Than  his  Devotion  ;  and  who  knows  but  he 
May  lofe  his  Ribband  by  it  in  his  Lock,  * 

*  For  the  Explanation  of  this  Line,  I  muft  refer  my  Readers  to  the 
very  ingenious  Note  of  the  great  Mr.  IVarburtOHy  in  Much  Ado  about 
nothing.  Vol.  II.  Page  82. 

pear 
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Dear  as  his  Saint,  vvich  whom  he  would  exchange 

His  Head,  for  her  gay  Colours  ;  then  his  Band 

May  be  diforder'd  and  transform'd  from  Lace 

To  Cutwork  ;  his  rich  Cloaths  be  difcomplexioned 

With  Blood,  befide  th'  infafliionable  Qafhes  : 

And  ^c  at  the  next  Feftival  take  Phyfick, 

Or  put  on  Black,  and  mourn  for  his  (lain  Breeches : 

His  Hands  cas*d  up  in  Gloves  all  Night,  and  fweet 

Pojnatum^  tlie  next  day  may  be  cndanger*d 

To  Biift^rs  wkh  a  Sword  j  how  can  he  ftand 

Upon  his  Guard,  who  hath  Fiddles  in  his  Headj 

To  which  his  Feet  mull  ever  be  a  Dancing  ? 

Befide  a  falfify  my  fpoil  his  cringe 

Or  making  of  a  Leg,  in  which  confifts 

Much  of  his  Court- perfedlion. 

Set.  Is  this  Charader 
Beftow*d  on  him  ?     ^leen.  It  fomething  may  concern 
The  Gentleman,  whom  if  you  pleafe  to  challenge 
To  Dance,  play  on  the  Lute,  or  Sing. 

Sel.  Some  Catch? 

^isen.  He  fhall  not  want  thofe  vyill  maintain  him 
For  any  Sum. 

Sel.  You  are  my  Sovereign  ; 
(lo)  I  dare  not  think,  and  yet  I  muft  fpeak  fomewhat^ 
I  fhall  burft  elfe  i  I  have  no  skill  in  Jiggs, 
Nor  Tumbling. 

^teen.  How,  Sir  .? 

Sel.  Nor  was  I  born  a  Minftrel ;  and  in  this 
You  have  (o  infinitely  difgrac'd  Arcadius, 
(But  that  IVe  heard  another  Character, 

(i©)  I  dare  not  think,  yet  I mujl  fpeak  fomewohat,  ]  Why  then  'tis 
plain  he  would  fpeak  without  thinking  ;  and  is  not  this  heroically  faid* 
However,  th6'  he  durll  not  think,  yet  he  was  oblig'cJ  to  fpeak  to  keep 
himfelf  from  burfiiug.  How  Nonfenfe,  like  Fam«,  niires  acquirit 
eundo  f  Surely,  if  we  fuppofe  the  Words  could  ever  be  Senfe,  we  mult 
imagine  they  run  once  thus  j 

/  dare  njt  fpeak and  yet  1  muji  fpeak  fomething 

Ilhall  h'urfi  elfe  ; — 

%.  e.  He  was  sJraid  of  fp^aking  left  he  Ihould  utter  an  Affront  to  hi* 
iQueen ;  and  )  ec  xf  he  aid  not  fpeak,  his  Anger  unventcd  might  do 
liim  a  Mifchief.      ' 


TToe  Corojiation,  15 

And  with  your  Royal  Licence  do  believe  it,) 
I  fliouJd  not  think  him  worth  my  killing. 

^een.  Your  killing  ? 

Sel.  Does  fhe  not  jeer  me  ? 
I  fhall  talk  Treafon  prefenxly,  I  find  it 
At  my  Tongue'6  end  already ;  this  is  an 
Affront,  I'll  leave  her. 

Slueen.  Come  back  ;  do  you  know  Arcadius  ? 

Sel.  I  ha*chang*d  but  little  breath  with  him,  ourPerfons 
Admit  no  familiarity  ;  we  were 
Born  to  live  both  at  diftance,   yet  I  ha*  feen  him 
Fight,  and  fight  bravely. 

§ueerj.  When  the  Spirit  of  Wine 
Made  his  Brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely. 

Sel.  Although  he  be  my  Enemy,  fliould  (u)  any 
Of  the  gay  Flies  that  buz  about  the  Court, 
Fit  to  catch  Trouts  i*th*  Summer,  tell  me  fo, 
I  durft  in  any  Prefence  but  your  own — 

^4een.  What? 

Sel.  Tell  him  he  were  not  honeft. 

^een.  I  fee,  Seleucus,  thou  art  refolute. 
And  I  but  wrong'd  Arcadius  \  your  fir  ft 
Requeft  is  granted,  you  fhall  fight,  and  he 
That  conquers  be  rewarded,  to  confirm 
Firft  Place  and  Honour  to  his  Family  : 
Is  it  not  this  you  plead  for  ? 

Sel.  You  are  gracious. 

^een.  Lyftmachusl 

Lyfim.  Madam. 

^a[.  She  has  granted  then  ? 

Sel.  With  much  ado. 

Caf.  I  wifli  thy  Sword  may  open 
His  wanton  Veins ;  Macariui  is  too  popular, 
And  has  taught  him  to  infinuate, 

(11)   ■  ■  *  '  any 

Of  the  gay  Flies  that  buz  about  the  Courts 

Sit  to  catch  Trouts ]     The  Reader  I  don't  doubt  fees,  with 

Mr.  Theobald,   Mr.  SerA>arci,  and  myfelf,    that  the  Change  oi  Fit  for 
Sit  it  abfolutely  n»c«flary  to  the  Scnfcof  this  Place* 
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^een.  It  fhall 
But  hafte  the  confirmation  of  our  Loves,' 
And  ripen  the  delights  of  Marriage.     Sdeucus. 

[E.xii  cum  Sekucus. 

Lyftm.  As  I  guefl-. 
It  cannot  be  too  foon. 

Caf.  To  morrow  then  we  Crown  her,  and  inveft 
My  Son  with  Maje^y,  'tis  to  my  Wifliesj 
Beget  a  Race  of  Princes,  my  Lyfimachus, 

Lyfim.  Firft,  Jet  us  marry.  Sir. 

Caf.  Thy  Brow  was  made 
To  wear  a  golden  Circle ;  I*m  tranfported. 
Thou  ihalt  rule  her,  and  I  will  govern  thee. 

Lyfim.  Although  you  be  my  Father,  that  will  not 
Concern  my  Obedience,  as  I  take  it. 

Enter  Philocles,  Lyfander,  and  Antigonus. 

(12)  Caf.  Gentlemen, 
Prepare  yourfelves  for  a  Solemnity 

Will  turn  the  Kingdom  into  Triumph :  Epire 
Look  frefli  to  Morrow !  'twill  become  your  Duties, 
In  all  your  Glory,  to  attend  the  Queen  at 
Her  Coronation,  fhe  is  pleas'd  to  make 
The  next  Day  happy  in  our  Calendar : 
My  Office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  Blood 
Renews  with  Thought  on't. 

Phi.  How's  this  ? 

Ant.  Crown'd  to  Morrow  ? 

Lyfan.  And  he  fo  joyful  to  refign  his  Regency  ^ 
There's  fome  Trick  in't ;  I  do  not  like  (ig)  thefe  hafty 
Turnings,  and  Whirls  of  State,  they've  commonly 

As 

(rz)  Gentlemen^ 

Prepare  your/elves  ■-]  Mr.  Seward  has  happily  reftor'd 
the  Speaker,  Cajfanderf  which  is  dropt  negligently  through  all  the 
Copies. 

(13)  ■  thefe  bajly 

Proceedings,  and  Whirls  of  State  ^ ]  Every  Judge  of  Poetry 

jnuft  fee,  that  Proceedings  is  very  unpoetlcal,  both  in  Senfe  and  Mea- 
fure:  I  take  the  true  Word  to  have  been  blotted  in  the  Manufcript, 
and  this  to  have  been  either  the  Player  or  Printer's  Infertion.    I  con- 

jeftur'd 
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As  (Irange  and  violent  Effects ;    well,   Heav'n   fave  the 
Qijeen. 

Tbi.    Heav'n  fave  the  Queen,    fay  I,  and  fend  her  a 
fprightly 
Beii-fcllow  i  tor  the  Prote(flor,   let  him  pray  for 
Himfelf,  he  is  like  to  have  no  Benefit  of  my  Devotion. 

Caf.  But  this  doth  quicken  my  old  Heart.     Lyfimachus, 
There  is  not  any  Step  into  her  Throne, 
But  is  the  fame  Degree  of  thy  own  State  ; 
Come,  Gentlemen. 

Lyfan,  We  attend  your  Grace. 

Caf.  Lyftmachus. 

Lyfim.  What  heretofore  could  happen  to  Mankind 
Was  with  much  Pain  to  climb  to  Hcav'n  i  but  in 
Sophia's  Marriage,  of  all  Queens  the  bed, 
Heav'n  will  come  down  to  Earth,  to  make  mebleft. 

[^Exeunt. 


A  C  T    11.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Polidora. 

Polid.  T  Ndeed  you  fliall  not  go. 
X     ^rc.  Whither? 

Polid.  To  travel. 
I  know  you  fee  me  but  to  take  your  Leave, 
But  I  mufl:  never  yield  to  fuch  an  Abfence. 

Arc.  I  prithee  leave  thy  Fears,  I  am  commanded 
To  th'  contrary,  I  wonot  leave  thee  now. 

Polid.  Commanded  ^    By  whom  ? 

Arc.  The  Queen. 

Polid.  I'm  very  glad  -,  for  trufl  me,  I  could  think 
Of  thy  Departure  with  no  Comfort,  thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I  have,  half  of  my  Soul  ; 

jcdlur'd  Turnings,  and  irhirls  of  State,   which   I   afterwards    foujid  a 
itrung  Conftrmation  of  in  this  very  Play,  Aft  III.    Scene  111. 

Phil.     ^Tis  a  jl range  Turn. 

Lyfan.  The  IVbirligigs  of  Women. 

Mr    Stivord. 

Vol,  IX,  B  Buc 
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But  I  muft  thank  the  Queen  now  for  tliy  Company  5 
I  prithee,  what  could  make  thee  Ibdcfirous 
To  be  abroad  ? 

Arc.  Only  to  get  (14)  an  Appetite 
To  Poll  dor  a. 

Poiid.  Then  you  rauft  provoke  it  ? 

An.  Nay,  prithee  do  not  lb  miftake  thy  Servant. 

Polid.  Perhaps  you  iUrfeit  with  my  Love. 

Arc.  Thy  Love  ? 

Polid.  Although  I  have  no  Beauty  to  compare 
W'ith  the  bell  Faces,  I've  a  Heart  above 
Ail  Competition. 

Arc.  Thou  art  jealous  now  ; 
Come  let  mc  take  the  Kifa  I  gave  thee  laft, 
1  am  fo  cr^nfident  of  thee,  no  Lip 
Has  ravifli'd  it  from  thine  j  I  prithee  come 
To  Court. 

Polid.  For  what  ? 

Arc.  There  is  the  Throne  for  Beauty. 

Polid.  'Tis  fafer  dwelling  here. 

Arc.  There's  none  will  hurt. 
Or  dire  but  think  an  III  to  Polidora  ; 
The  greateft  will  be  proud  to  honour  thee  ; 
( 1 5)  Thy  Luftre  wants  the  Admiration  there  j 
There  thou- wot  fhine  indeed,  and  ftrike  a  Reverence 
Into  the  Gazer. 

Polid.  You  can  flatter  too. 

Arc,  No  Praife  of  thee  can  be  thought  fo,  thy  Virtue 
Will  deferve  all ;  I  muft  confefs,  we  Courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend,  to  flievv  our  Art ; 
I'here  is  Neceffity  fometimes  to  fay 

(14)  ■ ■ an  Jppetiie 

T^  thee,   Polidora.l    Mr.  Sevj^r J  reads,    To  Polidora,    which 
he  thinks  makes  better  Language,  as  well  as  better  Senfe. 

(15)  T/jji  Lujlre  tKonts  the  Admiration  here  ;  ]     We  muft  either 
read, 

that  Admiration  ; 

Or 

■  Admiration  there  ; 


I  don't  know  which  is  better ;   thu'  I  hivc  inferted  the  latter,  as 
ncaier  tue  1  race  of  the  Letters. 

This 
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This  Madam  breaths  Arabian  Gums, 

Amber  and  CafTi.i ;  though  while  we  arepraifing, 

We  wiih  we  had  no  Noftrils  to  take  in 

Th'  oiTenfive  Steam  of  her  corrupted  Lungs. 

Nay,  fome  will  Iwear  they  love  their  Millrefs, 

Would  hazard  Lives  and  Fortunes,  to  prcferve 

One  of  her  Hiirs  brighter  than  Berenice^; 

Or  young  Apoilo"^  -,  and  yet  after  this, 

A  Favour  from  another  Toy  would  tempt  hinri 

To  lai^gh,  while  the  officious  Hang-man  whips 

Her  Head  off. 

PoUd.  Fine  Men. 

Aic.  I  am  none  of  thefc: 
Nay,   there  are  Women,  Polidora^  too 
That  can  do  pretty  well  at  Flatteries  i 
Make  Men  believe  they  dote,  will  languifh  for  *em. 
Can  kifs  a  Jewel  out  ot  one,  and  dally 
*  A  Carcanet  of  Diamonds  from  another. 
Weep  into  th*  Bofom  of  a  third,  and  make 
Him  drop  as  many  Pearls ;  they  count  it  nothing 
To  talk  a  reafonable  Heir  within  ten  Days 
Out  of  his  whole  Eflate,  and  make  him  mad 
He  has  no  more  Wealth  to  confume. 

Polid.  You'll  teach  me 
To  think  I  may  be  flattered  in  your  Promifes, 
Since  you  live  where  this  Art  is  mofi;  profeft. 

Arc.   \  dare  not  be  fo  wicked,  Polidora  : 
The  Infant  Errors  of  the  Court  I  may 
Be  guilty  of,  but  never  to  abufe 
So  rare  a  Goodnefs,  nor  indeed  did  ever  I 
Converfe  with  any  of  thofe  Shames  of  Court, 
To  pradtife  for  bafe  Ends ;  be  confident 
My  Heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I  fo  deeply 
Carry  the  Figure  of  my  Polidora, 
i,M  is  not  in  the  Power  of  Time  or  Diftance 
To  cancel  it :  By  all  that's  bleft  I  love  thee. 
Love  thee  above  all  Women,  dare  invoke 
A  Curfc  when  I  forfake  ihee.    Polid.  Let  it  be 

i)    .      '   J  Carccn(t'\     A  Necklace. 

B  2  Some 
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Some  gentle  one. 

Arc.  Teach  me  an  Oath  I  prithee. 
One  Itrong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  dofl  find 
Any  Sufpicion  of  my  Faith  •,  or  elfe 
Dircd:  me  in  fome  horrid  Imprecation: 
When  I  forfake  thee  for  the  Love  (i6)  of  other 
Woman,  may  to  reward  my  Apoftacy 
Heav'n  blaft  my  greateft  Happinefs  on  Earth, 
And  make  all  Joys  abortive. 

PoM.  Revoke  thefe  hafty  Syllables,  they  carry 
Too  great  a  Penalty  for  Breach  of  Love 
To  me,  I  am  not  worth  thy  fuffering  ; 
You  do  not  know  what  Beauty  may  invite 
Your  Change,  what  Happinefs  may  tempt  your  Eye 
And  Heart  together. 

Arc,  Should  all  the  Graces  of  your  Sex  confpire 
In  one,  and  flie  fliould  court  me  with  a  Dowsr, 
Able  to  buy  a  Kingdom,  when  I  give 

My  Heart  from  Polidora 

Pclid.  1  fufpedt  not. 
And  to  requite  thy  Conftancy,  I  fvvear— 

Jrc.  It  were  a  Sin  to  let  thee  wafle  thy  Breath, 
I  have  Affurance  of  thy  noble  Thoughts. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  Uncle  hath  been  every  where 
I'th'  Court  inquiring  for  you,  his  Loolijs  fpeak 
Some  earneft  Caufe. 

Arc.  I'm  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  Virtue,  than  t'  imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excufe  me  now  ;  one  Kifs  difmifles  him 

(;6)  ■  ■  ■  of  other 

Women,  may  Hea'd'n  re^ward  tny  Apojiany 

To  blaft  Sec.  ]        Mr.  Seivard  fuppofes    the  Words  niifpkc'i 
here,  and  that  the  natural  Order  is  thuj ; 


■         may  to  reivard  my  Apo/lacx 
Hea'v'n  blaft  my  greateft  Hapfinef$, 


Whgfc 
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( 1 7)  Whofe  Heart  fhall  wait  on  PoMora.     Polid.  Prithee 

Let  me  not  wifh  for  tliy  return  too  often. 

My  F'ather.  [^Exil. 

Enter  Neftorius,  and  a  Seri-ant. 

Nejl.  I  met  Jycadius  in  ftrange  hafte,  he  told  me 
He  had  been  with  thee. 

Polid.  Some  Affair  too  foon 
Ravifli'd  him  hence,  his  Uncle  fent  for  him. 
You  came  now  from  the  Court :  How  looks  the  Queen 
This  golden  Morning  ? 

NeJl.  Like  a  Bride  ;  her  Soul 
Is  all  on  Mirth,  her  Eyes  have  quickening  Fire?, 
Able  to  ftrike  a  Spring  into  the  Earth 
In  Winter. 

Polid.  Then  Lyfimachus  can  have 
No  Froft  in's  Blood,  that  lives  fo  near  her  Beams. 

Nefi.  His  politick  Father,  the  Protedtor,  fmiles  t30, 
Refolve  to  fee  the  Ceremony  of  the  Queen, 
'Twill  be  a  Day  of  State. 

Polid.   I  am  not  well. 

Nejl.  How!  not  well?  retire  then,  I  mufl  retari. 
My  Attendance  is  expeflcd,  PolidGva^ 
Bt;  careful  of  thy  Health. 

Polid.  It  will  concern  me.  \Eseunt. 

Enter  Arcadius  aiid  Macarius, 

Arc.  You  amaze  me.  Sir. 

Mac.  Dear  Nephew,  if  thou  doft  refpedl  t!  y  Safety, 
My  Honour,  or  my  Age,  remove  thylelf, 
I'hy  Life*s  in  Danger. 

Arc.  Mine.''  Who  is  my  Enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  Horfe,  and  inftantly  forfike  the  City, 
Or  elfe  within  fome  unfufpedled  Dwelling 
Obfcure  thyfelf  j  ftay  not  to  know  the  Reafon. 

(17)   Whofe  Heart  Jhall iva it  on  Polidora,  prithee 

Let  me  not  ivijh ]     The  leail  Attention   to   this  PafTige 

will  convince  the  Reader,  that  the  Infcrtion  of  PoUJora%  Name  b.fore 
Prithee  Ut  me  not,  which  Mr.  SeuarJ  too  communicated  to  mej  is  en- 
tirely fcquifitc  to  the  Scnfe  of  this  Place. 

B  3  Arc, 
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Arc.  Sir,  I  befcech  your  Pardon ;  which  i'ch'  Number 
Of  my  OlTenccs  unto  any,  fhould 
l^rovokc  to  this  difhonourablc  Flight  ? 

Mac    I  would,  when  I  petition*d  for  thy  ftay, 
I'd  pleaded  for  thy  Banifiiment  j  thou  knovv'ft  liOt 
What  threatens  thee. 

Arc.  I  would  defire  to  know  it ; 
I  am  in  no  Confpiracy  of  Treafcn, 
Have  ravifh'd  no  Man's  Miftre/s,  not  io  much 
As  given  the  Lye  to  any  ;  what  fhould  mean 
Yfjur  flrange  and  violent  Fears  ?  I  will  not  flir 
Until  you  make  me  fenfible  I've  loll 
My  innocence. 

Mac.  I  muft  not  live  to  fee 
Thy  Body  full  of  Wounds  j  it  were  iefs  Sin 
To  rip  thy  Father's  Marble,  and  fetch  from 
The  reverend  Vault,  his  Afhes,  and  difperfe  them 
By  fome  rude  Winds,  where  none  iliould  ever  find 
The  facred  Dull :  It  was  his  Legacy, 
The  Breath  he  mingled  with  his  Prayers  to  Heav'n, 
I  would  preferve  Arcadius^  whofe  Fate  * 
He  prophefy'd  in  Death,  would  need  Protedion  : 
Thou  vvot  difturb  his  Ghoft,  and  call  it  to 
Affright  my  Dreams,  if  thou  refufe  t'obey  me. 

Arc.  You  more  inftame  me,  to  enquire  the  Caule 
Of  your  Diftra£lion  -,  and  you'll  arm  me  better 
Than  any  Coward  Flight,  by  acquainting  me 
W'hofe  Malice  aims  to  kill  mcj  good  Sir,  tell  me/ 

Mac.  Then  Prayers  and  Tears  aflift  me. 

uirc.  Sir. 

Alac.   AnadiuSf 
Thou  art  a  rafh  young  Man,  witnefs  the  Spirit 
Of  him  that  trufted  me  fo  much  j    1  bleed, 
'Till  1  prevent  this  Mifchief.  [ExiL 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Arc.  Ha  !    keep  oft. 

ji'hi.  What  mean  you,  Sir.? 


Iate'\     i.  e.  Condition  of  Life. 


Lyfan. 
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Lyfan.  We  are  your  Friends. 

j^rc.  I  know  your  Faces,  but 
Am  not  fccure;  I  would  not  be  bctray'd. 

Lyfan.  You  wrong  our  Hearts,  who  truly  honour  you. 

jirc.  They  fay  I  muflbe  kill'd.    Phi.  By  whom.  Arc.  I 
know  not. 
Nor  would  I  part  with  Life  fo  tamely.   Phi.     We  dare 
Engage  ours  in  your  Quarrel  •,  hide  your  Sword, 
It  may  beget  Sufpiciun,  it  is 
Enough  to  queflion  you. 

Arc.  I'm  confident  ; 
Pray  pardon  me,  come,  I  defpife  all  Danger  ; 
Yet  a  dear  Friend  of  mine,  my  Uncle,  told  me 
He  would  not  fee  my  Body  full  of  Wounds. 

Lyfan.  Your  Uncle }  this  is  (irange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honefl:  Uncle; 
If  my  unlucky  Stars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a  Fate. 

Phi.  There  is  fome  flrange  Miflake  in*c. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Arcadiiis^  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you. 
You  mud  make  hafte. 

Arc.  Though  to  my  Death,  I  fife 
Upon  her  Summons ;  1  give  up  my  Breath 
Then  willingly,  if  flic  command  it  from  me. 

Phi.  This  does  a  little  trouble  me. 

Lyfan.  I  know  not 
What  to  imagine,  fomething  is  the  Ground 
Of  this  Perplexity  ;  but  I  hope  there  is  not 
Any  fuch  Danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  ^een,  Lyfimachus,  Macarius,  Eubulus,  Seleucus, 
Arcadius,  LadieSy  Attendants,  and  Gent. 

^(€e)j.  We  have  already  granted  to  Seleucus^ 
And  they  ihall  try  their  Valour,  \(  Arcsidius 
Have  Spirit  in  him  to  accept  the  Challenge, 
Our  Royal  Word  is  part. 

Phi.  This  is  mod  drange. 

Eub.  Madam,  my  Son  knew  not  for  what  KeaskM 

^.  4  And 
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And  you  were  cruel  to  confent  fo  foon. 

Mac.  Wherein  have  I  offended,  to  be  robb'd 
At  once,  of  all  the  Wealth  I  have,  Arcadius 
Is  part  of  me. 

Euh.  SekucHi^  Life  and  mine 
Are  twifted  on  one  Thread,  both  (land  or  fall 
Together  -,  hath  the  Service  for  my  Country 
Defcrv'd  but  this  Reward,  to  be  fent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home  ?  Was*t  not  enough 
When  I  was  young,  to  lofe  my  Blood  in  Wars, 
But  the  poor  Remnant  that  is  fcarcely  warm 
And  faintly  creeping  through  my  withered  Veins 
Muft  be  let  out  to  make  you  Sport  ? 

Mac.  How  can 
We,  that  fliall  this  Morn  fee  the  facred  Oil 
Fall  on  your  Virgin  Trefles,  hope  for  any 
Proteftion  hereafter,  when  this  Day 
You  facrifice  the  Blood  of  them  that  pray  for  you  ? 
Arcadius,  I  prithee  fpeak  thyfelf, 
It  is  for  thee  I  plead. 

Et{h.  Seleucus^  kneel. 
And  fay  thou  haft  repented  thy  rafh  Suit ; 
(28)  If,  e'er  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  be  thus  wounded. 
How  will  the  leaft  Drop  forced  from  thy  Veins 
Afflicl  my  Heart? 

Mac.  Why,  that's  good  ; 
Arcadius,  fpeak  to  her  ;  hear  him.  Madam. 

(18)  If  e'er  I  fee  thee  f^ht,   I  be  thus  n.vounded,']     This  feemingly 
dark  Paflage  Mr.  Seward  \\o\x\A  alter  thus ; 

Jf  e'er  I  fee  thee  fight,  and  he  thus  &c. 
Tiio'  he  rather  thinks  the  better  and  more  poetical  Reading  would  b^ 
thus  ; 

Jf  e''er  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  fhall  be  ^vounded. 
i.  e.   Every  Wound  thou  recei-vfi  luill  cut  me  to  the  Heart. 
What  occurr'd  to  me,    in  reading  this  Place,  was  this  ; 
If  e^er  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  fee  thee  vjounded. 
But  after  all,  I  believe  the  Text  is  entiie,  and  the  Fault  is  only  in  the 
Pointing,  which  I  thus  correft  j 

If,  e'^er  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  be  thus  nvounded, 
\.  e.   If  I  be  fo  ferfibly  arid  deeply  offered  before  thou  fight  eft  ^ 
Honjo  'Will  the  leaf  Drop  &c. 

•      AiC. 
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Arc.  If  you  call  back  this  Honour  you  have  done  me 
I  flwll  repent  I  live  j  do  not  perluade  me  ■ 
Sdeucus^  thou'rt  a  noble  Enemy, 
And  I  will  love  thy  Soul,  though  I  defpair 
Our  Body's  friendly  Converduion  : 
I  would  we  were  totugg  upon  fome  Cliff, 
Or  like  two  Prodigies  i'th'  Air,  our  Conflift 
Might  generally  be  gaz'd  at,  and  Qur  Blood 
Appeafe  our  Grandfircs  Afhes. 

Mac.  I'm  undone. 

Sel.  Madam,  my  Father  fays  I  have  offended. 
If  fo,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  but  befecch  you 
For  your  own  Glory,  call  not  back  your  Word. 

Eub.  They  are  both  mad. 

^een.  No  more,  we  have  refolv'd  : 
And  fince  their  Courage  is  fo  nobly  flam'd. 
This  Morning  we'll  behold  the  Champions 
"Within  the  Lift  ;  be  not  afraid  their  Strife 
Will  ft  retch  fo  far  as  Death  -,  fo  foon  as  we 
Are  crown'd,  prepare  yourfelvcs.  Scleucus ! 

[SclcLCus  kijfes  her  Hand. 

Sel.  I  have  receiv'd  another  Life  in  this 
High  Favour,  and  may  lofe  that  Nature  gaveme^ 

^een.  Jrcadius,  to  encourage  thy  young  Valour, 
We  give  thee  our  Father's  Sword, 
Command  it  from  our  Armory  ;  Lyfnnachus^ 
To  our  Coronation.  [Exeunt. 

(19)  Eub.  1*11  forfeit  fooner 
My  Head  for  a  Rebellion,  than  fufter  it.  [^Exit. 

Mac.  Vm  circled  with  Confufions,  Pil  do  fomewhat, 
My  Brains  and  Friends  aftift  me.  l_Exit, 

Phi.  But  do  you  think  they'll  fight  indeed? 

(19)  Sel.  r II  forfeit  &c. 

Arc.   lam  circled ]    Mr.  Theobald  ^n^  Mr.  5^xc«r^/ agree 

with  me  here  are  two  falfe  Names  put  into  thcfe  two  P.'aces ;  and  that 
Eubului  fhould  fupply  Sel.  and  Macarius  Arc.    and  'tis  plain,    iox  Ze- 
Ifucui  and  Arcadim  are  not  now  upon  the  Stage,  but  went  cfF  with  the 
Queen,  Lyfmachus,  Sec.     I  havelikewife  veniur'd  to  add  a  Word  to 
'  Eub.  77/  forfeit 

My  Head  &c. 
vhich  was  not  Senfe,  as  it  ftood  in  all  the  Copies. 

Lyfan: 
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Lyfan.  Perhaps 
Her  Majefty  will  Ice  a  Bout  or  two. 
And  yet  *tis  wondrous  ftrange,  fuch  Spedacles 
Are  rare  I'th'  Court ;  an  they  were  to  skirmifh  naked 
Before  her,  then  there  might  be  fomc  Excufe. 
(20)  There  is  fomc  Gimcrack  in*t,  the  Queen  is  wife. 
Above  her  Years. 

Phi.  Macarius  is  perplex'd. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

Lyfan.  I  cannot  blame  him  ;  but  my  Lord  Eululus 
Returns ;  they  are  both  troubled,  *Jas  good  Men  ! 
But  our  Duties  are  expeded,  we  forget. 

[_Exeunt  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Eiih.  I  muft  refolve,  and  yet  things  are  not  ripe. 
My  Brain's  upon  the  Torture. 

Mac.  This  may  quit 
The  hazard  of  his  Perfon,  whofe  leafl:  drop 
Of  Blood  is  worth  more  than  our  Families. 
My  Lord  Eubulus,  I  have  thought  a  way 
To  (lay  the  young  Mens  defperare  Proceedings ; 
It  is  our  Caule  they  fight,  let  us  befeech 
The  Queen,  to  grant  us  two  the  Privilege 
Of  Duel,  rather  than  expofe  their  lives 
To  cither's  fury  j  ft  were  pity  they 
Should  run  upon  fo  black  a  Deftiny'; 
We  are  both  old,  and  may  be  fpar*d,  a  pair 
Of  fruitlefs  Trees,  Mofly,  and  wither'd  Trunks, 
That  till  up  too  much  Room. 

Euh.  Moft  willingly. 
And  I  will  praife  her  Charity  t*allow  it ; 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  to  ufe  a  Sword: 
Let's  lofe  no  time,  by  this  ad,  (he  will  licence 
Our  Souls  to  leave  our  Bodies  but  a  Day, 
Perhaps  an  Hour  the  fooner  ;  they  may  live 
To  do  her  better  Service,  and  be  Friends 
When  we  are  dead,  and  yet  I  have  no  hope 

(20)  ^:>ere,  is  Gimcraks  iii't, ]     Senfe  and  Mcafure  both  re- 
quire us  to  read,  as  Mr.  Theobald  had  reform'd  the  Text,  from   the 

old  Qaarto. 

This 
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This  will  be  granted  i  curfe  upon  our  F^aion! 

Mac.  If  flie  deny  us 

Eub.  What? 

Mac.  I  wou'd  do  fomewhat^ • 

Eub.  There's  fomething  o'che  fudden  (Iruck  upon 
My  Imagination,  that  may  fecure  us. 

Mac.  Name  it,  if  no  DiHionour  wait  upon't : 
To  preferve  them,  I'll  accept  any  Danger. 

Eub.  There  is  no  other  way and  yet  my  Heart 

Would  be  excus'd but  'tis  to  fave  his  Life. 

Mac.  Speak  it,   Euhulus. 

Eub.  In  your  Ear  I  fliall. 
It  Iha'not  make  a  noife  if  you  refufc  it. 

Mac.   Hum  !    though    it    ftir  my  Blood,  I'll   meet  5 
ArcadiuSy 
If  this  preferve  thee  not,  I  muft  unfeal 
Another  My^ery.  {E.sit. 

Enler  ^leen^  Lyfimachus,  Caflander,  Charilia, 
Lyfander,  Philocles,  and  Antigonus. 

i'luccn.  We  owe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will  deferve 
At  leaft  by  our  Endeavours,  that  none  may 
This  day  repent  their  Prayers  ;  my  Lord  Piote6tor.' 

Caf.  Madam, 
I  have  no  fuch  Title  now,  and  am  blcH:  to  lofe 
That  Name  fo  happily  j  I  was  but  truiled 
With  a  moft  glorious  burden. 

^ee7i.  You  have  prov'd 
Yourfelf  our  faithful  Counfellor,  and  mufl:  illll 
Prote6l  our  growing  Srate  ;  a  Kingdom's  Scepter 
Weighs  down  a  Woman's  Arm  -,  this  Crown  fits  heavy 
Upon  my  Brow  already  \  and  we  know 
There's  fomething  more  than  Metal  in  this  Wreath, 
Of  (liining  Glory  ;  but  your  Faith,  and  Counfei, 
That  are  familiar  with  Myfterics, 
And  depths  of  State,  have  power  to  make  us  fit 
For  fuch  a  bearing,  in  which  you  both  fhall 
Do  loyal  Service,  and  I  reward  your  Duties. 
Caf.  Heav*n  preferve  your  Highnefs. 
^icen.  But  yet  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  let  none 

Miftake 
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Miftake  me,  that  bccaufe  I  urge  your  Wifdoms, 

I  fliall  grow  carelefs,  and  impoie  on  you 

The  managing  of  this  great  Province  ;  no^ 

We  will  be  adlive  too,  and  as  we  are 

In  Dignity  above  your  Perfons,  fo. 

The  greateft  portion  of  the  difficulties. 

We  call  to  us,  you  in  your  feveral  places 

Relieving  us  with  your  Experience, 

Obfcrving  in  your  beft  diredlions 

All  modefty,  and  diflance  ;  for  although 

We  are  but  young,  no  aflion  fliall  forfeit 

Our  Royal  Privilege,  or  encourage  any 

To  unreverent  boldnefs  ;  as  it  will  become 

•Our  Honour  to  confult,  e'er  we  determine 

Of  the  moft  neceflary  things  of  State, 

(21)  So  we  are  fenfible  of  a  Check, 

But  in  a  Brow,  that  faucily  controuls 

Our  Adlion,  prefuming  on  our  Years 

As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  Sex  *,  that  Head 

Is  not  fecure,  that  dares  our  Power  or  Juftlce. 

Fhi.  Sh*as  a  brave  Spirit,  look  how  the  Protestor 
Grows  pale  already. 

^leen.  But  I  fpeak  to  you 
Are  perfedl  in  Obedience,  and  may  fpare 
This  Theme  ;  yet  *twas  no  immaterial  j 

Part  of  our  Chara6ter,  fince  I  defire 
All  fhould  take  notice,  I  have  ftudied 
The  knowledge  of  myfelf,  by  which  I  fliall 
Better  diftinguilli  of  your  Worth  and  Perfons 
In  your  Relations  to  us. 

(21)  Solve  are  fenfible  of  a  Check  ^      Mr.  Reward  x^i%   this  Paf- 
fage  thus  ; 

things  of  State, 

So  ivere  not  fenfible  of  any  Check. 

But  in  a  BroaVf  Sec. 
I  read  thus ; 

So  ive  arc  fenfible  of  any  Checi, 

But  in  a  Broiv, ] 

i.  c.  even  the  leaf  feeming  difiike  to  our  Judgment  ex^reffed  by  a 
nurinkled  Broiv,  ive  are  fenfible  of  Sec.  But  the  Reader  is  left  to  his 
own  Judgment. 

Lyjim, 
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Lyfm:  This  Language 
Is  but  a  threatening  to  fome  Body. 

^iieen.  But  we  mifs  fome,  that  ufe  not  to  abfent 
Their  Duties  from  us  -,  where's  Macarius ! 

Caf.  Retir'd  to  grieve,  your  Majefty  hath  given 
Confent,  Arcadius  iliould  enter  th*  Lift 
To  day,  with  young  Seleucus. 

^ieen.  We  purpofc. 

Enter  GentlemarL. 

They  fhall  proceed  ;  what's  he  ?     Phi.  A  Gentleman 

Belonging  to  Seleucus,  that  gives  notice 

He  is  prepar*d,  and  waits  your  Royal  Pleafure. 

^een.  He  was  compos'd  for  Adtion,  give  notice 
T^Arcadius,  and  admit  the  Challenger  : 
Let  other  Princes  boaft  their  gaudy  Tilting, 
And  mockery  of  Battels,  but  our  Triumph 
Is  celebrated  with  true  noble  Valour. 

Enter  Seleucus,  and  Arcadius  at  fever al  Doors ^  their 
Pages  before  them,  hearing  their  Targets. 

Two  young  Men  fpirited  enough  to  have 
Two  Kingdoms  ftak'd  upon  their  Swords ;  Ly/wiachuSy 
Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  Arms  ? 
*  r were  pity  but  they  fliould  do  fomething  njore 
Than  wave  their  Plumes.     \^Af?jout  within.']     Whatnoife 
is  that  ? 

Enter  Macarius  and  Eubulus. 

Mac.  The  Peoples  joy  to  know  us  reconcil'd. 
Is  added  to  the  Jubilee  o'cli*  Day  $ 
We  have  no  more  a  Fa<flion  but  one  Heart. 
Peace  flow  in  every  Bofom. 

Eub.  Throw  away 
Thefe  Inftruments  of  Death,  and  like  two  Friends 
Embrace  by  our  Example. 

^<een.  This  unfcign'd  ^ 

Mac.  By  all  our  duties  to  yourfelf,  dear  Madam, 
Command  them  not  advance,   our  Houfcs  from 
This  Minute  are  incorporate  \  happy  Day  ! 

Our 


3©  7/^^  CoroJtation, 

Oiir  Eys3  at  which  before  Revenge  look'd  forth, 
May  clear  fufpicion,  oh  my  Arcadius  I 

Euh.  We've  found  a  nearer  way  to  friendfhip.  Madam, 
Than  by  expofing  them  to  fight  for  us; 

^een.  If  this  be  faithful,  our  Dcfires  are  blcft. 
We  had  no  Thought  to  wafte,  but  reconcile 
Your  Blood  this  way,  (22)  and  we  did  prophefie 
This  happy  Chance  ;  fpring  into  cither's  Bofom, 
ylrcadius  and  Seleucus^  what  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  Day's  Felicity  ? 
Yes,  there  is  fomcthing,  is  there  nor,  my  Lord  ? 
While  we  are  Virgin- Queen.    Caf.  Ha,  that  String  doth 
Promife  fome  Mufick. 

^een.  I  am  yet,  my  Lords, 
Your  fingle  Joy,  and  vvhea  I  look  upon 
What  1  have  took  to  manage,  the  great  care 
Of  this  moft  flourifhing  Kingdom,   I  incline 
To  think  I  Ihall  do  juitice  to  myfelf. 
If  I  chufe  one,  whole  Strength  and  Virtue  may 
Afiift  my  Undertaking ;  think  you,  Lords, 
A  Husband  would  not  help  ? 

Lyftm.  No  queftion,  Madam  ; 
And  he  that  you  purpofe  to  make  io  blefl-, 
Muft  needs  be  worthy  of  our  humblell  Duty  5 
It  is  the  general  Vote. 

^leen.  We  vvill  not  then 
Trouble  Ambafiadors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad  ;   within  our  own  Dominion, 
Fruitful  in  Honour,  we  ihall  make  our  choice  j 
And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over- long 
In  th'  Imagination,  from  this  Circle  we 
Plave  purpofe  to  ele6l  one,  whom  I  fliall 
Salute  a  King  and  Husband, 

Lyfan.  Now  my  Lord  Lyftmachiis. 

^lecn.  Nor  (hall  we  in  this  Adion  be  accus'd 
0[  Raflinefs,  fince  the  Man  we  fliall  declare 
D-fcrving  our  Affedion,  (hath  been  early 
In  our  Opinion,  which  had  Reafon  firft 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  Nobility 

(22) and  -we  did  prophefy,  ]     j.  e.  fore  fee. 

Long 
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Long  marry 'd  to  our  Thoughts,)  will  juftific 
Our  fair  Ekdlion. 

Phi.  Lyfimachus  blulhes. 

Caf.  Dired:  our  Duties,  Madam,  to  pray  for  him: 

^leen.  Arcadiui,   you  fee  from  whence  we  come. 
Pray  lead  us  back,  you  may  afcend. 

[^Sbe  comes  from  the  State. 

Caf.  How's  this  ?  o'er-reach'd  ? 

Arc.  Madam,  be  charitable  to  your  humbled  Creature  i 
Do  not  reward  the  Heart,  that  falls  in  Duty 
Beneath  your  Feet,  with  making  m.e  the  burden 
Of  the  Court-mirth,  a  Mockery  for  Pages  ; 
*Twere  Treafon  in  me  but  to  think  you  mean  thus. 

^ueen.  Arcadius^  you  muft  rcfufe  my  Love, 
Or  fhame  this  Kingdom. 

Phi.   Is  the  Wind  in  that  corner  ? 

Caf.  I  fhall  run  mad,  Lyfunachus. 

Lyfm.  Sir,  contain  yourfelf. 

Sel.  Is  this  to  be  believ'd  ? 

I\>Iac.  What  Dream  is  this  ? 

Phi.  He  kifles  her,  now  by  this  day  I'm  glad  on'c, 

Lyfan.  Mark  the  Prote6lor. 

Ant.  Let  him  fret  his  Heart-ftrings; 

^leen.  Is  the  Day  cloudy  on  the  fuddcn  ? 

Arc.  Gendcmen, 
It  was  not  my  Ambition,  I  durft  never 
Afpire  fo  high  in  Thought-,  but  fince  her  Majerty 
Hath  pleas'd  to  call  me  to  this  Honour,  I 
Will  ftudy  to  be  worthy  of  her  Grace, 
By  whom  I  live. 

^leen.  The  Church  to  morrow  Ihall 
Confirm  our  Marriage  ;  nobJe  Lyfunachus, 
We'll  find  out  other  Ways  to  recompence 
Your  Love  to  us.    Set  forward  ;  come  Arcadius. 

[Exeinit  ^eefiy  Arcadius,  ^^7^  Philocles. 

Mac.  It  mufl:  be  fo,  and  yet  let  me  confidcr. 

Caf.  He  infults  already  :  Policy  afTifb  me. 
To  break  his  Neck. 

Lyfim.  Who  e'er  would  truft  a  Woman  i* 

Loft 
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Ivofl  in  a  Pair  of  IVlinutes,  loft;  (23)  how  bright 
A  Morning  rofe  but  now,  and  now  'cis  Night  P 

\Ei(eunt. 


ACT     III.      SCENE     L 

Enter  Polidora  loith  a  Letter,  and  a  Servant, 

PoliJ  /'^H  where  fliall  Virgins  look  for  Faith  hereafterj 

\jf  If  he  prove  falfe,  after  fo  many  Vows  ? 
And  yet  if  I  confider,  he  was  tempted 
Above  the  Strength  of  a  young  Lover,  (24)  two 
Such  Glories  courting  his  Acceptance,  were 
Able  to  make  DiOoyaky  no  Sin, 
At  leaft  not  feem  a  Fault ;  a  Lady  firft, 
Whofc  very  Looks  would  thaw  a  Man  more  frozen 
Than  th*  Jlps,  quicken  a  Sou!  more  dead  than  Winter ; 
Add  to  her  Beauty  and  Perfedion, 
That  fhc*s  a  Queen,  and  brings  with  her  a  Kingdom 
Able  to  make  a  great  Mind  forfeit  Heav'n. 
What  could  the  Frailty  of  Jrcadius 
Suggefb,  t*  unfpirit  him  lb  much,  as  not 
To  fly  to  her  Embraces  ?  You  were  prefent 
When  fhe  dcclar'd  herfelf  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Madam. 

PoM.  Tell  me. 
Did  not  he  make  a  Paufe,  when  the  fair  Queen 
A  full  Temptation  flood  him  ? 

Ser.  Very  little 
My  Judgment  could  diftinguifli  j  fhe  did  no  fooner 

(23)  — — —  ho'w  hr'ight 

A  Mcrning  roje,  but  now,  "'tis  Night  ?  ]  Write  with  thc 
Quarto  of  1640, 

rofe  but  tioiv,   and  now  '//j  Night  F 

Mr.  Theobald. 

(24) t-u^o 

Such  gioTioQs  courting — ]  Tho' all  the  Copies  exhibit  this 
Reading,  I  have,  upon  Mr.  TheobaWs  and  Mr.  Se-ward's  Concurrence 
with  me,  made  bold  lo  iaiert  what  is  certainly  the  better  Reading  in 
the  Texc. 

Propound, 
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Propound,  but  he  accepted. 

Pol'id.  That  was  ill. 
He  might  with  Honour  (land  one  or  two  Minutes  j 
Methinks  it  (hould  have  ftartled  him  a  little 
To  have  remembred  me,  I  have  deferv'd 
At  lead  a  cold  Thought ;  well,  pray  give  it  him» 

Ser.  I  (hall. 

PoU,  When? 

^er.  Inftantly. 

FoUL  Not  {q-. 
But  take  a  time  when  his  Joy  fwells  hirr.  moffj 
"When  his  Delights  are  high  and  ravifliing, 
"When  you  perceive  his  Soul  dance  in  his  Eyes, 
When  (lie,  that  mud  be  his,  hath  drefl  her  Beauty 
With  all  her  Pride,  and  fends  a  thoufand  Cupds 
To  call  him  to  the  tafting  of  her  Lip, 
Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I  live, 
I'll  pray  for  him. 

Ser,  1  Ihall.  \Exmnt» 

Enter  Caffander,  and  Lyfimachus. 

Ca[.  There  is  no  way  but  Death. 

Lyfim.  That's  black  and  horrid  ; 
Confider,  Sir,  it  was  her  Sin,  not  his ; 
I  cannot  accufe  him  ;  what  Man  could  carry 
A  Heart  fo  frozen,  not  to  melt  at  fuch 
A  glorious  Flame  ?  Who  could  not  fly  to  fuch 
A  Happinefs  ? 

Caf.  Have  you  Ambition 
To  be  a  tame  Fool  ?  See  fo  vaft  an  Injury, 
And  not  revenge  it  ?  Make  me  not  fufpedt 
Thy  Mother  for  this  Sufferance,  my  Son. 

Lyfim.  Pray  hear  me,  Sir. 

Caf.  Hear  thee  ?  a  patient  Gull, 
A  Property  ?  thou  haft  no  Blood  of  mine, 
If  this  Affront  provoke  thee  not  i  how  canft: 
Be  charitable  to  thyftlf,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  Shame  ?  Nor  is  he  innocent ; 
He  had  before  crept  flily  into  her  Bofom, 
And  pradlifed  thy  Difhonour.     L)fim.  You  begin 

Vol.  IX.  C        ^  To 
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To  ftir  me,  Sir.     Caf.  How  ell'e  could  {he  be  guilty 
Ot  fuch  Contempt  of  thee,  and  in  the  Eye 

0  all  the  Kingdom  ?  they  confpir'd  this  llain, 
"When  they  had  cunning  ^  leeti  igs ;  fhall  thy  Love 
And  blooming  Hopes  be  fcattcr'd  thus,  and  Lyftmachiis 
Stand  idle  Gazer? 

Lyfim.  What,  Sir,  will  his  Death 
Advatitage  us,  if  flie  be  falle  to  me? 
So  irreligious  ?  and  to  touch  her  Perfon— — — — 
Paufe,  we  may  be  obferv'd. 

Enter  Philocles,  and  Lyfander. 

Lyfan.  'Tis  the  Protedlor 
And's  Son.     Phi.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman,  I  pity  his 
Ne^lefl,  but  am  not  forry  for  his  Father, 
'Tis  a  ftrange  turn. 

Lyfan.  TJie  whirligigs  of  Women. 

Phi.  Your  Grace's  Servant. 

Caf.   I  am  yours.   Gentlemen, 
And  fhould  be  happy  to  deferve  your  Loves. 

Phi   Now  he  can  flatter.     Lyfan.  Not.  Sir,  t*inlargc 
Your  SuQerings,   I  have  a  Heart  doth  wifh 
The  Queen  had  known  how  better  to  reward 
Your  l.ove  and  Merit. 

Lyfun,  If  you  would  exprefs 
Your  Love  to  me,  pray  do  not  mention  it, 

1  muft  obey  my  Fate. 

Phi.  She  will  be  married 
To  t'other  Gentleman  for  certain  then  ? 

Caf.  I  hope  you'll  wifh  'em  joy. 

Phi.  Indeed  I  wiiJ,  Sir. 

Lyfan.  Your  Grace's  Servant.  {^Eaeu'nii 

Caf  We  are  grown 
Ridiculous,  the  Paflime  of  the  Court : 
Here  comes  another. 

Enter  Seleucus. 


S^l   "Where's  your  Son,  my  Lord  ? 

Caf.  Like  anegleded  Servant  of  his  MiftrefSj- 

Scl.  I  would  ask  him  a  Queftion. 


Caf 
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Qaf,  What? 

Sel.  Whether  the  Queen, 
As  'tis  reported,  lov'd  him  ;  he  can  tell 
Whether  ihe  promis'd  what  they  talk  of,  Marriage. 
Caf  I  can  refolve  you  that.  Sir. 
Sel.  She  did  promife  ? 
Caf.  Yes. 

Sel.  Then  fhe's  a  Woman  •,  and  your  Son- — Caf.  What  ? 
Sel.  Not 
Worthy  his  Blood,  and  Expeflation, 
\i  he  be  calm. 

Caf.  There's  no  oppofing  Deftiny. 

Sel.  I'd  cut  the  Throat 

Caf  Whofc  Throat  ? 

Sel.  The  Deftinies,  that's  all  -,  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
I  am  Seleucus  (till,    and  a  poor  Shadow 
O'th'  World,  a  walking  Pidure,  it  concerns 
Not  mc,  I  am  forgotten  by  my  Stars. 

Caf   The  Queen,   with  more  Difcretion,    might  ha* 

cho fen  thee. 
Sel.  Whom  .? 
Caf.  Thee,  Seleucus, 
Sel.  Me? 
I  cannot  dance,  and  frisk  with  due  A(ftivity, 
My  Body's  Lead,  I've  too  much  Phlegm  ;  what  Ihould  I 
Do  with  a  Kingdom  ?    No,  Arcadius 
Becomes  the  Cufhion,  and  can  pleafe  ;  yet  letting 
Afide,  the  Trick  that  Ladies  of  Blood  look  at. 
Another  Man  might  make  a  fhift  to  wear 
Rich  Cloaths,   fit  in  the  Chair  of  State,  and  nod. 
Dare  venture  on  Dilcourfe,  that  does  not  trench 
On  compliment,  and  think  the  ftudy  of  Arms 
And  Arts,  more  commendable  in  a  Gentleman, 
Than  any  Galliard. 

Caf.  Arcadius^ 
And  you,  were  reconcil'd  ? 

Sel,  We  ?  yes,  oh  yes. 
But  'tis  not  Manners  now  to  fay  we  are  Friends  ; 
At  our  Equality  there  had  been  Reafon, 
But  noff  Subjection  is  the  Word. 
|i  C  2  Cy. 
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Caf.  They  are  not 
Yet  marry'd  ? 

Sel.  I'll  make  no  Oath  upon't  : 
My  Liord  Lyftmachusy 

A  Word,  you'll  not  be  angry  if  I  love  you  5 
May  not  a  Batchelor  be  made  a  Cuckold  ? 
Lyfim.  How,  Sir  ? 
Caf,  LyftmachuSi  this  Gentleman 
Is  worthy  our  Embrace,  he's  fpirited,  no 

And  may  be  uleful. 

6"^/.  Hark  you,  can  you  tell 
Where's  the  bed  Dancing- Mafter?  An  you  mean 
To  rife  at  Court,  pradtile  to  Caper  ;  farewcl 
The  noble  Science,  that  makes  Work  for  Cutlers ; 
It  will  be  out  of  Falhion  to  wear  Swords ; 
Mafques  and  Devices  welcome,  I  falute  you. 
Is  it  not  pity  a  Divifion 
Should  be  heard  out  of  Mufick  ?  Oh  'twill  be 
•  An  excellent  Age  of  Crotchets,  and  of  Canters. 
(25)  Buy  Captains,  that  like  Fools  will  fpend  your  Blood 
Out  of  your  Country,  you  will  be  of  lefs 
\]k  than  your  Feathers ;  if  you  return  unmann'd 
You  fhall  be  beaten  foon  to  a  new  March, 
When  you  fhall  think  it  a  Difcretion 
To  fell  your  glorious  Buffs  to  buy  fine  Pumps, 
And  Pantables;  this  is,  I  hope,  no  Treafon. 

(25)  Buy  Captains,  that  like  Fools  luill  fpend  your  Blood 

Out,  of  your  Cou>itryy  you  nuill  be  of  lefs 

Vfe  than  your  Feathers  I  if  you  return  \3.nm2XirCd'\  Mr.  Sefwar  J 
fuppo Pes  that  Buy  and  unmann'd  give  a  Meaning  the  reverie  of  the 
true,  and  reads  this  Place  thus  ; 

By^  Captains,  that  like  Fools  tvi  II  fpend  your  Blood 

Out  of  your  Country,  you  n.vill  be  of  lefs 

Vfe  than  your  Feathers  ;  if  you  return  unmaini'd 

hy  the  Contraftion  of  God  be  nju-ith  ye.  And  he  remarks  farther,  that 
Seleucut,  who  had  before  vindicated  Arcadius  from  thefe  very  Afper- 
fions,  now,  when  he  becomes  prejudic'd  and  angry  at  his  Advance- 
ment, is  the  forvvardft  to  load  him  with  'em,  which  he  looics  upon  as 
of  the  Poets  great  Infight  into  human  Nature. 
Mr.  Ihtobald  propofes  reading, 
But  Captains^ 

Entei 
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(26)  Enter  Arcadius  leading  the  9^een^  Charilla,  Eubulus, 
Lyfander,  Philocles,  and  Polidora'i  Servant, 

Caf.  Wo't  ftay,  Lyfimachus  ?     Lyfm,  Yes,  Sir,  and 
fhew 
A  Patience  above  her  Injury. 

Arc.  This  Honour  is  too  much,  Madam,  aflume 

\_Mufick  heard. 
Your  Place,  and  let  Arcadius  wait  ftill ; 
'Tis  Happinefs  enough  to  be  your  Servant. 

Caf.  Now  he  diflTembies. 

^leen.  Sir,  you  needs  muft  fit. 

Arc.  I  am  obedient. 

^cen.  This  is  not  Mufick 
Sprightly  enough,  it  feeds  the  Soul  with  Melancholy. 
How  fays  Arcadius  ? 

Arc.  Give  me  leave  to  think  : 
There  is  no  Harmony  but  in  your  Voice, 
And  not  an  Accent  of  your  heav*nly  Tongue, 
But  ftrikes  me  into  Rapture:  I  incline 
To  think,  the  Tale  of  Orpheus  no  Fable  j 
'Tis  poflible  he  might  inchant  the  Rocks, 
And  charm  the  Foreft,  foften  Hell  itfelf. 
With  his  commanding  Lute  j  it  is  no  Miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whofe  ev'ry  Breath  conveys 
The  Hearer  into  Heav'n  ;  how  at  your  Lips 
Winds  gather  Perfumes,  proudly  glide  away. 
To  difperfe  Sweetnefs  round  about  the  World. 

Sd.  Fine  Stuff!  -— 
t    ^een.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc.  Not,  if  I  fliould  fay. 
Nature  had  plac'd  you  here  the  Creatures  Wonder,^ 
And  her  own  Spring,  from  which  all  Excellence 

(26)  Enter  Arcadius  leading  the  ^een,  Charia,  Eubulus,  Lyfand^, 
Philocles,  FoVidora,  and Seri/ant.^  Thus  runs  die  biage  Di- 
reftion  in  the  firft  Copy ;  but  'tis  plain  we  have  two  Blunders  here  j 
for  Charia  Ihould  be  Charilla,  and  Folidora  is  fo  far  from  appealing 
upon  the  Stage  in  this  Scene,  that  ftie  muft  neceffarily  be  fuppob'd  to 
be  at  home.  The  real  Diiedtion  undoubtedly  ran  as  I  have  alter'd  it 
in  ihe  Text. 

C  3  ^ 
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On  Earth's  deriv'd,  and  copy'd  forth  •,  and  when 
The  Charatfler  of  fair,   and  good  in  others 
Is  quKe  worn  out,   and  lolt,  looking  on  you 
It  is  fupply'd,  and  you  alone  made  mortal 
To  feed,  and  keep  alive  all  Beauty. 

Sel.  Ha,  ha,  can  you  endure  it,  Gentlemen? 
Lyfan    What  do  you  mean?     Sel.  Nay, ask  him  what 
he  means. 
Mine  is  a  down^right  Laugh,    ^leen.  Well,  Sir,  proceed, 

■Jrc.   At  fuci)  bright  Eyes  the  Scars  do  light  themfelves. 
At  fuch  a  Forehead  Swans  renew  their  white, 
From  fuch  a  Lip  the  iVIorning  gathers  Bluihes. 

Sel.  The  Morning  i^  more  modeft  than  thy  Praifes : 
W^hat  a  thing  docs  he  make  her? 

Arc.  {ij)   And  when  you  fly  toHeav*n,  and  leave  th» 
World 
No  longer  Maintenance  of  Goodnefs  from  you, 
Then  Poetry  fliall  lofe  all  Ufe  with  us, 
And  be  no  more,  fince  nothing  in  your  Abfence 
Is  left,  that  can  be  worthy  of  a  Verfe. 
Sel.  Ha,  ha. 
^ieen.   Who's  that? 
Sel.  'Twas  I,   Madam, 
jlrc.  Sekuciis  ? 
Caf.  Ha? 

Sel.  Yes,  Sir,  'twas  I  that  laugh'd. 
Arc. '  At  what  ? 
Sel.   At  nothing. 

Lyfan.  Contain  yourfelf,  Seleucus, 
Kub.  Are  you  mad  ? 

^een.  Have  you  Ambition  to  be  punifli'd,  Sir? 
Sel.  \  need  not,  'twas  Punifliment 
Enough  to  hear  him  make  an  Idol  of  you, 
•He  left  out  th'  Commendation  of  your  Patience  5 
]  was  ft  little  movtd  in  my  Nature, 
To  hear  his  Rodomontades,  and  make 

(273   yi"^  ivhen  you  Jiy  to  TIea'v'n  and  lea've  this  Tforldf 

"No  longer  f\1ait.tcnancs  of  Goodnefs ]    The  rcftoring  of  this 

Taflage  10  clear  Jjcnfc,  by  the  Aheration  of  the  f  ointing,  is  owing  to 
Mr.  Stivard,  , 
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A  Mondcr  of  his  Miftrefs,  which  I  pity'd  firfl. 

But  feeing  him  proceed, 

I  gueft  he  brought  you  Mirth  with  his  Inventions, 

And  fo  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it.     ^ieen.  You're  faucy. 

We'll  place  you  where  you  fha'not  be  fo  merry  : 

Take  him  away. 

Lyfan.  Submit  yourfelf. 

Arc.  Let  me  plead  for  his  Pardon. 

Sel.  I  wou'd  not  owe  my  Life  fo  poorly,  beg  thy  own  % 
When  you  are  King  you  cannot  bribe  your  Dtltiny. 

Eub.  Good  Madam,  hear  me,   I  fear  he's  diflraifled. 

(28)  Caf.  Brave  Boy  !    Thou  fliould'ft  be  Matlcr  of  a 
Soul 
Like  his  ;  thy  Honour's  more  concern'd. 

Sel.  *Tis  Charity, 
Away  wo*  me,  (29)  'boy.  Madam  ? 

Caf.  He  has  a  daririg  Spirit.      \_Exeunt  Sel.  Eub.  Caf. 

Arc.  Thefe,  and  a  thouland  more  Atlronts,  I  muft 
Exped,  your  Favours  draw  them  all  upon  me  •, 
In  my  firft  State  I  had  no  Enemies  ; 
I  was  fecure,  while  I  did  grow  beneath 
This  Expedation  \  humbl^;  Vallies  thrive  with 
Their  Bofoms  full  of  Flowers,  when  the  Hills  melt 
With  Lightning,  and  rough  Anger  of  the  Clouds: 
Let  me  retire. 

(28)   Eub.  Brave  Boy  thou  Jl^oulTJl  be  Maficr  cf  a  Scul 

Like  his  ;  &c.  ]  Mr.  5tit'«r^  thinks  th.^t  this  fhould  be  fpoke 
by  Cajfander,  who  firlt  praiies  Seleucus,  and  tiicn  turning  to  his  Son, 
upbraids  him  with  the  Want  of  tne  like  Spirit  .ind  Rcfolution  ;  and 
therefore  he  would  have  it  thus  poinced  : 

Bra've  Boy  !    Thou  JhouWJl  he  Majltr  &C. 

{29)   -'hoy,  Madarn  ?  ]       We  fir.d  afterward  Selatcus  fent  to 

Prifon,  for  which  there  is  row  no  exprefs  Command  given  by  the 
Qoeen  ;  and  in  the  next  place  it  is  evident  that  flie  had  call'd  him  Biy, 
to  which.  Boy,  Madam,  is  an  Anl'wer.  The  Words  omitted,  might 
probably  come  in  between  Eubulus  and  CoJfander\  Speeches,  and 
might  be  to  this  Effeft. 

A-'.^ay  <v:ith  that  audacious  Boy  to  Prifon. 

Mr.  Seivari. 
What  occarr'd  to  me  upon  reading  this  Paflage  was  this,     that  Bt^ 
is  only  a  Corruption  of  BW ,   and  dehgn'd  as  an  Ironical  taking  leave 
of  the  Queen  on  his  going  to  Prifon. 

C  4  ^^£■'n, 
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^teeti.  And  can  Anadius 
At  luch  a  Breath  be  mov*d  ?  I  had  Opinion 
Your  Courage  durft  have  ftood  a  Temped  for 
Our  Love  ;  can  you  for  this  incline  to  leave 
What  other  Princes  fhould  in  vain  have  fued  for  ? 
How  many  Lovers  arc  in  Epire  now 
Would  throw  themfelves  on  Danger,  not  e7fpe(n: 
An  Enemy,  but  empty  their  own  Veins, 
And  think  the  Lofs  of  all  their  Blood  rewarded. 
To  have  o!.c  Smile  of  us  when  they  are  dying, 
A  lid  Ihall  this  Murmur  fhake  you  f 

Arc    No,  dear  Ma  Jam, 
My  Life'  is  fuch  a  poor  defpifed  thing. 
In  va'ue  ycur  IrrUl  Graces,    that  to  lofe 
It  were  to  mai^e  mylclf  a  Vidlory. 
It  is  not  for  myfelf,  I  fear  :   The  Envy 
Of  others  cannot  faften  wound  in  me 
Greater,  than  that  your  Goodnefs  (hould  be  check'd 
So  daringly. 

^iee)!.  Let  not  thofe  Thoughts  afflifl  thee. 
While  we  have  Power  to  correal  th*  Offences, 
Arcadius  be  mine,  this  Hiall  confirm  it.  [-^^-J  hitHt 

Arc.  I  fhall  forget. 
And  lofe  my  v;ay  to  Heav'n  j  that  Touch  had  been 
Enough  to  have  reftor'd  me,  and  infus'd 
A  Spirit  of  a  more  celeflial  Nature, 
After  the  tedious  Abfence  of  my  Soul, 
Oh  blefs  m.e  not  too  much,  one  Smile  a  Day 
Would  (Iretch  my  Life  (30)  to  Immortality. 
Poets,  that  wrap  Divinity  in  Tales, 
Look  here,  and  give  your  Copies  forth  of  Angels! 
What  Blcffing  can  remain  ? 

^een.  Our  Marriage. 

Arc    Place  then  fome  Horrors  in  the  way 
For  me,  not  you,  to  pafs  j  the  Journey's  end 
Holis  out  fuch  Glory  to  me,  I  fiiould  think 
Hell  but- a  poor  Dcrgree  of  fuffcring  for  it. 

(30)    •  to  Mortalit)'.]     The  Charge  of  the  Text  here  ii  ah- 

foliiiely  necdTary,  a::d  Mr.  Theobald  zn^  Mr.  Seivard  concarred  with 
Sfa-  io  :t- 

What^S 
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What's  that,  fome  Petition  ?  a  Letter  to  me. 

[Servant  delivers  him  a  Paper, 

Toil  had  a  Polidora. Ha!  that's  all. 

Tth*  Minute  when  my  Veflel's  new  Janch'd  forth. 
With  all  my  Pride,  and  filken  Wings  about  me, 
I  ftrike  upon  a  Rock  \  What  Power  can  Tave  me  ? 
You,  had  a  Polidora  •,  —  there  i^s  a 
Name  kill'd  with  Grief,  I  can  fo  foon  forget  her. 

Ser.   She  did  impofe  on  me  this  Service,  Sir, 
And  while  fhe  lives,  fhe  fays,  fhe*il  pray  for  you. 

Arc.  She  lives! 
That's  welJ,  and  yet  'twere  better,  for  my  Fame 
And  Honour,  fhe  were  dead:  What  Fate  hathplac'dme 
Upon  this  fearful  Precipice  ? 

Ser,  He's  troubled. 

Arc.  I  muft  rcfolve,  my  Faith  is  violated 
Already,  yet  poor  loving  Polidora 
Will  pray  for  me,  fhe  fays ;  to  think  fhe  can. 
Renders  me  hated  to  myfelf,  and  every 
Thought's  a  Tormentor,  let  me  then  be  jufl. 

9lueen.  Arcadius  ! 

Arc,  That  Voice  prevails  again  -,  oh  Polidora^ 
Thou  muft  forgive  Arcadius,  I  dare  not 
Turn  Rebel  to  a  Princefs ;  I  fhall  love 
Thy  Virtue,  but  a  Kingdom  has  a  Charm 
To  excufe  our  Frailty.     Deareft  Madam. 

^een.  Now  fet  forward. 

Arc.  To  perfedt  all  our  Joys. 

Enter  Macarius,  a  Bijhop^  and  CafTander. 

Mac.  Pll  fright  their  Glories. 

CaJ.  By  what  means  ? 

Mac,  Obferve. 

Arc.  Our  good  Uncle,  welcome. 

^teen.  My  Lord  Macarius^  we  did  want  your  Perfon, 
There's  fomething  in  our  Joys  wherein  you  (hare. 

Mac,  This  you  intend  your  Highnefs*  Wedding  Day  ? 

^4een.  We  are  going. 

Mac.  Save  your  Labour, 
IVe  brought  a  Prieft  to  meet  you. 
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Arc.  Reverend  Father ! 

^een.  Meet  us  I    Why  ? 

M^c.  To  tell  you  that  you  mud  not  marry. 

Caf.  Didlt  thou  hear  that,  Lyfimacbus  ?  [^Aftde* 

Lyfim.  And  wonder  what  will  l^ollow. 

^leen.  We  muft  not  marry  ? — ■-- 

Bifti    Madam,  'tis  a  Rule 
Firft  made  in  Heav'n  -,  and  I  muft  nepds  declare 
You  and  Arcadius  mull  tie  no  Knot 
Of  Man  and  Wire. 

An.  Is  my  Uncle  mad  ? 

^.een.  Joy  has  tranfported  him, 
Or  ii^e  has  made  him  dote  ;  Macaritts, 
Provoke  us  not  too  much,  you  will  prcrume 
Above  our  Mercy. 

Mac.  V\\  difcharge  my  Duty, 
Could  your  Frown  ftrike  me  dead  i  my  Lord,  you  knpw 
Whofe  Character  this  is .? 

Caf.  It  is  'Theodofius''     ' 
Your  Grace's  Father.  ^ 

Bijh.  I  am  fubfcrib'd  a  Witnefs. 

Pbi.  Upon  my  Life  'tis  his. 

Mac.  Fear  not,  I'll  crofs  this  Match.       [Jfide  to  C2S, 

Caf.  I'll  blefs  thee  for't. 

Arc.  Uncle,  d'ye  know  what  you  do,  or  what  we  a^e 
going  to  finifh  -,  you  will  not  break  the  Neck  of  my  glo- 
rious Fortune,  now  my  Foot's  i'th'  Stirrup,  and  mounting 
throw  me  over  the  Saddle  ?  I  hope  you'll  let  one  be  a 
King.  Madam,  'tis  as  you  fay,  my  Uncle  is  fomething 
craz'd,  there's  a  Worm  in's  Brain,  but  1  befeech  you  par- 
don him,  he  is  not  the  firlf  of  your  Council,  that  has 
talk'd  idly  ;  d'ye  hear  my  Lord  Bifbop,  I  hope  you  have 
more  Religion  than  to  join  with  him  to  undo  me. 

BiJJj.  Not  I,  Sir,  but  I  am  commanded  by  Oath  and 
Confcience,  to  fpeak  Truth. 

Arc.  If  your  Truth  fliould  do  me  any  harm,  I  fliall  never 
be  in  Charity  with  a  Crozicr's  Staff,  look  to't. 

^een.  My  youngeft  Brother  ? 

Caf.  Worfe  and  worfe,   my  Brains [f*^//. 

Ma(>  Deliver'd  to  me  an  Inf^mt  with  this  Writing, 

To 
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To  which  this  Reverend  Father  is  a  Witnefs. 

Lyfan.  This  he  whom  we  fo  long  thought  dead,  a  Child  ? 
^een.    But  what  fhould  make  my  Father  to  trull  him 
To  your  Concealment  ?  Give  abroad  his  Death,  and  bury 
An  empty  Coffin  ? 

Mac.  A  Jealoufie  he  had 
Upon  Cajfandefy  whofe  ambitious  Brain 
He  fcar'd  would  make  no  Confcience  to  depofc 
His  Son,  to  make  Lyftmachus  King  of  Epirc. 

^^een.  He  made  no  Scruple  to  cxpofc  mc  then 
To  any  Danger  ? 

Mac.  He  fecur'd  you,  Madam, 
By  an  early  Engagement  of  your  Affediion 
To  LyfimachuSy  exempt  thisTeftimony  ; 
And  had  he  been  Arcadius^  and  my  Nephew, 
I  needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  State, 
Your  Love  and  Marriage  had  made  him  King 
Without  my  trouble,  and  fav'd  that  Ambition  ; 
There  was  Neceflity  to  open  now 
His  Birth  and  Title. 
Phi.   Demetrius  alive ! 

jirc.  What  Riddles  are  thefe  ?  Whom  do  they  talk  of? 
Omn.  We  congratulate  your  Return  to  L.ife,and  Honour, 
And  as  becomes  us,   with  one  Voice  lalute  you, 
Demetrius  King  of  Epire. 

Mac.  I  am  no  Uncle,  Sir,  this  is  your  Sider, 
I  fhould  have  fuffer'd  Inceft,  to  have  ke^x  you 
Longer  i'th'  Dark  ;  love,  and  be  happy  both. 
My  Truft  is  now  difcharg'd. 
Lyfan.  And  wc  rejoice. 
Arc.  But  do  not  mock  me,   Gentlemen  \ 
May  I  be  bold  upon  your  Words  to  fay 
\  am  Prince  Theodofius*  Son  ? 
Mac.  The  King. 
Arc.  You'll  jullifie  it  ? 
Sifter,  I'm  very  glad  to  fee  you.     ^een.  I  am 
To  find  a  Brother,  and  refign  my  Giory, 
My  Triumph  is  my  Shame,  [Exii. 

EnUr 
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Enter  CafTander.  "^ 

CaJ,  Thine  Ear,  Lyfimachus. 

Arc.  Gentlemen,  I  owe 
Unto  your  Loves,  as  large  Acknowledgment 
As  to  my  Birth,  for  this  great  Honour,  and 
IVly  (ludy  fhail  b,i  equal  to  be  thought 
Worthy  of  both. 

Caf.  Thou  art  turn*d  Marble. 

Lyfim.  There  will  be  th*  lefs  charge  for  my  Monument. 

Caf.  This  muft  not  be,  fit  faft  young  King.         [_Exit, 

Lyfatj.  Your  Sifter,  Sir,  is  gone. 

An.  My  Sifter  fhould  have  been  my  Bride,  that  Name 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Poiidora,  ha? 
Lyfander,  Philocles,   ah !  Gentlemen, 
If  you  will  have  me  think  your  Hearts  allow  me- 
iTbeodofius^  Son,  oh  quickly  fnatch  fome  Wings, 
Exprefs  it  in  your  hafte  to  Polidora  ; 
Tell  her  what  Title  is  new  dropt  from  Heav'n 
To  make  her  rich,  only  created  for  me  : 
Give  her  the  Ceremony  of  my  Queen, 
With  all  the  State  that  may  become  our  Bride, 
Attend  her  to  this  Throne ;    Are  you  not  there  ? 
Yet  ftay,  *tis  too  much  Pride  to  fend  for  her. 
We'll  go  ourfelf,  no  Honour  is  enough 
For  Polidora,  to  redeem  our  fault  j 
Salute  her  gently  from  me,  and,  upon 
Your  Knee,  prefent  her  with  this  Diadem, 
*Tis  our  firft  Gift ;  tell  her  Demetrius  follows 
To  be  her  Gueft,  and  give  himfelf  a  Servant 
To  her  chafte  Bofom  i  bid  her  ftretch  her  Heart 
To  meet  tne,  I  am  loft  in  Joy  and  Wonder, 

[Exeunt  t 
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TTjc  Coronation. 
A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  CafTander,  Eubulus,  and  Soldisr. 

.{Jtf/TT  7  Here's  the  Captain  of  the  Caftle  ? 

yy       Sol.  HeMl  attend  your  Honours  prefently. 
Caf.  Give  him  knowledge  we  exped  him. 
Scl.  I  fhal],   my  Lord.  lExit. 

Caf.  He  is  my  Creature,   fear  not. 
And  (hall  run  any  courfe  that  wc  propound. 

Rub.  My  Lord,  I  like  the  Subflance  of  your  Plot, 
'Tis  promifing,  but  Matters  of  this  confcquence 
Are  not  fo  eafi'y  perfect,  and  it  docs 
Concern  our  Heads  to  build  upon  fccurc 
Principles  j  though  Schucus,  1  confefs, 
Carry  a  high  and  daring  Spirit  in  him, 
'Tis  hard  to  thruft  upon  the  State  new  fettled 
Any  Impollor,  and  we  know  not  yet 
Whether  he'll  undertake  to  play  the  Prince  ; 
*  Or  if  he  fliould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
He  can  behave  himfelf. 

Caf.  My  Lord,  affliirs 
Of  fuch  a  glorious  Nature  are  half  finiili'd, 
When  they  begin  with  confidence. 

Euh.  Admit 
He  want  no  Art,  nor  Courage,  it  muft  reft 
L^pon  the  People  to  receive  his  Title  ; 
And  with  what  danger  their  uncertain  Breath 
May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  fcarcely  warm 
In  the  King's  Seat,  I  may  fufpeft. 

Crt/.  ThatReafon 
Makes  for  our  part,  for  if  it  be  fo  probable 
That  young  Demetrius  fhould  be  living,  why 
May  not  we  work  them  to  believe,  Lecnatus^ 
The  eldefl:  Son,  was,  by  fome  trick,  preferv'd. 
And  now  would  claim  his  own  ?  There  were  two  Sons, 

*  So  tlie  Copy  of  1640.     Vulg. 

Or  if  he  Jhtuld  accept  him,--    ■      ■ 

Who 
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Who  in  their  Father's  h'fe  we  fuppos'd  dead  1 
May  not  we  find  a  Circumftance  to  make 
This  fctm  as  clear  as  t'other  ?  Let  the  Vulgar 
Be  once  pcflcft,   we'll  carry  Epre  from 
Demetrius,  and  the  World. 
Euh.  1  could  be  pleas'd 
To  fee  my  Son  a  King. 

Enter  Poleanus. 

The  Captain's  here. 

Polea.  I  wait  your  Lordfliip's  pleafure. 

Caf.   We  come  to  vifit  your  late  Prifoner  : 
I  will  not  doubt,  but  you  intreat  him  fairly. 
He  will  deferve  it  for  himfelf,  and  you 
Be  fortunate  in  any  occafion, 
To  have  exprcfs'd  your  Service. 

Folea.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honourable  Lord  his  Father,  will 
Inftruct  me  to  behave  myfelf  with  all 
Refpecls  becoming  me,  to  fuch  a  Son.- 

Caf.  Thefe  things  will  leaft 
Oblige  you,  but  how  bears  he  his  Reftraint  ? 

Polea,  As  one  whofe  Soul's  above  it. 

Eiih.  Patiently  i* 

Polea,  With  Contempt  rather  of  the  great  Command 
Which  made  him  Prifoner  5  he  will  talk  fomctimes 
So  ftrangely  to  himfelf. 

Euh.  He's  here. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

SeL  Why  was  I  born  to  be  a  Subjedl?  'tis 
Soon  anfwer'd  fure,  my  Father  was  no  Prince, 
That's  all ;   the  fame  Ingredients,  ufe  to  make 
A  Man  as  aftive,  though  not  Royal  Blood, 
Went  to  my  Compoficion,  and  I 
Was  gotten  with  as  good  a  Will  perhaps. 
And  my  Birth  coft  my  Mother  as  much  Sorrow, 
As  I'd  been  born  an  Emp'ror. 

Caf,  While  I  look 
LJpon  him,  fomethin^  in  his  Face  prtfents 
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A  King  indeed. 

Eub.  He  does  refemble  much 
^heodofius   too. 

Caf  Whofe  Son  we  would  pretend  him  : 
This  will  advance  our  Plot. 

Sel.  *Tis  but  a  Name, 
And  mere  Opinion,  that  prefers  one  Man 
Above  another  ;  1*11  imagine  then 
I  am  a  Prince,  or  fome  brave  thing  on  Earth, 
And  fee  what  follows :  (31)  But  it  muft  not  be 
IVly  fingle  Voice  will  carry  it ;  the  name 
Of  King,  muft  be  attended  with  a  Troop 
Of  Acclamations,  on  whofe  airy  Wings 
He  mounts,  and,  once  exalted,  threatens  Heav'n, 
And  all  the  Stars  •,  how  to  acquire  this  noife, 

And  be  the  thing  I  talk  of Men  have  rifcn 

From  a  more  cheap  Nobility  to  Empires, 

From  dark  Originals,  and  fordid  Blood  ; 

Nay  fome  that  had  no  Fathers,;  Sons  o'th'  Earth, 

And  flying  People,  have  afpir'd  to  Kingdoms, 

Made  Nations  (32J  tremble,  nay  have  pradlis'd  Frowns 

To  awe  the  World  :  their  Memory  is  glorious, 

And  I  would  hug  them  in  their  Shades ,  but  what's 

All  this  to  me,  that  am  I  know  not  what, 

And  lefs  in  Expedation  .? 

Polea.  Are  you  ferious? 

Caf.  Will  you  aflifl:,  and  run  a  Fate  with  us? 

Polea.  Command  my  Life,  I  owe  it  to  your  Favour. 

(31)   Btit  it  mufi  not  he. 

My  Jingle  Voice  will  carry  it ; ]     One  would  think  that  for 

«u;7/  we  Ihould  read  'won't  ;    but  alrer  the  Pointing  and  all   is  right, 
and  the  Senfe  is,    //  muji  not  he  my  fe'igle  Voice  that  ivill  carry  it  &c. 

(32)  '■  tremble,  ztidi  have  praSiis^d  Fr<nvns]  Tho' this  is  ftot  to 
be  rejeded,  yet  I  hrnzy  from  a  flight  Change  of  the  Word  in  the 
Quarto,  which  reads  thus, 

'tremble,  any  have praSis' d  fro^xni 

wc  may  come  to  the  original  Leftion  : 
trtmbU,  nay  have  Sec. 

Se^. 
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Set.  Jrcadins  was  once  (33)  as  far  from  King 
As  I,  and  had  we  not  fo  cunningly 
Been  rcconcil'd,  or  one,  or  both  had  gone 
To  feek  our  Fortunes  in  another  World  •, 
What's  the  Device  now?  If  my  Death  be  next^ 
The  Summons  fhall  not  make  me  once  look  pale* 

Caf.  Chide  your  too  vain  Sufpicions,  we  bring 
A  Life,  and  Liberty,  with  what  elfe  can  make 
Thy  Ambition  happy  ;  thou'ft  a  glorious  Flame, 
We  come  t'advance  it. 

Sel.  How? 

Caf.  Have  but  a  Will, 
And  be,  what  thy  own  Thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to, 
A  King. 

Sel.  You  do  not  mock  me,  Gentlemen  ? 
You  are  my  Father,  Sir. 

Eub.  This  Minute  fhall 
Declare  it,  my  ScleucuSy  our  Heart's  fwell'd 
With  Joy,  with  Duty  rather,  oh  my  Boy  I 

Sel.  What  is  the  Myft'ry  ? 

Poka.  You  muft  be  a  King. 

Caf.  Sekiiciis^  flay,  thou'rt  too  incredulous. 
Let  not  our  Faith  and  Study  to  exalt  thee, 
Be  fo  rewarded. 

Eiib.  I  pronounce  thee  King, 
Unlefs  thy  Spirit  be  turn*d  Coward,  and 
Thou  faint  t'acccpt  it. 

Sel,  King  of  what  ? 

Caf.  or  Epire. 

Sd.    Although    the  Queen,   fince   that  fhe  fent   mcr 
hither, 
"Were  gone  to  Heaven,  yet  I  know  not  how 
That  Title  could  devolve  to  me. 

Caf  We  have 
No  Queen,  iince  he  that  fhould  have  married  her, 

(33)    • —  as  far  from  being 

^s  I, —  ]    'I  r,  16  ii  true  indeed,   jr«t   no  mighty  Diftovei'y, 
ror  wha':  the  Pot.s  defjgu'd  hini  to  fay  :     Ba:   th?  true  Lection,  and 
>shat  the  Place  rcquirci  abfojutely,  is  this » 
— — —  tirti  ^t  fur  from  Kirg 

Is 
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Is  prov'd  her  youngeft  Brother,  and  now  King 
In  his  own  Title. 

Sel.  Thank  you,  Gentlemen. 
There's  hope  for  me. 

Caf.   Why,    you  dare  fight  with  him 
And  need  be,  for  the  Kingdom  ? 

Zel.  ^NiihArcadius? 
If  you'll  make  S:akcs,  my  Life  ag:\i!"i(l  his  Crown, 
I'll  fight  with  him,   and  you,  and  your  fine  Son, 
And  all  the  Courtiers  one  after  another. 

Caf.  'Two'n't  come  to  that. 

Sel.  I'm  of  your  Lordfhip's  mind,  fo  fare  you  well* 

Caf.   Yet  (lay  and  hear. 

Sel.  What,  that  you  have  betray'd  me? 
Do,  tell  your  King,  my  Life  is  grown  a  burden, 
And  I'll  confefs,  and  make  your  Souls  look  pale, 
To  fee  how  nimble  mine  Ihall  leap  this  Bartlcment 
Of  flcfh,  and  dying,  laugh  at  your  poor  Malice. 

Omnes.  No  more,  long  live  Lconatus  King  of  Epir^^ 

Sel.  Leonatus !    Who's  that .'' 

Caf.  Be  bold,  and  be  a  King,  our  Brains  have  been 
Working  to  raife  you  to  this  height  ;    here  are 
None  but  your  Friends  ;  dare  you  but  call  yoUrfelf 
Leonatus.,  and  but  juftifie  with  confidence 
What  we'll  proclaim  you,  if  we  do  not  bring 
The  Crown  to  your  Head,   we  will  forfeit  ours* 

Eub.  The  State  is  in  difl:ra6lion — Arcadius 

Is  prov'd  a  King there  was  an  elder  Brother  ■     '* 

If  you  dare  but  pronounce  you  are  the  fame. 
Forget  you  are  my  Son. 

Polea.  Thefe  are  no  Trifles,  Sir  ;  all  this  is  plotted, 
T'aflTure  your  Greatnefs,  if  you  will  be  wife, 
And  take  the  fair  occafion  that's  prcfented. 

Sel.  Arcadius.,  you  fay,   is  lawful  King, 
And  now  to  dcpofe  him,  you  would  make  me 
An  elder  Brother,  is't  not  fo  ? 
Caf  Muft  right. 

Sel.  Nay,  right  or  wrong,  if  this  be  your  true  meaning— 
OvDies.  Upon  our  lives. 
Sel.  I'll  venture  mine:  but  with  your  Pardon, 
Vol.  IX,  D  Whofc 
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Whofe  Biain  was  this?  from  whom  took  this  Plot  Life  ? 

Euh.  iVly  Lord  CaJJander. 

Sel.  And  you  are  of  his  Mind  ?  and  you  ?  and  think 
This  may  be  don^  ? 

Enb.  The  Deftinies  flia'ii't  crofs  us,  if  you  have 
Spirit  to  undertake  it. 

Sel.  Undertai<e  it  ? 
I  am  not  us'd  to  compliment,  I'll  owe 
My  Life  to  you,  my  Fortunes  to  your  Lordfhip, 
Compofe  m;:  as  you  pleafe,  and  when  you've  made" 
IVIe  whit  you  promife,   you  fnall  both  divide 
Me  equally  :    One  word,  my  Lord,   I'd  rather 

[^Afide  to  Eubulus. 
Live  in  the  Prifon  ftill,   than  be  a  Property 
T'advance  his  Politick  ends. 

Eiib.  Have  no  fufpicion. 

Caf.  So,  fo,  I  fee  De?nelrius'  Heels  already         [Afide. 
Trip'd  up,  and  I'll  difpatch  him  out  O'th*  way, 
Wnich  gone,  I  can  depofe  this  at  my  leifure, 
Bering  an  impollor  ;  then  my  Son  Hands  ftiir. 
And  may  piece  with  the  Princefs.     We  Jofe  time. 
What  think  you  ?    if  we  firft  furprife  the  Court, 
While  you  command  the  Caftle,  we  fliall  curb 
All  Op^^ofition. 

Eub.  Let's  proclaim  him  firft. 
I  have  Tome  Faflion,  the  People  Jove  me. 
They  gain'd  to  us,  we'll  fall  upon  the  Court. 

Caf.  Unlefs  Deinetrius  yield  himfelf,  he  bleeds. 

Sel.  Who  dares  call  Treafon  Sin,  when  it  fucceeds  ? 

[^ExeUNl  Omnes. 

Enter  Sophia  and  Charilla. 

Clii.  Madam,  you  are  too  pafilonate,  and  lofe 
The  greatnefs  of  your  Soul,  with  the  expence 
Of  too  much  Grief,  for  that  which  Providence 
Hath  eas'd  you  of,    the  burden  of  a  State 
Above  your  tender  bearing. 

Sop.  Thou'rt  a  Fool, 
And  canft  not  reach  the  Spirit  of  a  Lady, 
Born  great  as  I  was,  and  made  only  lefs 
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^"j  a  too  cruel  Deftiny.     Above 
Our  render  bewaring  ?   What  goes  richer  to 
The  Compofition  of  Man  than  ours  ? 
Our  Soul's  as  free,   and  fpacious,  our  Heart's 
As  great,  our  Will  as  large,  each  Thought  as  adlive. 
And  in  this  only  Man's  more  proud  than  we. 
That  would  have  us  lefs  capable  of  Empire  •, 
But  fearch  the  Stories,  and  the  Name  of  Queen 
Shines  bright  v.-ith  Glory,  and  fonic  Precedents 
I  Above  Man's  Imitation. 

Cha.  I  grant  it 
For  th'  Honour  of  our  Sex,  nor  have  you,  Madam, 
By  any  weaknefs,  forfeited  Command  j 
He  that  fucceds,  in  Juftice,  was  before  you. 
And  you  have  gain'd  more,;  in  a  Royal  Brother, 
Than  you  could  lofe  by  your  refign  of  Epire. 

Sop.  This  r  allow,  Cbarilla^  I  ha'  done ; 
'Tis  not  the  thought  I  am  depos'd  afflicls  me, 
(At  the  fame  time  I  feel  a  joy  to  know 
My  Brother  living: )  no,  there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 

Cba.  XmuQ  forbid! 

i>op.  Canfl:  find  me  out  a  Surgeon  for  that  ? 

Cha.  For  what  ? 

Snp.  My  bleeding  Fame. 

Cba.  Oh  do  not  inj'ire 
Your  own  clear  Innocence. 

Sep.  Don't  flatter  me, 
I  have  been  guilty  of  an  A(5l,  will  make 
All  Love  in  Women  quefl:ion'd  ;  is  not  that 
A  blot  upon  a  Virgin's  Name  .?  my  Birth 
Cannot  extenuate  my  Shame,  I  am 
Become  the  Stain  of  Epre. 

Cba.  It  is  but 
Your  own  Opinion,  Madam,  which  prefents 
Something  to  fright  yourfclf,  which  cannot  bs 
In  the  fame  fliape,  fo  horrid  to  our  Sciife. 

Sop.   Thou  wou'dft,  but  canft  not  appear  ignorant: 
Did  not  the  Court,  nay,  the  whole  Kingdom,  take 
Notice,  I  lov'd  Lxfunacbus? 

D  2  CA^a. 

I 


I 

52  T'he  Coronation, 

Cka.  True,  Madam. 

Sop.  No,  I  was  falfe. 
Though  counferd  by  my  Father  to  affe(5l  him, 
1  had  my  politick  ends  upon  Cajfander, 
To  beabfolute  Queen,  flattering  his  Son  with  hopes 
Ot  Love  and  Marriage,  when  that  very  Day 
(  I  blufh  to  think. )  I  wrong'd  Lyft?)iachus,  \ 

That  noble  Gentleman,  but  Heav*n  punilli'd  me; 
For  though  to  know  Demetrius  was  a  Blefling, 
Yet  who  will  not  impute  it  my  Diflionour  ? 

Cba.  Madam,  you  yet  may  recompence  Lyfimachus : 
If  you  afie6b  him  now,  you  were  not  falfe 
To  him,  whom  then  you  lov*d  not ;  if  you  can 
Find  any  gentle  Pafllon  in  your  Soul 
To  entertain  his  Thought,  no  doubt  his  Heart, 
Though  fad,  retains  a  noble  Will  to  meet  it  ; 
His  Love  was  firm  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unrooted  with  one  Storm. 

Sop.  He  will  not  fure 
Trult  any  Language  from  her  Tongue  that  mock'd  him. 
Although  my  Soul  doth  weep  for'r,  and  is 
Punilh'd  to  love  him  'bove  the  World. 

Enkr  Lyfimachus. 

Cha.  He's  here,  ' 

As  Fate  would  have  him  reconcil'd  ;  be  free. 
And  fpeak  your  Thoughts. 

lyjim.  If,  Madam,  I  appear 
Too  bold,  your  Charity  will  fign  my  Pardon  ; 
I  heard  you  were  not  well,  which  made  me  hafte 
To  pay  the  Duty  of  an  humble  Vifit. 

Sop.  You  do  not  mock  me,  Sir  ? 

Ly/im.  I'm  confident 
You  think  me  not  {q  loft  to  Manners,  in 
The  knowledge  of  your  Perfon,  to  bring  with  me 
Such  rudenefs  j  I  have  nothing  to  prefent. 
But  an  Heart  full  of  wiflies  for  your  Health, 
And  what  elfe  may  be  added  to  your  Happinels, 

Sop.  I  thought  you  had  been  fenfible- — — 

Ly/Jfn.  How,  Madam  ? 

Sop, 
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Sop.  A  Man  of  Under/landing ;  can  you  fpend 
One  Prayer  for  me,  remembring  the  Diflionour 
I  have  done  Lyfimachus  ? 

Lyfim.  O  nothing  can  deface  that  part  of  my 
Religion  in  me,  not  to  pray  for  you. 

Sop.  It  is  not  then  impofllble  you  may 
Forgive  me  too  •,  indeed  I  have  a  Soul 
Is  full  of  Penitence,  and  fomething  elfe. 
If  Blulhing  would  allow  to  giv't  a  Name. 

Lyfim.  What,  Madam  ? 

Sop.  Love,  a  Love  that  fhould  redeem 
My  pad  OfRnce,  and  make  me  white  again. 

Lyfim.  I  hope  no  Sadnefs  can  poflefs  your  Thoughts    | 
For  me,  I  am  not  worthy  of  this  Sorrow  ; 
But  if  you  mean  it  any  Satisfadion 
For  what  your  Will  hath  made  me  fuiTer,  *cis 
But  a  ftraiige  Overflow  of  Charity, 
To  keep  me  ftill  alive;  be  yourfelf,  Madam, 
And  let  no  Ciufe  of  mine  be  guilty  of 
This  Rape  upon  your  Eyes,  my  Name's  not  worth 
The  leafl  of  all  your  Tears. 

Sop.  You  think  'em  counterfeit  ? 

Lyfiun.  Although  I  may 
Sufpe6l  a  Woman's  Smile  hereafter,  yet 
I  would  believe  their  wet  Eyes ;  and  il"  this 
Be  what  you  promife,  for  my  fake,  I  have  ;; 

But  one  Reply. 

Sop.  I  wait  it. 

Lyfiim.  I  have  now 
Another  Miftrefs ■ 

Sop.  Stay. 

Lyfiim.  To  whom  I've  made. 
Since  your  Revolt  from  me,  a  new  chafte  Vcw, 
Which  not  the  fecond  Malice  of  my  Fate 
Shall  violate  ;  and  fhe  deferves  ir,   Macam, 
Even  for  that,  wherein  you're  excellent. 
Beauty,  in  which  fhe  fhines  equal  to  you. 
Her  Virtue's,  if  fhe  but  maintain  what  now 
She  is  Miflrefs  of,  beyond  all  Competition, 
So  rich  it  cannot  know  to  be  improv'd, 
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Ac  lc.\{l  in  my  Efteem  ;   I  may  offend. 

Hue  Trudi  fli.ili  judirie,  I  have  not  flatccr'd   her  •, 

1  beg  your  Parciou,  and  to  leave  my  Duty 

Upo;>  your  Hand,  all  that  is  good  flow  in  you.         [^Exit, 

Sop.  Did  he  not  fiy,  CbariUa^  that  he  had 
Ano[her  iViitlrefs  ? 

Cha.  Such  a  Sound,  methought. 
Came  from  him. 

Sep.  Let's  remove,  here*s  too  much  Air, 
The  lad  Note  multiplies. 

Cha.  Take  Courage,   Madam, 
And  my  Advice  ;  he  has  another  Miftrefs ! 
]f  he  have  twenty,  be  you  wife,  aud  crofs  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  Servants  -, 
And  when  he  fees  your  Humour  he'll  return 
And  fue  for  any  Livery  -,  grieve  for  this  ? 

Sop.   It  mult  be  flie,   'tis  Polidora  has 
Taken  his  Heart  •,  (lie  live  my  Rival  ? 
How  docs  the  Thought  inflame  me  ? 

Cba.  Fciidora  P 

Sc'p.  And  yet  fhe  does  but  juftly,  and  he  too  ; 
I  would  have  robb'd  htr  oi  Arcadiu!,*  Heart, 
And  they  will  both  have  this  Revenge  on  me : 
Bat  fomething  will  rebel.  {Eidt, 

Enter  Demetrius,  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Bern.    The  Houfe  is  deflate,   none  comes  forda  to 
meet  us, 
She's  flow  to  entertain  us :  Philocles, 
I  prithee  tell  me,   did  fl:ie  wear  no  Cloud 
Upon  her  Brow  .?  was'c  freely  that  fhe  laid 
"We  fliould  be  welcome. 

Phi.  To  my  Apprehenfion, 
Yet  'tis  my  Wonder  fhe  appears  not.         hyfcm.  She, 
Nor  any  othe'r,  fure  there's  fome  Conceit 
T*excufe  it. 

Dem.  Stay,  who's  this  ?  obferve  what  follows. 

Phi.  Fortune  !   fome  Mask  to  entertain  you,  Sir. 

Eraer 
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Enter  Fortune  crown" d^  attended  with  Touth^  Health 
and  Pleafure. 

For.  Not  yet  ?  What  Si'ence  doth  inhibit  here  ? 
No  Preparation  to  bid  Fortune  welcome? 
Fortune,  the  Genius  of  the  World,  have  we 
Defcended  from  our  Prid'^',  and  State,"  to  come 
So  far  attended  with  our  Darlings,  Youth, 
Pleafure,  and  Health,  to  be  neglecfled  thus  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  th^  Place:  Call  hither  Fame. 

Enter  Fame. 

Fame.  What  would  great  Fortune  ? 

For.   Know 
Who  dwells  here. 

Fame.  Once  more  I  report,  great  Queen, 
This  is  the  Houfe  of  Love. 

For.  It  cannot  be. 
This  Place  has  too  much  Shade,  and  looks  as  if 
It  had  been  quite  (34J  forgotten  of  the  Spring, 
And  Sun-Beams  :   Love,  affed:s  Society, 
And  Heat,  here  all  is  cold  as  th'  Hairs  of  Winter, 
No  Harmony,  to  catch  the  bufie  Ear 
Of  Paflengers,  no  Objc6t  of  Delight, 
To  take  the  wandring  Eyes,  no  Song,  no  Groan 
Of  Lovers,  no  Complaint  of  Willow  Garlands  \ 
Love  has  a  Beacon  on  his  Palace  Top, 

(34)    fcrgott en  of  the  Spring, 

And  Sun  Beams  Lo've,  offers  Sucietv, 

And  Heat,  here  ell  is  cold  as  th""  Hairs  of  Winter^  This  fine 
Paflage,  tho' clear  enough  in  itielf',  i£,  in  all  the  Copies,  rend.^reJ 
ftrangely  daric  and  perplexed,  meeriy  by  fali'e  PoiDting,  which  J  had 
amended  before  Mr.  Seii:ard  ga.ve  ma  his  Direction  for  lb  djin^. 
Mr.  Theobald  has  likewile  a  Corjedion,  which  he  intended  to  have 
inferted  in  this  Line, 

here  all  is  cold  as  th'  Hairs  of  Winter, 

by  making  it  run  thus  ; 

'■■  all  is  cold  as  th"  Airs  of  Winter . 

But  as  I  don't  remtmber  Airs  ever  ub'd  fjr  Winter,  but  Spring- Winds, 
as  in  Milton  ; 

Airs,  Vernal  Airs, 
I  have  not  ventai'd  to  dhplace  the. old  Reading, 
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Of  Himing  Hearts,  to  call  the  weary  Pilgrim 

To  rcrt,  and  dwell  with  him,   I  fee  no  Fire 

To  threaten,  or  to  warm  :  Can  Love  dwell  here  ? 

Fame.  IF  there  be  noble  Love  upon  the  World, 
Trull  Fame,  and  find  it  here. 

For.  Make  good  your  Boafl:, 
And  bring  him  to  us. 

Dcm.  What  does  mean  all  this  ? 

Lyfan.  I  told  you,  Sir,  we  (hould  have  fome  Device, 
Enter  Love. 
There's  Cupid  now  !  that  little  Gentleman, 
H-is  troubled  every  Mafque  at  Court  this  feven  Year. 

Vem.  No  more. 

Love.  Welcome  to  Love,  how  much  you  honour  me ! 
It  had  become  me,  that,  upon  your  Summons, 
I  (hould  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune  ; 
But  fince  you  have  vouchlafed  to  vifit  me, 
All  the  D>-^Iights  Love  can  invent,  fhall  flow 
To  entertain  you,  Mufick  through  the  Air 

[^Mufick  plays. 
Shoot  your  inticing  Harmony,     For.    We  came 
To  dance  and  revel  with  you.     Love.  I  am  poor 
In  my  Ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 
How  much  you  honour  Love.  [^Dance. 

Enter  Honour. 

Hon.  What  Intrufion's  this? 
Whom  feek  you  here  ? 

Love.  'Tis  Honour. 

For.  He's  my  Servant. 

Love.  Fortune  is  come  to  vifit  us. 

Hon.  And  has 
Corrupted  Love :  Is  this  thy  Faith  to  her. 
On  v.hom  we  both  wait,  to  betray  her  thus 
To  Fortune's  Triumph .?  Take  her  giddy  Wheel, 
And  be  no  more  Companion  to  Honour  ; 
I  blulTi  to  know  thee,  who'll  believe  there  can 
Be  Truth  in  Love  hereafter  ? 

Love.  I  have  found 
My  Eyes,  and  fee  my  Shame,  and  with  it,  this 
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Proud  Sorcerefs,  from  whom,  and  all  her  Charms, 

1  fly  again  to  Honour  ;  be  my  Guard, 

Withouc  thee  I  am  loft,  and  cannot  boaft. 

The  Merit  of  a  Name.  \Exit  Honour. 

for.  Defpis'd  ?  I  Ihall 
Kemember  this  Affront. 

Dm.  What  Moral's  this?  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Honour  with  the  Crown  upon  a  mourning 
Cujhion. 

What  melancholy  Objecfl  (Irikes  a  fudden 

Chilnefs  through  all  my  Veins,  and  turns  me  Ice? 

It  is  the  fame  i  fenr,  the  very  fame. 

As  the  firft  Pledge  of  her  enfuing  Greatnefs  : 

Why  in  this  Mourning  Liv'ry,  if  fhe  live 

To  whom  I  fent  it?  ha,  what  Shape  of  Sorrow  ? 

Enter  Polidora  in  Mourning. 

It  is  not  Polidora  ?    flie  was  fair 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  fetting  off 
With  fuch  a  Black  :  If  thou  be'ft  Polidora^ 
Why  mourns  my  Love  ?  It  neither  does  become 
Thy  Fortune,  nor  my  Joys. 

Polid.  But  it  becomes 
My  Griefs,  this  Habit  fits  a  Funeral, 
And  it  were  Sin,  my  Lord,  not  to  lament 
A  Friend  new  dead. 

Deui.  And  I  yet  living?  Can 
A  Sorrow  enter  but  upon  thy  Garment, 
Or  difcomplexion  thy  Attire,  whild  I 
Enjoy  a  Lite  tor  thee?  Who  can  dtrferve, 
Weigh'd  with  thy  living  Comforts,  but  a  Piece 
Of  all  this  Ceremony  ?  Give  him  a  Name. 
Polid.  He  was  Jrcadius. 
Dem.  jitcadius  ? 

Polid.  A  Gentleman  that  lov*d  me  dearly  once. 
And  does  compel  thefe  poor  and  fruitlefs  Drops, 
Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  Hearle, 
T'embalm  him  twice. 

J)em.  And  are  you  fure  he's  dead  ? 

Pclid. 
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Polid.  As  fure  as  you  are  living.  Sir,  and  yet 
I  did  not  clofe  his  Eyes ;  but  he  js  dead. 
And  I  fhall  never  fee  die  fame  Arcadius : 
He  was  a  Man  fo  rich  in  all  that's  good, 
(At  lead  I  thought  him  lo,)  fo  pericd:  in 
The  Rules  of  Honour,  whom  alone  to  imitate 
Were  Glory  in  a  Prince  ;  Nature  herfclf, 
'Till  his  Creation,  wrought  imperfeftly. 
As  (he  had  made  but  trial  of  the  reft. 
To  mould  him  excellent. 
Dem.  And  is  he  dead  ? 
Come,  fhame  him  not  with  Praifes,  recolledl 
Thy  fcatter'd  Hopes,  and  let  me  tell  my  beft 
And  deareft  PolidorUy  that  he  lives. 
Still  lives  to  honour  thee. 
Polid,  Lives,  where? 
Dem.  Look  here, 
Am  not  I  worth  your  Knowledge  ? 

Polid.  And  my  Duty  ; 
You  are  Demetrius,  King  of  Epire^  Sir. 
1  could  not  eafily  miftake  him  fo, 
To  whom  I  gave  my  Heart. 

Dem.  Mine  is  not  chang'd. 
Bat  ftill  has  fed  upon  thy  Memory  -, 
Thefe  Honours  and  Additions  of  State 
Are  lent  me  for  thy  fake,  be  not  fo  ftrange  : 
Let  me  not  lofe  my  Entertainment,  now 
i  am  improv'd,  and  rais'd  unto  the  Height, 
Beneath  which,  I  did  bluQi  to  ask  thy  Love, 

Polid.  Give  me  your  Pardon,  Sir:  ArcadiuSy 
At  our  laft  meeting,  without  Argument 
To  move  him,  more  than  his  Affedlion  to  me, 
Vow'd  he  did  love  me,  love  me  'bove  all  Women, 
And  to  confirm  his  Heart  was  truly  mine, 

He  wifn'd I  tremble  to  remember  it 

When  he  forfook  his  PolidoraH  Love, 
That  Heav'n  might  kill  his  Happinefs  on  Earth  : 
"Was  not  this  nobly  faid  ?  Did  not  this  promifc 
A  Truth  to  fhame  the  Turtle's  ? 
Dem.  And  his  Heart 
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Is  ftill  the  fame,  and  I  thy  conflant  Lover. 

Polid.  Give  me  your  Leave,  I  pray  :    I  would  not  fay 
Arcadius  was  perjur'd,  but  the  fmie  Day, 
Forgetting  all  his  Promires  and  Oaths, 
While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  Lips,  forfook  me, 
( D'ye  not  remember  this  too  ? )  Gave  his  Faith 
From  me,  tranfporicd  with  the  Noife  of  Greatnefs, 
And  would  be  married  to  a  Kingdom.     Dem.  But 
Heaven  permitted  not  1  fhould  difpofe 
"What  was  ordain'd  for  thee. 

Folid.   It  was  not  Virtue 
In  him,  for  fure  he  found  no  Check,  no  Sting 
In  his  own  Bofom,  but  gave  freely  all 
The  Reins  to  blind  Ambition. 

jyem.   1  am  wounded. 
The  Thought  of  thee  i'th'  Throng  of  all  my  Joys, 
I^ike  Poifon  pourM  in  Neolar^  turns  mc  frantick  : 
Dear,  \{  Arcadius  have  made  *a  Fault, 
Let  not  Demetrius  be  punifh'd  for't. 
He  pleads,  that  ever  wiJl  be  conflant  to  thee. 

Polid.  Shall  I  believe  Man's  flatteries  again, 
Lofe  my  fweet  Refl,  and  Peace  of  Thought  again. 
Be  drawn  by  you  from  the  ftrait  Paths  ot  Virtue 
Into  the  Maze  of  Love .? 

Dem.  I  fee  Compaflion  in  thy  Eye,  that  chides  me  ; 
If  I  have  either  Soul,  but  what's  contain'd 
Within  thefe  Words,  or  if  one  Syllable 
Of  their  full  Force  be  not  made  good  by  me. 
May  all  relenting  Thoughts  in  you  take  end. 
And  thy  Difdain  be  doubled  I  fron:i  tihy  Pardon, 
-  I'll  count  my  Coronation;  and  tliat  Hour 
Fix  with  a  Kubrick  in  my  Calendar, 
As  an  aufpicious  time,  to  entertain 
Affairs  of  wei;:^hn  with  Princes;  think  who  now 
Intrcats  thy  Mercy  :  come,  thou  flia't  be  kind. 
And  divide  Titles  with  me. 

Pclid.  Hear  me.  Sir  ; 
I  lov'd  you  once  for  Virtue,  and  have  not 
A  Thought  fo  much  unguarded,  as  to  be 
Won  from  my  IVuth  and  Innocence,  with  any 
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Motives  of  State  to  affcdl  you. 

Your  bright  Temptation  mourns  while  it  (lays  here, 

Nor  can  the  Triumph  of  Glory,  which  made  you 

Forget  me  fo,  court  my  Opinion  back. 

Were  you  no  King,  I  fliould  be  fooncr  drawn 

Again  to  love  you,  but  'tis  now  too  late  \ 

A  low  Obedience  (hall  become  me  bed. 

May  all  the  Joys  I  want 

Still  wait  on  you  j  if  time  hereafter  tell  you. 

That  Sorrow  for  your  Fault  hath  ftruck  me  dead. 

May  one  foft  Tear  dropt  from  your  Eye,  in  pity 

Bedew  my  Hearfe,  and  I  fhall  deep  fecurely  : 

I  have  but  one  Word  more ;  for  goodnefs  fake. 

For  your  own  Honour,  Sir,  corrc6b  your  PafTion 

To  her  you  fhall  love  next,  and  I  forgive  you.        {^Exit. 

Dem.  Her  Heart  is  frozen  up,  nor  can  warm  Prayers 
Thaw  it  to  any  Softnefs. 

Fhi,  I'll  fetch  her.  Sir,  again; 

Dem.  Perfuade  her  nor. 

Pb'i.  You  give  your  PafTion  too  much  leave  to  triumph. 
Seek  in  another  what  fhe  now  denies. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac,  Where  is  the  King .?  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  undone, 
A  dangerous  Treafon  is  a- foot. 

Dem.  What  Treafon  } 

Mac.  Caffander  and  Euhulus  have  proclaimed 
Another  King,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
Leonatus  your  eider  Brother,  he  that  was. 
But  this  Morning  Prifoner  in  the  Caftle. 

Dem.  Ha? 

Mac.  The  eafie  Epirotes 
Gather  in  Mulritudes  t'advance  his  Title  ; 
They  have  feiz'd  upon  the  Court  ;  fecure  your  Perfon, 
Whilft  we  raife  Power  to  curb  this  Infurre6tion. 

j^nt.  Lofe  no  time  then. 

Dem.  We  will  not  arm  one  Man. 
Speak  it  again,  have  I  a  Brother  living. 
And  muft  I  be  no  King  ? 

Mac.  What  means  your  Grace? 

Dem. 


I 


I 


T'he  Coronation,  6i 

D^m.  This  News  doth  fpeak  me  happy,  it  exalts 
My  Heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  Kingdoms. 

Phi.  Will  you  not.  Sir,  (land 
Upon  your  Guard  ? 

Bern.  I'll  (land  upon  my  Honour  -, 
Mercy  relieves  me. 

Lyfan.  Will  you  lofe  the  Kingdom  ? 
Dem.  The  World's  too  poor  to  bribe  me  ;  leave  me  all. 
Left  you  extenuate  my  Fame,  and  I 
Be  thought  to  have  rcdeem'd  it  by  your  Council  j 
You  fliall  not  ihare  one  Scruple  in  the  Honour. 
Titles  may  let  a  Glofs  upon  our  Name, 
But  Virtue  only  is  the  Soul  of  Fame. 

Mac,  He*s  Itrangely  pofleft.  Gentlemen.         {Exeunt, 


ACTV.     SCENE     L 

Enter  Phi  lodes,  and  Lyfander. 

fhu  T  T  Ere*s  a  ftrange  turn,  Lyfander. 

JTI     Lyfan.  *Tis  a  Kingdom 
Eafily  purchas'd  j  who  will  truft  the  Faith    . 
Of  Multitudes? 

Phi.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
So  tamely  give  his  Title  to  their  Mercy  ; 
The  new  King  has  PofTefTion. 

Lyfan.  And  is  like 
To  keep  it ;  we're  alone,  what  doft  think  of 
This  Innovation  .?  {'^c,)  Is't  not  a  fine  Jigg  ? 
A  precious  cunning  in  the  late  Protestor 
To  fhuffle  a  new  Prince  into  the  State. 

phi.  I  know  not  how  they've  fliuffled,  but  my  head  on't, 
A  falfe  Card's  turn'd  up  trump,  but  Fates  look  to't. 

(35)  /iV  not  a  Jin  e  Jigg? 

y^  precious  cunning' ]     The  Words  precioui  cunning  v/oald 

almolt  induce  me  10  corredl  Jigg  above,  into  yuggle. 

Enter 
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Enter  Caflander  and  Eubulus. 

Euh.  Does  he  not  carry't  bravely  ? 

Caf.  Excellently. 
Pbilocles,  Lyfa7ider.  H 

Phi.  Lyf.  Your  Lordfliip's  Servants.  | 

{^6)  Caf.  Are  we  not  bound  to  Heav'n,  for  multi- 
plying 
Thefe  Bleffings  on  the  Kingdom  ? 

Phi.  Heav'n  alone 
Works  Miracles,  my  Lord. 

Lyfan.  I  think  your  Lordfhip 
Had  once  as  little  hope  to  fee  thefe  Princes 
Revive. 

(37)  ^^/-  ^^^^  w^  "^^^  P^^^^  o^**  Thanks, 
Next  Providence, 
For  preferving 
So  dear  a  Pledge. 

Enter  Leonatus  attended. 

Euh.  The  King. 

Eeo.  It  is  our  pleafure 
The  number  of  our  Guard  be  doubled  ;  give 
A  Largefs  to  the  Soldiers,  but  difmifs  not 
The  Troops  'till  v/e  command. 

Caf.  May  it  pleafe,- 

Eeo.  It  will  not  pleafe  us  otherwife,  my  Lord, 
We've  try'd  your  Faith. 

Eiib.  Does  he  not  fpeak  with  confidence  ? 

Eeo,  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,   to  whofe  Faith  we 
muft 
Owe  next  to  Heav'n  our  Fortune,  and  our  Safety, 
After  a  tedious  Eclipfc,  the  Day 

(36)  Are  <vce  not  lowid  to  Ileav^K, ]     The  retorting  of  thcfc 

very  Words  by  Philocles  in  the  next  Aft  upon  CnlfanJur,  led  Mr.  -S^- 
tujard  ,  Mr.  Theobald,  and  myielf,  to  the  AiTurance  of  thcix  be!onii,ing 
to  Cajfander  here,  and  accordingly  I  have  plac'd  his  Name  befoie'em. 

(37)  Phi.  Here  n.>:e  7nuji  place ]      I  once  imagiu'd  tliat  this  was 

a  Speech  wich  Aftion,  r;nd  might  cafily  be  ur.derftood,  by  fuppofmg 
Philocles  to  point  to  Eubulus  ;  but  I  believe  Mr.  Sa-ivard  has  more 
happily  conjeftur'd  i:  ought  to  belong  to  CoJJ'ur.der. 

Is 
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Is  bright,  and  we  invefted  in  thofc  Honours, 

,  Our  Blood  and  Birth  did  challenge. 
CaJ.  May  no  time 

i  Be  regiftred  in  our  Annals,  that  fhall  mention 

i  One  that  had  Life  t'oppofe  your  Sacred  Perfon. 

'      Leo.  Let  them,  whofe  Title's  forg'd  and  flaw'd,  fufpeci 
Their  State's  Security,  our  Right  to  Ep'tre 
Hcav'n  is  oblig'd  to  profper  ;  Treafon  has 
No  Face  fo  black  to  tright  it  -,  all  my  cares 

;  Level  to  this,  that  I  may  (38)  worthily 

\  Manage  the  Province,  and  advance  the  Honour 
Of  our  dear  Country  •,  and  be  confident, 
If  an  expence  of  Blood  may  give  addition 
Of  any  Happinefs  to  you,  1  (hall 
Offer  my  Heart  the  Sacrifice,  and  rejoice 
To  make  myfclf  a  Ghoft,  to  have  infcrib'd 
Upon  my  Marble  bur,   whofe  caufe  I  died  for. 
Enh.  May  Heav'n  avert  fuch  danger. 
Caf.  Excellent  Prince, 
In  whom  we  fee  the  Copy  of  his  Father, 
None  but  the  Son  of  Theodofms 
Could  have  fpoke  thus. 

Leo.  (^9)  You're  plcas*d  t'interpret  well ; 
Yet  give  me  leave  to  fay  in  my  own  Juftice, 
I've  but  exprefs'd  the  promptnefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fcrve  you  all,  but  'tis  not  empty  willies 
Can  fatisfie  our  mighty  Charge,  a  weight 
Would  make  an  Atlai  double  j  a  King's  Name 
Doth  found  harmonioufly  to  Men  at  diftancc ; 
And  thofe  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark,  and  out-skin  of  a  Common-wealth, 

{38)    -'■  n.vorthiIy 

Manage  the  Province,  and  adiiavce  the  Honour 

Of  our  dear  Country  ; ]     To  manage  the  Province  of  our 

dear  Country,   and  ad-vance  the  Honour  of  our  dear  Country,  Icems  a 
little  inaccurate  :  Perhaps  we  lliculd  read, 

■     ■ ^worthily 

Manage  this  Province  ;  or,  my  Pro'vince, 
\,  e.  The  Charge  /  ha<ve  undertook  &c. 

(39)  We're  pleased ]     So  the  other  Copies,    The  Text  is  from 

the  Quarto.  Mr.  Theobald- 

Or 
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Or  State,  have  Eyes,  but  ravifh'd  with  the  Ceremony 
That  mull  attend  a  Prince,  and  underlland  not 
"What  Cares  allay  the  Glories  of  a  Crown, 
But  good  Kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary. 
You've  try'd,  my  Lord,  the  burden,  and  can  tell 
It  would  require  a  Pilot  of  more  Years 
To  fteer  this  Kingdom,  now  impos'd  on  me, 
Byjuftice  of  my  Birth. 

Caf.  J  wifli  not  Life, 
But  to  partake  thofe  happy  days,  which  mufl: 
Succeed  thefe  fair  Proceedings ;  we  are  blell ; 
But,  Sir,  be  fparing  to  yourlelf,   we  fliall 
Hazard  our  Joys  in  you  too  foon  ;  the  burden 
Of  State  Affairs  impofe  upon  your  Council. 
*Tis  fitter  that  we  wafte  our  Lives,  than  you 
Call  Age  too  foon  upon  you  with  the  trouble 
And  cares,  that  threaten  fuch  an  Undertaking  : 
Prefer ve  your  Youth. 

Leo.  And  chufe  you  our  Proteflor,  '' 

Is*t  that  you  would  conclude,   my  Lord  ?  We  will 
Defer  ve  our  Subjects  Faith  for  our  own  fake. 
Not  fit  an  idle  Gazer  at  the  Helm. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Phi.  How,  obferv'd  you  that  ? 
Mark  how  Cajfander*^  Planet-ftruck. 

{\d)LyJan.  He  might  have  look'd  more  calmly  for  all  that, 
I  begin  to  fear  ;  but  do  not  yet  feem  troubled. 

Leo.  With  what  News  travels  his  halle  ?  I  mufl:  fecure 
Myfelf  betimes,  not  be  a  King  in  jeft, 
And  wear  my  Crown  a  Tenant  to  their  Breath. 

Caf.  Dimelrius.^  Sir,  your  Brother, 
With  other  Traitors  that  oppofc  your  Claims, 
Are  fled  to  th'  Caflle  of  Nejloriust 
And  fortifie— - 

Mef.  I  faid  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

(40)  Eub.  He  might  have  look'd ]     If  the  ReaJer  will   con- 

fider  this  Anfvver,  he  will  had  chiic  Lyjunder^   and  not  Euhulus,  fhould 
te  prefix'd  bcfort  it, 

Cafi 
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Caf,  I'll  have  it  thought  fo,  hence.      {Exit  Mejengcr. 

Leo,  Plant  Force  to  batter 
The  Walls,  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  word 
They  live  not. 

Euh.  Good  Sir,  hear  me. 

Caf.  Let  it  work  5 
Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  eafily  might  uncrown 
This  fwoln  Impoftor,  and  my  Son  be  fair 
To  piece  with  young  Sophia^  who  1  hear 
Repents  her  late  Affront. 

Eub.  Their  Lives  may  do 
You  Service,  let  not  Blood  (lain  your  beginnings  3 
The  People  not  yet  warm  in  their  Allegiance, 
May  think  it  worth  their  Tumult  to  revenge  it 
With  hazard  of  yourfclf. 

Leo.  Who  dares  but  think  it  ? 
Yet  offer  firft  our  Mercy  i  if  they  yield, 

Demetrius  muft  not  live ■-  my  Lord  your  counfel— — 

What  if  he  were  in  Heaven  ?     Caf.  You  have  my 
Confent; You  flia*not  (lay  long  after  him.       \_^fidg. 

Leo.  Sophia's  not  my  Sifter To  prevent  all 

That  may  indanger  us,  we'll  marry  her  ; 
That  done,  no  matter  though  we  ftand  dilcover*d. 
For  in  her  Title  then  we're  King  of  Epire^ 
Without  difpute. 

Caf.  Hum  ;  in  my  Judgment,  Sir, 
That  wo'not  do  fo  well. 

Leo.  What's  your  Opinion  ? 

Caf.  He  countermines  my  Plot :    Are  you  fo  cunning  ? 

Leo.  What's  that  you  mutter.  Sir  ? 

Caf.  I  mutter.  Sir .? 

Leo.  Beft  \\\y  I  am  no  King,  but  fome  Impoftor 
Rais'd  up  to  gull  the  State. 

Caf.  Very  fine!  To  have  faid  within 
Few  hours  you'd  been  no  King,  nor  like  to  be. 
Was  not  i'th'  compafs  of  High  Treafon,  I  take  k. 

Euh.  Reftrain  your  Anger,  the  King's  mov'd,  fpeak  not. 

Caf  I  will  fpeak  louder  yet,  do  I  not  know  him  .? 
That  felf-fame  Hand  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Throne 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it  i  is  this  my  Reward  .'' 

VcL.  IX.  E  Leo, 
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Leo.  Our  Guard,  to  Prifon  with  him. 

Caf.  Me  to  Prifon  ? 

Leo.  Off  with  his  Head.  Caf.  My  Head  ?  Euh.  Vouch- 
safe to  hear  me,  g 
Great  Sir.     Leo,  (41)  How  dares  he  be  fo  infolent  ?  \ 

Caf.  1  ha'  wrought  myfelf  into  a  fine  condition  5 
D*ye  know  me,  Gentlemen  ? 

Phi.  Very  well,  my  Lord  ; 
How  are  we  hound  to  Heav*nfor  multiplying 
^kefe  hleffwgs  on  the  Kingdom, 

Leo.  We  allow  it. 

Euh.  Counfel  did  never  blafl:  a  Prince's  Ear. 

Leo.  Convey  him  to  the  Sandluary  of  Rebels, 
Nejiorius^  Houfe,  where  our  proud  Brother  has 
Enfcons'd  himfelf,  they'll  entertain  him  lovingly,  , 

He'll  be  a  good  addition  to  the  Traitors  ; 
Obey  me,  or  you  die  for't;   what  are  Kings, 
When  Subjects  dare  affront  'em  ?     Caf.    I  ihall  vex 
Thy  Soul  for  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him  :  When  Kings 
"Frown,  let  Offenders  tremble  :  This  flows  not 
prom  any  Cruelty  in  my  Nature,  but 
The  Fate  of  an  Ufurper  :  he  that  will 
Be  confirm'd  great  without  juft  Tide  to  it, 
Muft  lofe  Compaffion,  know  what's  good,  not  do  \U 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Polidora  and  her  Servant, 

Ser.  Madam, 
The  Princefs  Sophia.     Polid,  I  attend  her  Highnefs. 

Enter  Sophia. 

How  much  your  Grace  honours  your  humble  Servant, 
Sop.  I  hope  my  Brother's  well. 
Polid.  I  hope  fo  too.  Madam. 
Sop.  Do  you  but  hope  ?  he  came  to  be  your  Gueft.* 

/41}  Caf.  Hgiv  dares  he  be  fo  infolent?  ]  'Tis  poffible  that  this 
i  mc  belongs  to  CaffavJer  ;  but  I  think  more  probable  it  fhould  be 
Leonatus's,  and  accordingly  I  have  prefixed  his  Name  to  it. 

Polid, 
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Polid.  We  are  all  his,  whilft  h^  is  pleas'd  to  honour 
This  poor  Roof  with  his  Royal  Prcfcnce,   Madam. 

Sop.  I  came  to  ask  your  Pardon,  Polidora. 

Polid.  You  never,  Madam,  irefpafs'd  upon  me, 
Wrong  not  your  Goodnefs. 

Sop.  I  can  be  but  penitent, 
Unlefs  you  point  me  out  fome  other  way 
To  fatisfie. 

Polid.  Dear  Madam,  do  not  mock  me. 

Sop.  There  is  no  injury,  like  that,  to  love 
I  find  it  now  in  my  own  Sufferings  : 
But  though  I  would  have  robb*d  thee  of  yjffcadins, 
Heav'n  knew  a  way  to  reconcile  your  Hearts, 
And  punifli'd  me  in  thole  Joys  you  have  found  : 
I  read  the  Story  of  my  lofs  of  Honour, 
Yet  can  rejoice,  and  heartily,  that  you 
Have  met  your  own  again. 

Polid.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sop.  My  Brother. 

Polid.  He's  found  to  himfelf  and  Honour; 
He  is  my  King,  and  though  I  muft  acknowledge 
He  was  the  Glory  of  my  Thoughts,  and  I 
Lov'd  him,  as  you  did.  Madam,  with  defire 
To  be  made  his,  Reafon  and  Duty  fince 
Form'd  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I  now 
Look  on  him  without  any  wifh  of  more 
Than  to  be  call'd  his  Subjedt. 

Sop.  Has  he  made 
Himfelf  lefs  capable,  by  being  King  ? 

Polid.  Of  what  ? 

Sop.  Of  your  Affe'flion  ? 

Polid.  With  your  pardon.  Madam, 
Love,  in  that  Senfe  you  mean,  If  ft  Polidora 
When  he  forfook  Arcadius  :  I  difclaim 
All  Ties  between  us,  more  than  what  the  Name 
Of  King  muft  challenge  from  my  Obedience. 

Sop.  [Jfide.']   This  docs  confirm  my  Jcaloufie ;    my 
Heart ! 
For  my  fake.  Madam,  has  he  loft  his  value  ? 

Polid.  L-t  me  belcech  vour  Grace,  I  may  have  leave 
E  2  To 
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To  anfwer  in  fome  other  Caufe,  or  Perfon  : 
This  Argument  but  opens  a  fad  wound 
To  make  it  bleed  afrefh  ;  we  may  change  this 
Dircourfe:  I  would  e]e(5l  fome  Subj:.cl  whofc 
Prail'es  may  more  delight  your  Ear  than  this 
Can  mine  •,  let's  talk  of  young  Lyfimachus. 
Sop.  Ha  !  my  prefaging  Fears. 
Polid.   How  does  your  Grace  ? 
Sop.   Well  ;  you  were  talking  of  Lyfimachus^ 
Pray  give  me  your  Opinion  of  him. 

Polid.  Mine? 
It  will  be  much  fhort  of  his  Worth  :  I  think  him 
A  Gentleman  fo  perfect  in  all  Goodnefs, 
That  if  there  be  one  in  the  World  deferves 
The  beft  of  Women,  Heav*n  created  him 
To  make  her  happy. 

Sop.  YouVe  in  a  little.  Madam, 
Exprefs'd  a  Volume  of  Mankind,  a  Miracle  ; 
But  all  have  not  the  fame  degree  of  Faith, 

He  is  but  young^ 

Polid.  What  Miftrefs  would  defire 
Her  Servant  old  ?  he  has  both  Spring  to  pleafe 
Her  Eye,  and  Summer  to  return  a  Harveft. 

Sop.  He's  black 

Polid.  He  fets  a  Beauty  off  more  rich. 
And  flie  that's  fair  will  love  him  j  faint  Complexions 
Betray  effeminate  Minds,  and  love  of  change  : 
Two  Beauties  in  a  Bed,  compound  few  Men  ; 
He's  not  fo  fair  to  counterfeit  a  Woman, 
Nor  yet  fo  black,  but  Blulhes  may  betray 
His  Modefty. 

Sop.  His  Proportion  exceeds  not ■ 

Polid.  That  praifes  him,  and  a  well  compaded  Frame 
Speaks  Temper,  and  fweet  flow  of  Elements: 
Vail  Buildings  are  more  oft  for  fhew  than  ufe : 
I  would  not  have  my  Eyes  put  to  the  Travel 
Of  many  Acres,  e'er  I  could  examine 
A  man  from  Head  to  Foot  ;  he  has  no  great. 
But  he  may  boafl:,  an  elegant  Compofition. 
Sop.  Pil  hear  no  more  -,  you  have  fo  far  out-done 

My 
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My  injuries  to  you,  that  I  call  back 

My  Pcnicencc,  and  muft  tell  Polidcray 

This  Revenge  ill  becomes  her.     Am  I  thought 

So  loft  in  Soul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this  ? 

In  what  Shade  do  I  live  ?  or  fliall  I  think 

I  have  not,  at  the  lovveft,  enough  Merit, 

Setting  afide  my  Birth,  to  poize  with  yours  ? 

Forgive  my  modeft  Thoughts,  if  I  rife  up  in 

My  own  Defence,  and  tell  this  unjult  Lady, 

So  great  a  Winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 

My  Cheek,  but  there  is  fomething  Nature  planted, 

That  carries  as  much  Bloom,  and  Spring  upon't. 

As  yours.     What  flame  is  in  your  Eye,  but  may 

Find  competition  here  ?    (  forgive  again 

My  Virgin  Honour  ; )  what  is  in  your  F^ip 

To  tice  th'enamour'd  Soul,  to  dwell  with  more 

Ambition,  than  the  yet  unwither'd  blufh 

That  fpeaks  the  Innocence  ot  mine?     . 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Oh  Brother  ! 

Dem.  ril  talk  with  you  anon  ;  my  Polxdora^ 
Allow  thy  Patience  'till  my  Bre.ith  recover. 
Which  now  comes  laden  with  the  richeft  news 
Thy  Ear  was  ever  bleft  with. 

Sop.  Both  your  Looks 
And  Voice  exprefs  fome  welcome  Accident. 

Dem.  Guefs  what  in  wifli  could  m.:ke  me  fjrtunatc. 
And  Heav'n  hath  dropt  that  on  Demetrius. 

Sop.    What  means  this  Extafie  ? 

D^m.  'Twere  fin  to  bufie 
Thy  Thoughts  upon't,   I'll  tell  thee —  that  I  could 

Retain  fome  part it  is  too  wide  a  Joy 

To  be  exprefs'd  fo  foon,  and  yet  it  falls 

In  a  few  Syllables — -»  thou  wp'tfcarce  believe  me         ■ 

1  am  no  King. 

Sop.  How's  that! 

Polid.  Good  Heav'n  forbid ! 

Dan.  Forbid  }  Heav'n  has  reliev'd  me  with  a  ^/ercy 
I  knew  not  how  to  ask  s  I  have,  they  fay, 

E  ^  Aa 
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An  elder  Brother  living,  crown'd  already  j 
I  only  keep  my  Name  Demetrius^ 
Without  defire  of  more  addition. 
Than  to  return  thy  Servant. 

Folld.  You  amaze  me. 
Can  you  rejoice  to  be  depofed  ? 

Dem.  It  but 
Tranflates  me  to  a  fairer,  better  Kingdom 
In  Pvliclora. 

Polid,  Me? 

Tiem.  Did  you  not  fay. 
Were  J  no  King,  you  could  be  drawn  to  love  me 
Again,  that  vi^as  confented  to  in  Hcav*n  ? 
A  Kiiigdom  firft  betray'd  my  ambitious  Soul 
To  forget  thee  j  that,  and  the  flattering  Glories, 
How  willingly  Demetrius  does  refign. 
The  Angels  know :  Thus  naked  without  Titles 
I  throw  me  on  thy  Charity,  and  fliall 
Poaft  greater  Empire  to  be  thine  again,  than 
To  wear  the  Triumphs  of  the  World  upon  me. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Be  not  fo  carelefs  of  yourfelf,  the  People 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  your  Protedion, 
Offering  their  Lives  and  Fortunes,  if  they  may 
But  fee  you,  Sir,  and  hear  you  fpeak  to  'em ; 
Accept  their  Duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  Ruin, 

Sop.  Be  not  defperate,  'tis  Counfel. 

Det7i.  You  trouble  me  with  Noife  ;  fpeak,  PoUdors. 

Polid.  For  your  own  fake  preferve  yourfelf,  my  Fears 
Piftradt  my  Reafon. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

j^nt.  Lord  Lyftmachus., 
With  fomething  that  concerns  your  Safety,  is 
Fled  hither,  and  defires  a  prefent  hearing. 

Mac.  His  Soul  is  honed  ;  be  not,  Sir,  a  mad  Man, 
And  for  a  Lady,  give  up  all  our  freedoms.  \_Exit. 

pplid,  1  will  fay  any  thing;  do,  ht^iY  Lyfmachus. 

So^. 
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Sop,  Dear  Brother  hear  him. 

Enier  Lyfimachus. 

Ly/tm.  Sir,  I  come  to  yield 
My felf  your  Prifoner  j  if  my  Father  have 
Rais'd  an  Impoftor  to  fupplant  your  Title, 
(Which  I  fufpecfl,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for,) 
I  fliail  not  only,  by  the  tender  of 
MyfeU,  declare  my  Innocence,  but  either. 
By  my  unworthy  Life,  fecure  your  Perfon, 
Or  by  what  Death  you  fhall  impofe,  rewad 
The  unexpedted  Treafon. 

Sop.  Brave  young  Man  : 
Did  not  you  hear  him,  Brother? 

Lyfim.  Tm  not  minded. 

Polid.  Be  witnefs.  Madam,  I  refign  my  Heart, 
It  never  was  another's  ;  you  declare 
Too  great  a  Satisfadlion,  I  hope 
This  will  deftroy  your  Jealoufie  ; 
Remember  now  your  Danger. 

Dejn.  I  defpife  it, 
What  Fate  dares  injure  me  ? 

Lyfim.  Yet  hear  me.  Sir. 

Sop.  Forgive  me,  PoUdora^  you  are  happy. 
My  hop^s  are  remov'd  farther ;  1  had  thought 
Lyfimachus  had  meant  you  for  his  Midrefs; 
*Tis  mifery  to  ittd^  and  not  know  where 
To  place,  my  jealoufie. 

Er.ter  Macarius. 

M:ic.  Now  'tis  too  late  ; 
You  may  be  deaf,  until  the  Cannon  make 
You  find  your  Senfcs  ;  we  are  fliut  up  by 
A  Troop  of  Horr.%  now  thank  yourfcll". 

Polid.  They  will 
Admit  Conditions 

Sop.  And  allow  us  Quarter  ?  [_J Jljont  zvi/bin. 

Polid.   We  are  all  lolt. 

Dan.  Be  comforted. 

E  4  Enter 
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Enter  Antigonus, 

/Int.   News, 
My  Lord  Cajfander's  fent  by  the  new  King 
To  bear  us  company. 

Dem,  Not  as  Prifoner  ? 

Ant.  It  does  appear  no  otherwife  ;  the  Soldiers 
Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their  noife 
Of  Scorn,  and  Joy  to  fee  him  fo  rewarded. 

JDgm.  It  cannot  be. 

Ant.  You'll  find  it  prefently. 
He  curfes  the  new  King,  talks  Treafon  'gainft  him 

As  nimble  as  he  were  in's  Shirt  i  he's  here. 

—    % 

Enter  Cafiander. 

Caf.  Oh  let  me  beg  until  my  Knees  take  root 
I'th*  Earth  ;  Sir,  can  you  pardon  me  ? 

Dem.  For  what  ? 

Caf.  For  Treafon,  defperate,  moft  malicious  Treafon  : 
I  have  undone  you,  Sir. 

Dc7}}.  It  does  appear 
You  had  a  Will. 

Caf.  V\\  make  you  all  the  Recompence  I  can, 
But  e'er  you  kill  me,  hear  me;  know  the  Man, 
Whom  I,  to  ferve  my  unjuft  ends,  advanc'd  to 
Your  Throne,  is  an  Impoftor,  a  mere  Counterfeit, 
Euhuhi's's  Son.  \_Exit  Ant. 

Dan.  It  is  not  then  our  Brother  ? 

Caf.  An  infolent  Ufjrper,  proud,  and  bloody 
Sekucus  i    Is  no  Leprofie  upon  me  ? 
There  is  not  Punifhment  enough  in  Nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  Ad ;  I  have  not  in 
My  iiock  of  Blood,  to  fatisfie  with  weeping  ; 
Nor  could  my  Soul,  though  melted  to  a  Flood 
"Within  me,  gufh  out  Tears  to  wafh  my  (lain  off. 

Dem.  How  ?  an  Impoftor  ?    what  will  become  en's 
now  ? 
We're  at  his  Mercy. 

.  Caf  Sir,  the  People's  Hearts 
Will  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they  fee 
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I  dare  accufe  myfelf,  and  fuffer  for  it  > 

Have  courage  then  young  King,  thy  Fate  cannot 

Be  Jong  compelled. 

Dem.  Rife,  Sir,  our  Misfortune 
Carries  this  good,  although  it  lofe  our  hopes. 
It  makes  you  friend  with  Virtue  j  we'll  expeift 
What  Providence  will  do. 

Caf.  You  are  too  merciful. 

Lyfim.  Our  Duties  (hall  beg  Heav'n  ftill  to  prefervc  you. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Our  Enemy  defires  fome  Parley,  Sir. ' 

Lyfim.  'Tis  not  amifs  to  hear  their  Propofition. 

Polid.  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Bern.  Thou  art  my  Angel,  and  canft  beft  inftrud  mc, 
(42)  Boldly  prefent  ourfelves,  you'll  with's  Cajfander? 

Caf.  And  in  Death  be  bleil 
To  find  (43)  your  Charity.  \_Exvt. 

Sop.  Lyjimachus^ 

Lyfim.  Madam. 

Sop.  They  will  not  mifs  your  Prefence,  the  fmall  time 
Is  fpent  in  asking  of  a  queftion. 

hyfim.  I  wait  your  Pleafure.     Sop.  Sir,  I  have  a 
Suit  to  you.     Lyfim.  To  me?  it  muft  be  granted.  Sop.  If 

you. 
Have  cancelled  your  kind  Opinion  of  me. 
Deny  me  not  to  know,  who  hath  fucceeded 
Sophia  in  your  Heart  ;  I  beg  the  Name 
01  your  new  Miftrefs. 

Lyfim.  You  Ihall  know  her,  Madam, 
If  but  thefe  Tumults  ceafe,  and  Fate  allow  us 
To  fee  the  Court  again  j  I  hope  you'll  bring 

(42)  Boldly  prefent  ourfehes,  you'll  with  Caflander?  ]  Thefe  Words 
put  in  the  Moath  of  D.metrius,  (eem  rather  to  belong  io  PoliJcra  j  and 
thus  the  Poet  makes  the  Lady  the  Counfellor  upon  this  Otcafion, 
according  to  vviiat  Demetrius  lays  the  Line  above. 

Thou  art  my  Angel,  and  canjl  beji  injirud  mCf 
But  this  I  only  ofFer,  not  daring  to  contend  for  it. 

(43)  °"''  Charity.]     The  Text  is  from  Mr.  Seivard's  Con- 

efture.  confirm'd  by  the  Qiiartp. 

No 
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No  Mutiny  againft  her,  but  this  is 

No  time  to  talk  of  Love,  let  me  attend  you. 

Sop.  I  muft  exped,  'till  you  are  pleas'd  to  fatisfie 
My  poor  requeft  ;  conduft  me  at  your  pleafure. 

{Exeunt^ 

Enter  Leonatus,  Eubulus,  BiJJjopy  Lyfander, 
and  Philocles. 

Jjeo.  They  are  too  flow,  difpatch  new  Meflengers, 
T*intreat  'em  fairly  hither,  I  am  extafy'd  ; 
Were  you  a  Witnefs  for  me  too  ?    Is  it  poflible 
I  am  what  this  affirms,  true  Leonatus  ? 
And  were  you  not  my  Father  ?  was  I  given 
In  truft  to  you  an  Infant  ? 

Eub.  'Tis  a  truth 
Our  Soul's  bound  to  acknowledge  ;  you  fupply'd 
The  Abfence  and  Opinion  of  my  Son 
Who  died,  but  to  make  you  my  greater  care  ; 
I  knew  not  of  Demetrius^  but  fuppos'd 
Him  dead  indeed,  as  Epire  thought  you  were  ; 
Your  Father's  Character  doth  want  no  Teftimony, 
Which  but  compar'd  with  what  concerns  Detnetrius 
Will  prove  itfelf  King  Theodofms'  Aft, 
Your  Royal  Father. 

Bijh.  I  am  Subfcrib'd  to  both  his  Legacies, 
By  Oath  oblig'd  to  fecrefie,  until 
Thus  fairly  fummon'd  to  reveal  the  Truft. 

Eub.  Cajfander  had  no  thought  you  would  prove  thus. 
To  whofe  Policy  I  gave  this  Aim,  although 
He  wrought  you  up  to  ferve  but  as  his  Engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrius  ;  for  it  was 
Your  Father's  prudent  Jealoufie,  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  Deaths,  as  if  his  Soul 
Prophefy'd  his  own  firft,  and  fear*d  to  leave 
Either  of  you,  to  the  unfafe  Protedtion 
Of  one,  whole  Study  would  be  to  fupplant 
Your  Right  and  make  himfelf  the  King  of  Epire. 

,BiJh.  Your  Sifter,  fair  Sophia^  in  your  Father's 
Life,  was  defign'd  to  marry  with  Lyfimachus^ 
That  guarded  her  j  although  ftie  us'd  fome  Art 

To 
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To  quit  her  Pupillage,  and  being  abfolute 
Declar'd  Love  to  Defnetrius,  which  enforc'd 
Macarius  to  difcover  firft  your  Brother. 

Leo.  No  more,  left  you  deftroy  again  LeonatuSy 
With  Wonder  of  his  Fate  ;  are  they  not  come  yet  ? 
Something  it  was  1  felt  within  me  envy 
At  young  Demeirius*s  Fortune  ;  there  were  Seeds 
Scatter'd  upon  my  Heart,  that  made  it  fwell 
With  thought  of  Empire  -,  Princes  I  fee  cannot 
Be  totally  eclipsM  :  but  wherefore  ftays 
Demetrius  and  Sophia,  (44)  at  whofe  Names 
A  gentle  Spirit  wakes  upon  my  Blood  ? 

Enter  Demetrius,  Polidora,  Sophia,  Macarius, 
Caflandcr,  and  Lyfimachus. 

Euh.  They're  here. 

Leo.  Then  thus  I  fly  into  their  Bofoms : 
Nature  has  reflify'd  in  me,  Demetrius, 
The  wandrings  of  Ambition  •,  our  dear  Sifter 
You  are  amaz'd,  I  did  exped  it,  read 
Aflurance  there,  the  Day  is  big  with  Wonder. 

Mac.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Leo.  Lyfimachus,  be  dear  to  us, 
Cajfunder,  you  are  welcome  too.  ; 

Caf.  Not  I, 
I  do  not  look  for*t ;  all  this  fha'not  bribe 

(44)  at  Kvhofe  Names 

ji  gentle  Spirit  walkM  upon,  my  Blood  ?  ]  This  would  imp]\% 
that  before  he  knew  his  Relation  to  his  Brother  and  Sifter,  he  had 
often  had,  by  fecret  Inftinft,  a  Love  for  them :  But  as  no  Hint  of 
this  appears  in  any  thing  he  before  fays  or  does,  I  prefer  the  PrefenC 
Tenfe ; 

——walks  upon  my  Blood? 

This  Ejf  preflion  is  noble,  and  feems  taken  from  Genefis.    7he  Spirit  of 
GWmov'd  upon  the  Face  of  the  floater j.  Mr.  Se^ivard, 

!  conceive,  that  the  Poet  defign'd  here  to  exprefs,  how  dormant 
thst  Affe6lion  which  ought  to  be  toward  Brethren,  tho'  Strangers  to 
each  other,  had  lain  in  Seleucus ;  and  upon  this  Account  I  would  fup- 
pofe,  that  a  W^ord  of  a  llronger  Import- may  yet  bid  fairer/or  the  truj 
one  :    I  read  thus, 

J  gentle  Spirit  wakes  upon  wy  Blood  ? 

M 
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My  Confcience  to  your  Faftion,  and  make 
Me  falfe  again  ;  Seleucus  is  no  Son 
O^  'Theodofius ;  my  dear  Countrymen 
CorrecSt  your  erring  Duties,  and  to  that. 
Your  lawful  King,  proftrate  yourfelves  j  Demetrius 
Doth  challenge  all  your  Knees. 
Dem.  AH  Love  and  Duty, 
Flow  from  me  to  my  Royal  King,  and  Brother, 
I  am  confirm'd. 

Caf.  You  arc  too  credulous  ; 
What  can  betray  your  Faith  fo  much  ? 

Leo.  Sophia,  you  appear  fad,  as  if  your  Will 
Gave  no  confent  to  this  day's  Happinefs. 
Sop.  No  Joy  exceeds  Sophia\  for  yourfelf. 
Lyfim.  With  your  good  Pardon,  Sir,  I  apprehend 
A  caufe  that  makes  her  troubled  ;  Ihe  defines 
To  know,  what  other  Miftrefs,  fmce  her  late 
Unkindnefs,  I  have  chofen  to  direcft 
My  Faith  and  Service. 
Leo.  Another  Miftrefs  ? 
Lyfim.  Yes,  Sir. 

Leo.  And  does  our  Sifter  love  Lyfimachus  ? 
Sop.  Here's  fomething  would  confcfs. 
Leo.  He  muft  not  dare 
T*affront  Sophia. 

Caf,  How  my  Shame  coBfounds  me ! 
I  beg  your  Juftice,  without  pity  on 
My  Age. 

Leo.  Your  Penance  fliall  be,  to  be  faithful 
Unto  our  State  hereafter.     Omnes.  May  you  live  Jong 
And  happy,  Leonatus^  King  of  Epire. 
Leo.  But  where's  your  other  Miftrefs  ^. 
Lyfim.  Even  here.   Sir. 

Leo.  Our  Sifter  ?  's  this  another  Miftrefs,  Sir  ^ 
Lyfim.  It  holds 
To  prove  my  Thoughts  were  fo ;  when  flie  began 
Her  Sorrow  for  negledling  me,  that  Sweetnefs 
Deferv'd  I  ftiould  'fteem  her  another  Miftrefs, 
Then,   when  (lie  cruelly  forfook  Lyfimachus ; 
Your  pardon,  Madam,  and  receive  a  Heart 

Proud 
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proud  with  my  firft  Devotions  to  ferve  you. 

Sop,  In  this  I'm  crown'd  again,  now  mine  for  ever.' 

Leo,.  You  have  deceiv'd  her  happily, 
Joy  to  you  both. 

Dem.  We  are  ripe  for  the  fame  wifhes  ^ 
Polidora*s  part  of  me. 

Polid.  He  all  my  BlefTing. 

Leo.  Heav'n  pour  full  Joys  upon  you.  ^ 

Mac.   We're  all  bleft  •, 
There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  Arms. 

Leo.  My  Miftrefs 
And  Wife  fliall  be  my  Country,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  Birth  contrafled,  your  love  fince 
Hath  plaid  the  Prieft  to  perfcft  what  was  Ceremony.' 

Though  Kingdoms  by  jufl  Titles  prove  our  own. 

The  Subjeds  Hearts  do  beft  fecure  a  Crown. 

[^Exwji  Omms: 


I 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

THERE  is  no  CoYonaiion  to  day^ 
U}ilefs  your  gentle  Votes  do  crown  our  Play : 
If  Smiles  appear  within  each  Lady^s  Eye, 
IFhich  are  the  leading  Stars  in  this  fair  Sky^ 
Our  folemn  "Day  fets  glorious ;  for  then 
( 46)  We  hope  hy  their  foft  Influence,  the  Men 
Will  grace  what  they  firji  J/jin'd  on  ;  makeU  appear j 
{Both)  how  we  pkafe,  and  blefs  our  covetous  Ear 
With  your  Applaufe^  more  welcome  than  the  Bells 
Upon  a  I'riumph,  Bonfires,  or  what  elfe 
Can  /peak  a  Coronation.     And  though  I 
Were  late  deposed,  andjpoil'd  of  Majefly, 
By  the  kind  Aid  of  your  Hands,  Gentleinen^ 
I  quickly  may  he  Crowned  a  ^een  agaifi. 

(46)  We  hope  by  their  fad  hJJiience, ]  What  Stufr  is  here?  By 

thisyizd' reading  we  have  an  AfFront  ofter'd  the  Ladies,  where  the  PoeC 
defign'd  them  a  Compliment ;  and  inftead  of  begging  their  Favour,  he 
runs  the  ready  way  to  incur  their  Difpleafure.  I'he  true  Text  is  from 
the  Quarto  of  1640. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON^E. 

M    E     N. 

ALbert  <3  French  Pirate,  in  Love  with  Aminta. 
Tibak  du  Pont,  a  merry  Gentleman^  Friend  to  Albert. 
Majier  of  the  Ship,  an  honejl  merry  Man. 
Lamure,  an  Ufuring  Merchant, 
Franville,  a  Vain-glorious  Gallant, 
Morillat,  a  Jhallozv  brain' d  Gentleman. 
Boatfwain^  an  honejl  Man. 
Sebaftian,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Portugal,  Husband  to  Ro- 

fellia. 
Nicufa,  Nephew  to  Sebaftian ;  both  cafl  upon  a  Defirt  Ifland' 
Raymond,  Brother  to  Aminta, 
Surgeon. 
Sailors. 

WOMEN. 

Aminta,  Miflrefs  to  Albert,  a  noble  French  Virgin, 
Rofellia,  Governefs  of  the  Amazonian  Portugals. 
Clarinda,  Daughter  to  Rofellia,  in  Love  with  Albert. 

P       ,      '  (  I'bree  Ladies ^  Members  of  the  Female  Common- 

Juletta, 


(     wealth. 


The  SCENE,  Firfi  at  Sea,  then  in  the  D'efart  Iflands. 
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ACT      I.       SCENE     I. 

A   Tempefty  T^hunder  and  Lightning. 
Enter  Maficr  and  two  Sailors. 

Master. 

AY  her  aloof,  the  Sea  grows  dangerous, 
How't  fpits  againft  the  Clouds,  Oh,  how  it 

capers, 
And  how  the  fiery  Element  frights  it  back  : 
There  be  Devils  dancing  in  the  Air  I  think  ; 
I  faw  a  Dolphin  hang  i'th*  Horns  o*th'  Moon 

(i)  This  Play,  as  it  flanks  in  all  the  former  Copies,  has  not  receiv'd 
fo  much  Injury  in  its  Senfe  as  Meafure,  and  fo  we  have  not  fo  much 
Caufe  to  complain  of  the  former  as  of  the  latter;  yet  Caufe  there  is, 
as  the  Reader  will  fee  in  the  following  Notes.  Mr.  Shirley,  who  pub- 
lifh'd  the  old  Folio  Edition,  feems  to  have  had  little  Care  of  making 
our  Poets  appear  to  Advantage,  when  he  fent  this  Play  into  the  World 
in  fo  unpoecical  a  Drefs;  I  own  the  relloring  of  the  Meafure  coft  me 
abundantly  more  Application  and  Pains  than  the  corredlmg  the  Text; 
but  yet  the  Reader  muft  not  expeft  that  mufical,  exaft  flow  of  Num- 
bers which  our  modern  Gentlemen  of  Parnajfui  are  fo  careful  about, 
here,  any  more  than  in  Shake/pear :  However,  I  think,  I  may  remark 
once  for  all,  both  upon  our  Authors  and  him,  that  whenever  any  Sub- 
jed  requires  the  Sublime,  tlie  Pathetick  or  Defcriptive,  there  the  Num- 
bers are  equal  to  both  the  Sentiment  and  Didion,  and  the  happy  Mix- 
ture is  capable  of  tranfporting  any  Soul  who  has  the  lealt  Talle  for  the 
Beauties  of  Poetry. 

Vol.  IX.  F  Shot 
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(2)  Shct  from  a  Wave-,  hey  day,  hey  day. 
How  (he  kicks  and  yerks  ? 

Down  with  the  Main  Mafl",  lay  her  at  Hull, 
Furl  up  all  her  Linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out. 

I  Sail.  She'll  never  brook  it,  Mafter  \ 
She's  fo  deep  laden  that  f}ie*ll  bulge. 

Maji.  Hang  her. 
Can  {he  not  buffet  with  a  Storm  a  little  ? 

(3)  How  it  toffes  her,  fhe  reels  like  a  Drunkard. 

(2)  Shot  from  a  Wave  ;  hty  Jay,  hey  day, 
Hovcjhe  kicks  and  yerks  ? 

Do^vn  -vnth  the  Main  Maft,   lay  her  at  Hull, 
Farle  up  all  her  Linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out. 
I  Sail.  She^ II  never  brook  it,  Mafler; 
I  read  thus, 

Shot  from  a  Wave  ;  why  hey  day,  hey  day,  hovj 
She  kicks  and  yerks  ?  dovjn  with  the  Main  Maf  there. 
Lay  her  at  Hull,  furl  tip  her  Linens  ally 
And  let  her  ride  it  out, 

1  Sail.  She'll  never  brook  it,  Majler  ; 

Unlefs  we  fuppcfe  the  Veffel  a  very  fmall  one,  the  Main  Maft  is  not 
mads  to  fall  and  rife,  and  I  believe  a  Sailor  would  choofe  to  read, 

■"  dovjn  vuith  the  Main  Yard, 

The  Expletive  there,  which  I  have  added  to  complete  the  McafuM,  \§ 
commonly  added  by  Sailors  to  moft  of  the  Diredions  they  give  ;  arid 
':is  generally  the  Omiffion  of  Particles  that  makes  the  difficulty  of  r6- 
iloring  the  Meafure  throughout  this  Play.  Mr.  Sewmrd. 

(3)  How  it  toffes  her,Jhe  reels  like  a  Drunkard. 

z  Sail.  We  have  difcover''d  the  Land,  Sir, 
Pray  lefs  make  in ;  /he's  fo  drunk  elfe. 
She  may  chance  to  caf  up  all  her  Lading, 

\  Sail.  Stand  in,fand  in,  voe  are  all  lojl  elfe,  loft  Bndfertfh*(i. 
I  read, 

Hovj  it  toffes  her?  Vict\N  JJje  reels  like  a  Drunkard? 

2  Sail    We  have  dif covered  the  Land,  Sir,  pray 
Let  us  make  in  ;  (he  is  fo  drunk  elfe,  f^e 

May  chance  to  caji  up  all  her  Lading. 
1  Sail.   .  jland  in. 

Stand  in,  we  are  all  loji  elfe,  loji  and  perijh'd. 
The  Repetition  of  the  How  in  the  firft  Line,  feems  very  natural,  and 
the  Sentiment  without  it  has  too  much  Gravity,  and  too  much  refembles 
the  like  Expreflion  in  Scripture:  So  that  the  Oniiflion  of  it  in  the  for- 
mer Editions  hurt  the  Senfe  as  well  as  the  Meafure.  As  I  am  perfuaded 
that  the  whole  Play  may  be  reftoi'd  to  its  Meafure  by  no  greater  Liber- 
ties than  are  taken  in  thefe  Lines,  fo  \  rhink  ic  the  duty  of  an  Editor 
to  reftore  it.  Mr.  Sczvtifd. 

2  Sail, 
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2  Sail.  We  have  difcovcr'd  the  Land,  Sir, 
Pray  let's  make  in  ;  Ihe's  fo  drank  elfe. 
She  may  chance  to  cad  up  all  her  Lading. 

1  Sail.  Stand  in,  ftand  in,  we  are  all  loft  elfe,  loft  and 

perifh*d. 
Maft.  Steer  her  a  Star-board  there. 

2  Sail.  Bear  in  with  all  the  Sail  we  can  ;  fee  Mafter, 
See  what  a  clap  of  Thunder  there  is.  What 

A  face  of  Heav'n,  how  dreadfully  it  looks! 

Maft.  (4)  Thou  Rafcal,   fearful  Rogue  thou,  thou'ft 
been  praying; 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Face ;  thou  haft  been  mumbling. 
When  we  are  fplitting.  Slave.     Is  this  a  time. 
To  difcourage  our  Friends  with  your  cold  Orizons  ? 
Call  up  the  Boatfwain  j  how  it  ftorms  j  holla. 

Enter  Boatfwain* 

Boatf.  (5)  What  Ihall  we  do  ? 
Maft.  Caft  over  all  her  Lading  j  Ihe  won't  fwim 
An  hour  elfe. 

Enter  Albert,  Franville,  Lamure,  Tibalt  du  Pont, 
and  Morillat. 

Maft.  The  Storm  is  loud,  we  cannot 
Hear  one  another-,  what's  the  Coaft  ?      Boat/.  We  know 
Not  yet,  fhall  we  make  in  ?     Alb.  What  Comfort,  Sailors  ? 

(4)  Thou  Rafcal,  thou  fearful  Ro^ue,  thou  hafl  been  fraying-, 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Face,  thou  hafi  been  mumbling. 

When  ive  are  fplit,  ^'o«  Slwve  ; — ]  The  Alteration  in  the  point- 
ing of  this  PalTage  gives  a  greater  Emphafis  to  the  Senfe  of  it ;  and  I 
hope  the  Reader  will  excufe  the  putting  the  Participle  for  the  Verb,  be- 
caufe  they  were  not  fplit  b'H /putting. 

(5)  What  fh all  "jje  do,  Maflcr? 

Cajl  over  all  her  Lading  ?- ]  The  comparing  of  this  PafTage 

with  what  follows  a  Page  or  two  lower,  wou'd  incline  one  to  think  thac 
the  Words  Caji  over  all,  Sec.  ought  to  be  appropriated  to  the  Mailer, 
for  'tis  his  Motion  there,  //  mujl  all  ovei^-board,  and  poflibly  Ihou'U 
be  fo  too  here.     Read  then, 

Enter  Boatfuiain. 
Boatf.   Whatfhall  nve  do? 
Maft.    CaJI  over  all  her  Lading  ;  fhe  ixion't  fnvim,  &c. 
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1  never  faw,  fince  I  have  known  the  Sea, 

(Which  has  been  this  twenty  Years)  fo  rude  a  Temped  : 

In  what  State  are  we? 

Maji.  Dangerous  enough,  Captain, 
(6)  We  have  fprung  five  Leaks,  and  no  little  ones ; 
Still  rage  j  befides,  her  Ribs  are  open, 
Her  Rudder  almoft  fpent ;  prepare  yourfelves, 
And  have  good  Courages,  Death  comes  but  once. 
And  let  him  come  in  all  his  Frights. 

Alh.  Is't  not  poflible. 
To  make  in  to  the  Land  ?  'Tis  here  before  us. 

Mor.  Here  hard  by.  Sir. 

Maft.  Death's  nearer.  Gentlemen. 
Yet  do  not  cry,  let's  die  like  Men. 

l!ih.  Shall's  hoife  the  Boat  out, 
And  go  all  at  one  caft  ?  The  more  the  merrier. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Maji.  You  are  too  hafty,  Monfieur,  do  ye  long 
To  be  i'  th*  Fifli-market  before  your  time  \ 
Hold  her  up  there. 

Amin.  Oh  miferable  Fortune ! 
Nothing  but  Horror  founding  in  mine  Ears,  no 
Minute  to  promife  to  my  frighted  Soul. 

Tib.  Peace  Woman, 
We  ha'  Storms  enough  already  -,  no  more  howling. 

Amtn.  Gentle  Mafter. 

Maji.  Clap  this  Woman  under  Hatches. 

Alh.  Prithee  fpeak  mildly  to  her. 

Amm.  Can  no  help? 

Mcift.  None,  that  I  know. 

Amin,  No  Promife  from  your  Goodnefs? 

(6)    We  h an) e  fprung  five  Leaks,  and  m  little  ones  i 

Still  rage  i  befides,  her  Ribs  are  open,'}  Here  the  Words  _^/7/ 
rage,  fhou'd  either  be  in  a  Parenthefis  with  a  Note  of  Admiration, 
(fttll  rage! )  or  elfe,  which  is  more  probable  from  the  Defed  in  the 
iV'leafure,  fomething  is  lolt,  and  I  believe  the  Original  was, 

. five  Leaks,  and  no  Utile  ones  ; 

The  ^'mdsfi ill  rage ;  befides,  her  Ribs  are  open,, 
«r  perhaps,  Th^  Seas. 

Maft, 
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Majl.  Am  I  a  God?   For  Heav'n's  fake  ftow  this 
Woman. 

Tib.  Go,  take  your  gilt 
Prayer-Book,  and  to  your  Bufinefs;  wink  and  die. 
There's  an  old  Haddock  ftays  for  ye. 

Amin.  Muft  I  die  here  in  all  the  Frights  and  Terrors, 
The  thoufand  feveral  Shapes  Death  triumphs  in  ? 
No  Friend  to  counfel  mc.^ 

Alh.  Have  Peace,  fvveet  Miflrefs. 

Amin.  No  Kindreds  Tears  upon  me?  Oh!  my  Country- 
No  gentle  Hand  to  clofe  mine  Eyes  ? 

Alh.  Be  comforted ; 
Heav'n  has  the  fame  Pow'r  flill,  and  the  fame  Mercy. 

Amin.  Oh,  that  Wave  will  devour  me! 
••     Mafl.  Carry  her  down,  Captain, 
Or  by  thefe  Hands  Pil  give  no  more  Dircdion, 
Let  the  Ship  fink  or  fwim ;  we  ha'  ne'er  better  luck. 
When  we've  fuch  ftowage  as  thefe  Trinkets  with  us, 
Thefe  fweet  Sin -breeders ;  how  can  Heav'n  fmile  on  us. 
When  fuch  a  Burden  of  Iniquity 
Lies  tumbling  like  a  Potion  in  our  Ship's  Belly  ?      {_Exit» 

Tib.  Away  with  her,  and  if  (he  have  a  Prayer, 
That's  fit  for  fuch  an  Hour,  let  her  fay't  quickly. 
And  ferioufly.  [Exit. 

Alb.  I  fee  it  clear,  come  Lady, 
Come  in,  and  take  fome  Comfort.    PlI  (lay  with  ye. 

Amin.  Where  fhould  I  ftay  ?  To  what  end  (hould  I  hope  .^ 
Am  not  I  circled  round  with  Mifery  .? 
Confufions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me : 
Oh  Monfieur  Albert^  how  am  I  bound  to  curfe  ye, 
(If  Curfes  could  redeem  me)  How  to  hate  ye  ? 
You  forc'd  me  from  my  Quiet,  from  my  Friends, 
Even  from  their  Arms,  that  were  as  dear  to  me, 
As  Day-light  is,  or  Comfort  to  the  Wretched  ; 
You  forc'd  my  Friends  fome  from  their  peaceful  Reft, 
Some  your  relentlefs  Sword  gave  their  laft  Groans  ; 
Would  I  had  there  been  numbred. 
And  to  Fortunes  never  fatisfied  AfRiclions 
Ye  turn'd  my  Brother  ? 

And  thofe  few  Friends  Pd  left,  like  defperate  Creatures, 
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To  their  own  Fears  and  the  World's  ftubborn  Pities  j 
Oh  mercilefs ! 

Alb.  Sweet  Miftrefs. 

A?nin,  And  whether  they  are  wandring  to  avoid  ye. 
Or  whether  dead,  and  no  kind  Earth  to  covtv  'em- 
Was  this  a  Lover's  Part  ?  But  Heav'n  has  found  ye. 
And  in  his  loudeft  Voice,  his  Voice  of  Thunder, 
And  in  the  iVIutiny  (7)  of  his  Deep- Wonders,  . 

He  tells  ye  now,  ye  weep  too  late. 

Alb.  Let  thefe  Tears  '' 

Tell  how  1  honour  ye  •,  ye  know,  dear  Lady, 
Since  ye  are  mine,  how  truly  I  have  lov'd  ye, 
How  fandimonioufly  obferv'd  your  Honour ; 
Not  one  lafcivious  Word,  not  one  touch.  Lady ; 
No,  not  a  hope  that  might  not  render  me 
The  unpolluted  Servant  of  your  Chaftity  ; 

(8)  For  you  I  put  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother, 
Your  Captain,  yet  your  Slave,  that  his  Redemption, 
If  he  be  living,  where  the  Sun  has  Circuit, 

(9)  May  expiate  your  Rigour,  and  my  Ralhnefs. 
Amin.  The  Storm  grows  greater,  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

^    Alb.  Let's  in, 

And  ask  Heav'n's  Mercy  •,  my  ftrong  Mind  prefages. 
Through  all  thefe  Dangers,  we  Ihall  fee  a  Day  yet 
Shall  crown  your  pious  Hopes,  and  my  fair  Wilhes,  [Exit^ 

(7)  — — -^  of  his  deep  Wonders,]  Deep  Wonders  may  be  good 
"Englifh,  but  it  is  not  Very  intelligible  as  it  is  here  circumftancedj  the 
Addition  of  a  fmgle  Hyphen  makes  all  clear,  Deep-Wonders. 

(8)  Tor  you  I  put  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother,']  This,  if  it  has  any 
meaning,  inuft  fignify  that  his  fole  End  of  putting  to  Sea  was  to  find 
out  her  Brother,  and  yet,  Att  3.  Scene  i.  Franville  fays  pofitivcly  that 
they  were  bound 

For  happy  Places,  and  moji  fertile  IJlandsy 
but  that  afterwards 

She  turti'd  the  Captain's  Mind,  &C. 
This  Inccnfiftency  might  poffibly  be  owing  to  fome  over  and  above 
compluifart  Player,  who  was  willing  to  enhance  the  Value  of  Albert^ 
Service,  and  make  him  compliment  his  Miftrefs,  not  only  at  the  Ex- 
pence  of  our  Poets,  but  even  of  Truth  itfelf. 

(9)  May  expiate  your  Rigour,  and  my  Rafl?nefs.]  The  Verb  Expiate 
as  apply'd  to  Rigour  and  Rajhnefs,  has  two  different  Senfes.  To  expiate 
Rigour  is  to  remove  it  by  a  proper  E,xpiution  for  that  Rajhnefs  that  oc- 
<a,iiori'd  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  Majler^  Sailor s^  Gentlemen^  and  Boat/wain. 

Majl.  It  muft  all  over-board. 

(id)  Boat/.   It  clears  to  Sea- ward. 

Majl.  Fling  o*er  the  Lading  there,  and  let  us  lighteTi 
Her  i  (all  the  Meat,  and  th'  Cakes,  we  are  all  gone  ellc  i) 
That  we  may  find  her  Leaks,  and  hold  her  up  •, 
Yet  fave  fome  little  Bisket  for  the  Lady, 
Till  we  come  to  th'  Land. 

Lam.  Muft  my  Goods  over  too  .^ 
Why  honeft  Mafter,  here  lies  all  my  Mony  ; 
The  Mony  (ii)  I  ha*  rack'd  by  Ufury, 
To  buy  new  Lands  and  Lordfliips  in  new  Countries, 
'Caufe  I  was  banifh'd  from  mine  own  ;  I  ha*  been 
This  twenty  Years  a  raifing  it.     'Tib.  Out  wich  it: 
The  Devils  are  got  together  by  the  Ears, 
Who  fhall  ha't ;  and  here  they  quarrel  in  the  Clouds, 

Lam.  I  am  undone,  Sir. 

Tib.  And  be  undone,  (12)  'tis  better  thm  we  perifli. 

La7n.   Oh  fave  one  Cheft  of  Plate. 

Tib.  Away  with  it  luftily.  Sailors; 
It  was  fome  Pawn  that  he  has  got  unjuftly  j 

(10)      Boatf.   It  dears  to  Zea-njoard  Mafter y 

Fling  o'er  the  Lading — ]  This  Place  confirms  my  Obfervatlcn 
above,  that  the  Boatfivain  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  Words  there : 

•  ■    ■         Mafter, 

Caft  onjer  all  her  Lading,  &C. 
No  more  than  he  has  here  with, 

— —  Mafter^ 

Fling  o'er  the  Lading 
For  how  ridiculous  wou'd  it  be  for  him  to  fay  //  clears,  &c.  and  of 
confequencc  the  Danger  of  a  Wreck  is  over,  and  yet  in  the  fame  breach 
bid  'em  fling  the  Cargo  ovcrboird  ? 

(n)   I  ha"  nurackt  byUfuryJ]   It  (hould  be,  as  Wx.Sexvard  faw 

too,  rackt  or  raked,  'tis  fo  flight  a  Bufinefs  that  'iwas  fcarce  worth 
I  he  notice. 

(12)  — —  */iJ  better  than  nxje."]  This  Paffage  truly  may  be  under- 
ftood  and  explain'd  into  Senfe,  but  the  Lcftion  of  the  old  Copy  fuper- 
fedes  all  fuch  Expofitiiins,  by  reading  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text. 
Mr.  Theobald  had  added  drown,  in  his  Margin  to  complete  the  Senfe, 
and  had  that  appeared  in  the  Edition  of  1647,  I  (liould  have  been  pleas'd 
to  have  found  his  Conjedlure  confirm'd.  'Tis  certainly  as  good  a  Word 
as  ferift},  and  might  with  as  much  Propriety  have  been  the  original  one. 

F  4  Down 
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Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  Jet  Crabs  breed  in't  j 
Mafl.  Over  with  the  Trunks  too. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alh.  Take  mine,  and  fpare  not. 

Mafl,  We  muft  over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throw  away  my  Lordfhip  that  I  fold. 
And  put  it  into  Cloaths  and  Neceflaries, 
To  go  to  Sea  with  ? 

Tih.  Over  wi't  •,  I  love  to  fee  a  Lordfliip  fuik ; 
Sir,  you  left  no  Wood  upon't,  to  buoy  it  up ; 
You  might  ha'  fav'd  it  elfe.     Fran.  I  am  undone 
For  ever.     Alh.  Why,  we're  all  undone  \  would  you 
Be  only  happy  ?  Lam.  Sir,  you  may  lofe  too, 

l!ih.  Thou  lieft  ;  I  ha'  nothing  but  my  Skin, 
And  Cloaths;  rny  Sword  here,  and  myfelf; 
Two  Crowns  in  my  Pocket  s  two  pair  of  Cards ; 
And  three  falfe  Dice :  I  can  fwim  like  a  Filh, 
Rafcal,  nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boatf.  In  with  her  of  all  Hands. 

Majl.  Come  Gentlemen,  come  Captain,  ye  muft  help  all  j 
My  Life  now  for  the  Land. 

(13)  Eoatf.  'Tis  high,  and  rocky. 
And  full  of  Perils.     Alh.  Howe'er  let's  attempt  it.  A 

Majl,  Then  cheer  Juftily  my  Hearts.  [^Exit:      1 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

Sel.  Yes,  *tis  a  Ship,  I  fee  ir  now,  a  tall  Ship, 
She  has  wrought  luftily  for  her  Deliverance; 
Heav'n's  Mercy,  what  a  wretched  Day  has  here  been  ? 

Nic.  To  ftill  and  quiet  Minds  that  knew  no  Mifery, 
It  may  feem  wretched,  but  with  us  'tis  ordinary  ; 
Heav'n  has  no  Storm  in  ftore,  nor  Earth  no  Terror, 
That  can  feem  new  to  us.     Seb.  Tis  true  Nicufa^ 
If  Fortune  were  determin'd  to  be  wanton. 
And  would  wipe  out  the  Stories  of  Mens  Miferies  j 

(i  3)  'TVj  high  and  rocky, ]  There  is  fome  feeming  probability  that 

this  Line  is  the  Boatfivain'sy  to  whom  I  have  given  it  i  but  there  is  none 
»^>at  it  ought  to  come  from  the  Mafitr'^  Mouth. 

Yet 
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Yet  we  two  living,  we  could  crofs  her  purpofe  \ 
For  'tis  impoffible  that  (he  fhould  cure  us, 
We  are  To  excellent  in  our  Affliftions ; 
It  would  be  more  than  Glory  to  her  Blindnefs, 
And  ftile  her  Power  beyond  her  Pride,  to  quit  us. 
JVzV.  Do  they  live  ft  ill  ? 
Seh,  Yes,  and  make  to  the  Harbour. 
Kic.  Moll  mifcrable  Men  •,  I  grieve  their  Fortunes. 
Seh,  How  happy  had  they  been,  had  the  Seacover'd'cml 
They  leap  from  one  Calamity  to  another  j 
\ShQUt  within.]  Had  they  been  drown*d,  they'd  ended  all 

their  Sorrows. 
"What  fhouts  of  Joy  they  make .? 

Nic.  Alas  poor  Wretches, 
Had  they  but  one  Experience  of  this  Ifland, 
They'd  turn  their  Tunes  to  Wailings. 

Seb.  Nay,  to  Curfes, 
That  ever  they  fet  foot  on  fuch  Calamities ; 
(14)  Here's  nothing  but  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 
Hunger  and  Cold  to  eat  i  here's  no  Vineyards 
To  chear  the  Heart  of  Man,  no  Cryftal  Rivers, 
After  his  Labour,  to  refrefh  his  Body, 
If  he  be  feeble  ;  nothing  to  rcftore  him. 
But  heav*nly  hopes :  Nature  that  made  thofe  Remedies, 
Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  DiftrefTes, 
For  fear  fhe  turn  wild,  like  the  Place,  and  barren. 

JNic.  Oh  Uncle,  yet  a  little  Memory 
Of  what  we  were,  'twill  be  a  little  Comfort 

(14)   Here's  nothing  hut  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 

Hunger  and  Cold  to  cat ;  here^s  no  Vineyards  &c.]  Nothing  but 
Rocks  and  Barrennefs  to  eat,  is  intelligible  and  good  Language,  but 
furely  no  poetical  Licence  will  excufe  what  follows. 

Hunger  and  Cold  to  eat ; 

I  would  read, /or  Meat;  i.  e.  inllead  of  Meat,  and  propofe  to  fupply 
the  Meafure  thu?. 

There'' s  nothing  here  hut  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 
Hunger  and  Cold  far  Meat ;  here  are  no  Vineyards  Sec. 

Mr.  Seward. 
I  would  read  and  point  thus, 

Here''s  nothing  here  but  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 
Hunger  and  Cold;  nothing  to  cat',   no  Vineyards 
As  I  have  not  alier'd  the  Text,  the  Reader  may  take  his  Choice. 

Ill 
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In  our  Calamities ; 

When  we  were  feated  in  our  blefled  Homes, 
How  happy  in  our  Kindreds,  in  our  Families, 
In  all  our  Fortunes  — - 

Seh.  A  Curie  on  thofe  French  Pirates,  that  dilplantcd  us, 
That  flung  us  from  that  Happinefs  we  jtbund  there, 
Conflrained  us  to  Sea,  to  fave  our  Lives, 
Our  Honours,  and  our  Riches, 
With  all  we  had,  our  Kinfmen  and  our  Jewels, 
In  hope  to  find  fome  Place  free  from  fuch  Robbers, 
(15J  A  mighty  Storm  fever'd  our  Barks,  that,  where 
My  Wife,  my  Daughter  and  my  noble  Ladies 
That  went  with  her.  Virgins  and  loving  Souls, 
To  fcape  thofe  Pirates.     Nic.  They  are  all  yet  living ; 
Such  Goodnefs  cannot  perifli.     Seh,  Never  to  me,  Coufin ; 
Never  to  me  again  j  what  bears  their  Flag-flaves  ? 

Kic.  The  Arms  of  France  fure ; 
Kay,  do  not  ftart,  we  cannot  be  more  miferablej 
Death  is  a  Cordial  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Seh.  They  get  to  fhore  apace,  they'll  fly  as  fafl: 
When  once  they  find  the  Place :  What's  that  which  fwim^ 
there  ? 

Kic.  A  ftrong  young  Man,  Sir,  with  a  handfome  Woman 
Hanging  about  his  Neck. 

Seh.  That  fliews  fome  Honour  5 
May  thy  brave  Charity,  whate'cr  thou  art. 
Be  fpoken  in  a  Place  that  may  renown  thee. 
And  not  die  here. 

Kic.  The  Boat  it  feems  turn'd  over, 

(15)   ^'^^'"^  "■  f»ighty  Storm  fever'' d  our  Barks, 
That,  luhere  my  Wife,  my  Daughter 

And  my  noble  Ladies  that  ixjent  nuith  her,']  The  firft  Where  here 
is  unneceflary  to  the  Senfe,  and  feeras  to  have  caus'd  all  the  Confufion 
of  the  Meafure  which  may  thus  be  reftor'd. 

ji  mighty  Storm  fever'' d  our  Barks,  that  nuhere 
My  Wife,  my  Daughter  and  my  noble  Ladies 
That  ivent  nvith  her.  Virgins  and  loving  Souls, 
To  fcape  thofe  Pirates.     Nic.  They  are  ^\yet  living'. 
Such  Goodnefs  cannot  perifh.     Seb.  Never  to  me,  Coufin,  &c. 
As  this  Play  feems  to  have  fuffer'd  io  very  much  in  its  Meafure,  fuch 
Liberties  as  thefe  muft  be  token  to  reftore  it.  Mr.  Sevjard. 

Sq 
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So  forcM  'em  to  their  fhifts,  yet  all  are  landed : 
They're  Pirates  on  my  Life. 

Seh.  They  will  not  rob  us ; 
For  none  will  take  our  Mifery  for  Riches : 
Come,  Coufin,  let's  defcend,  and  try  their  Pities; 
If  we  get  off,  a  little  hope  walks  with  us; 
If  not,  we  (hall  but  load  this  wretched  Ifland 
"With  the  fame  Shadows  flill,  that  muft  grow  fhorter. 

iExit. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,   Tibalt,  Morillat,  Lamure, 
Majler^  Franville,  Sufgeon^  and  Sailors. 

Tib.  (16)  Wet  come  afhore,  my  Mates,  we  arc  fafe  ar- 
rived yet. 

Maji.  Tes,  Thanks  to  Heav'n'sGoodnefs,  no  Man's  loft 
The  Ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  Leaks  are  in 
Good  Plight,     jilb.  The  Weather's  turn'd  more  courteous ; 
How  does  my  Dear  ?  alas,  how  wealc  fhe  is. 
And  wet !     Jimin.  I  am  glad  yet,  I  fcap'd  with  Life ; 
Which  certain,  noble  Captain,  next  to  Heaven's 
Goodnefs,  I  muft  thank  you  for,  and  what's  more. 
Acknowledge  your  dear  Tendernefs,  your  firm  Love 
To  your  unworthy  Miftrefs,  and  recant  too 
(Indeed  I  muft)  thofe  harfh  Opinions, 
Thofe  cruel  unkind  Thoughts,  I  heapt  upon  ye ; 
Farther  than  that,  I  muft  forget  your  Injuries, 
So  far  I  am  ty'd  and  fetter'd  to  your  Service  ; 
Believe  me,  I  will  learn  to  Love. 

y^ib.  1  thank  ye.  Madam,  and  it  fliall  be  my 
Pradkice  to  ferve.  What  cheer.  Companions  ? 

I^ib.  No  great  cheer.  Sir,  a  piece  of  fouced  Bisket, 
And  half  an  hard  Egg ;  for  the  Sea's  ta'en  order. 
Being  young  and  ftrong,  we  ftiall  not  furfeit.  Captain. 
For  mine  own  part,  I'll  dance  till  I'm  dry  ; 
Come,  Surgeon,  come,  out  with  your  Clyfter-pipe 
And  ftrike  a  Galliard, 

( 1 6)  Wet  come  ajhore arrived yef. 

Malt.  Thanh — ]  ^'et  co//;?  alluding  to  Welcome  is  exceed- 
ing right  and  proper  here  in  Tibalt^  Mouth,  whofc  droll  Char-ifter  i» 
well  fupported  throughout  the  Play. 

Alb, 
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Alh.  What  a  brave  Day  again  ?  and  what  fair  Weather 
After  fo  foul  a  Storm  ? 

Z^w.  Ay,  an*t  had  pleas'd  the  Mafter  he  might  ha* 
Forefeen  this  Weather,  and  ha'  fav'd  our  Goods. 

Alh,  Never  think  on  *em,  we've  our  Lives  and  Healths. 

ham.  I  mud  think  on  'em,  and  think 
*Twas  moft  malicioudy  done  to  undo  me, 

Fran.  And  me  too,  I  loft  all ; 
I  ha'n't  another  Shirt  to  put  on  me. 
Nor  Cloaths,  but  thefe  poor  Rags ;  I  had  fifteen 
Fair  Suits,  the  worft  was  cut  on  Taffaty. 

Tih.  I  am  glad  you  ha'  loft  ;  give  me  thy  Hand, 
Is  thy  Skin  whole  ?  art  thou  not  purl'd  with  Scabs  ? 
No  antient  Monuments  of  Madam  Venus  ? 
Thou*ft  a  Suit  then  will  pofe  the  cunning'ft  Tailor, 
That  never  will  turn  Faftiion,  nor  forfake  thee. 
Till  thy  Executors,  (17)  the  Worms,  uncafe  thee, 
They  take  off  glorious  Suits,  Franvllle :    thou'rt  happy. 
Thou  art  deliver'd  of  'em  ;  here's  no  Brokers, 
No  Alchymifts  to  turn  'em  into  Metal  j 
Nor  leather'd  Captains, 
With  Ladies  to  adore  'em  j  wilt  thou  fee 
A  Dog- fi 111  rife  in  one  of  thy  brave  Doublets, 
And  tumble  like  a  Tub  to  make  thee  merry. 
Or  an  old  Haddock  rife  with  thy  hatch'd  Sword 
Thou  paid'ft  a  hundred  Crowns  for  ? 
Or  a  Mermaid  in  a  Mantle  of  your  Worfhip's  ? 
Or  a  Dolphin  in  your  double  Ruff? 
Fran.  Ye're  merry, 

(^7)  '^'  Worms  untafe  thee. 

They  take  off  glorious  BuitSy  FranvHle:  thou'rt  happy 

Thou  art  deliver  d  of ''e.m  ; ]   As  ''em  is  relative  to  Worms ^ 

not  Baits,  which  it  ought  not  to  be,  according  as  the  Place  ftands  at 
prefent,  I  would  read  and  point  the  whole  thus  : 
'    ■  the  Worms  uncafe  thee. 
Thoti  talk'ft  oi glorious  Suits,  Franvilie ;  thou'rt  happy 
Thou  art  delifvered  of  ''em.     Here''s  no  Brokers^ 
No  Alchymijls  to  turn  ^ em  into  Metal; 
Nor  leather  d  Captains, 
With  Ladies  to  adore  ^ em  ;   &c. 
The  laft  ''em  relates  too  to  Suits,  not  Captains ;     Soldiers  and  Ladies, 
according  to  merry  Tibalt,  are  equally  fond  of  Drefs. 

But 


( 
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But  if  I  take  it  thus,  if  I  be  folded 

And  jeer'd  out  of  my  Goods.     Larn.  Nor  I,    I  vow  to 

thee. 
Nor  Mafter  you,  nor  Mate,  I  fee  your  cunning. 
j^lb.  Oh  be  not  angry,  Gentlemen. 
Moril.  Yes  Sir,  we  have  Reafon : 
And  fome  Friends  I  can  make.     Maji.    What  I  did. 

Gentlemen, 
Was  for  the  general  Safety. 
But  if  ye  aim  at  me,  I  am  not  fo  tame- 

'Tib.  Pray  take  my  Counfcl,   Gallants,  fight  not  till 
The  Surgeon  be  well. 

He's  damnable  Sca-fick,  and  mUy  fpoil  all  -, 
Befides  h'as  loft  his  Fiddleftick,  and  th'  beft 
Box  ot  Bores-greafe—  why  do  you  make  fuch  Faces, 
And  hand  your  Swords  ? 

^Ib.  Who  would  ye  fight  with,  Gentlemen  ? 
Wh'as  done  ye  wrong  ?  for  fhame  be  better  temper*d. 
No  fooner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  Safeties, 
But  we  muft  raife  new  civil  Broils  amongft  us. 
Inflame  thofe  angry  Powers,  to  Ihowcr  new  Vengeance 

on  us  ? 
What  can  w'expedl  for  thefe  unmanly  Murmurs, 
Thefe  ftrong  Temptations  of  their  holy  Pities, 
But  Plagues  in  another  kind,  fo  full,  fo  dreadful. 
That  th*  finging  Storms  are  Slumbers  to  it  ?    'Tib.  Be  Men, 
And  rule  your  Minds  ;  if  you  will  needs  fight,  Gentlemen, 
And  think  to  raife  new  Riches  by  your  Valours, 
Have  at  ye,  I  have  little  t\(c  to  do  now, 
I  have  faid  my  Prayers  y 

You  fay  you  have  loft,  and  make  your  Lofs  your  Quarrel, 
And  grumble  at  my  Captain  here,  and  th'  Mafter, 
Two  worthy  Pcrfons, 
Indeed  too  worthy  for  fuch  Rafcals,  thou 
Galloon  Gallant,  and  Mammon  you  that  build 
On  golden  Mountains,  thou  mere  Mony- Maggot ; 
Come,  all  draw  your  Swords  j 
Ye  fay  yc're  miferable.     Alb.  Nay,  hold  good  Tibalt. 
Tib.  Captain,  let  me  corredl  *em  ; 

I'll  make  ye  ten  times  worfe  ;  I  will  not  leave  *em 

For 
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For  look  ye, 

Fighting*s  as  nourifhing  to  me  as  eating, 

I  was  born  quarrelling. 

Maji.  Pray,  Sir. 

Tih.  I  will  not  leave  'em  Skins  to  cover  *em  ; 
Do  ye  grumble,  when  ye  are  well,  ye  Rogues? 

Mafl.  Noble  Du-pont. 

Ttb.  Ye  have  Cloaths  now  ;  and  ye  prate. 

yimin.  Pray  Gentlemen,  for  my  faJie  be  at  Peace. 
Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  here  Friends. 

Fran.  You've  ftopt  our  Angers,  Lady. 

AW.  This  fhews  noble. 

Tib.  'Tis  well  i  'tis  very  well ;  there's  half  a  Bisket, 
Break't  amongft  ye  all,  and  thank  my  Bounty. 
*Tis  Cloaths  and  Plate  too ;  no  more  Quarrelling. 

Amin.  But  ha  I  what  things  are  thefe. 
Are  they  human  Creatures  ? 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

&.  I've  heard  of  Sea-Calves.    Alb.  They're  no  Sha- 
dows fure. 
They've  Legs  and  Arms.   Tib.  They  hang  but  lightly  on 
though. 

Amin.  How  they  look !  are  they  Mens  Faces  ? 

Tib.  They  have  Horfe-tails  growing  to  *em, 
Goodly  long  Manes. 

Amin.  'Las  what  funk  Eyes  they  have ! 
How  they  are  crept  in,  as  if  they  had  been  frighted! 
Sure  they  are  wretched  Men. 

Tib.  Where  are  their  Wardrobes  } 
Look  ye,  Frainville^  here  are  a  couple  of  CourtierSi 

Amin.  They  kneel,  alas  poor  Souls.     Alb.  What  are  ye.? 
fpeak  i 
Are  ye  alive,  or  are  ye  wandring  Shadows, 
That  find  no  Peace  on  Earth,  till  ye  reveal 
Some  hidden  Secret }     Seb.  We  are  Men  as  you  are, 
Only  our  Miferies  make  us  feem  Monfters  ; 
If  ever  Picy  dwelt  in  noble  Hearts—  [tiemen. 

Alb.  We  underftand  'em  too  ;    pray  mark  'em,  Gen- 

Seb.  Or  that  Heav'n's  pleas'd  with  human  Charity  ; 

If 
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If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  Name  of  Friendihlp, 
Or  fuflered  in  yourfelves  the  ]ea(l  Affli6tions  ; 
Have  gentle  Fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly. 
And  Mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  Misfortunes, 
Have  Mercy  on  our  MiPries. 
Alb.  Stand  up.   Wretches ; 
Speak  boldly,  and  have  releafe. 

iVifV.  If  ye  be  Chriftians, 
And  by  that  blefled  Name  bound  to  relieve  us. 
Convey  us  from  this  I  (land. 
Alb.  Speak ;  what  are  ye  ? 
Scb.  As  you  are,  Gentle  born  ;  to  tell  ye  more. 
Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  Calamities, 
And  turn  your  Eyes  wild  with  perpetual  Weepings  ; 
Thefe  many  Years  in  this  moft  wretched  Ifland 
We  two  have  liv'd,  the  fcorn  and  game  of  Fortune  ^ 
Blefs  yourfelves  from  it,  Noble  Gentlemen  ; 
The  greateft  Plagues  that  human  Na:ure  fuiTers 
Arc  feated  here,  Wildnefs  and  Wants  innumerable. 

Alb.  How  came  ye  hither  ?     Kic.  In  a  Ship  as  you 
Do,  and  as  you  might  have  been,  had  not  Heav*n 
Preferved  ye  for  feme  more  noble  ufe, 
W^rackt  defperately  -,  our  iXJen,  and  all  confum'd. 

But  we  two,  that  ftill  live,  and  fpin  out  here 

The  thin  and  ragged  Threads  of  our  Misfortunes. 
Alb.  Is  there  no  Meat  above  ? 
Seb.  Nor  Meat  nor  Quiet ; 

No  Summer  here,  to  promife  any  thing  ; 

Nor  Autumn,  to  make  full  tiv:  Reaper's  Hands  ; 

The  Earth  obdurate  to  the  Tears  of  Heav*n, 

Lets  nothing  fhoot  but  poifon'u  Weeds. 

No  Rivers,  nor  no  pleafant  Groves,  no  Beads  ; 

All  that  were  made  for  Man's  ufe,  flie  this  Defart ; 

No  airy  Fowl  dares  make  his  flight  o'er  it. 

It  is  fo  Ominous 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  fhames  of  Nature, 

Roots  of  malignant  Taftes,  foul  (landing  Waters  j 

Sometimes  we  find  a  fulfome  Sea-root, 

And  that*s  a  Delicate  ;  a  Rat  fometimes. 

And  that  we  hunt  like  Princes  in  their  Pleafure  \ 

And 
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And  when  we  take  a  Toad,  we  make  a  Banquet. 

Amin.  For  Heav'n's  fake  let's  aboard. 

Alb.  D*ye  know  no  farther  ? 

Nic.  Yes 
We've  fometimes  feen  the  fliadow  of  a  Place 
Inhabited  ;  and  heard  the  Noife  of  Hunters, 
And  have  attempted  to  find  it ; 
So  far  as  a  River, 

Deep,  flow,  and  dangerous,  fenc'd  with  high  Rocks, 
We've  gone  -,  but  not  able  t'atchieve  that  Hazard, 
Returnd  to  our  old  Miferies.     If  this 

Sad  Story  may  deferve  your  Pities Alb,  Ye  Ihall 

Aboard  with  us,  we  will  relieve  your  Miferies. 

Seh.  Nor  will  we  be  undmnkful  for  this  Benefit, 
No,  Gentlemen,  we'll  pay  for  our  Deliverance  •, 
Look  ye  that  plough  the  Seas  for  Wealth  and  Pleafures, 
That  out-run  Day  and  Night  with  your  Ambitions, 
Look  on  thofe  heaps,  they  feem  hard  ragged  Quarries  5 
Remove,  and  view  'em  fully. 

Maji.  Oh  Heav'n,  they're  Gold  and  Jewels.  Seh.  Ben*t 
too  hafty. 
Here  lies  another  heap.     Mor,  And  here  another. 
All  perfed  Gold.     Alb.  Stand  farther  off,  you  mufl  not 
Be  your  own  Carvers.     Lam.  We  have  fhares,  and  deep 
ones. 

Fran.  Yes  Sir,  we  will  maintain't: 
Ho,  Fellow  Sailors.     Lam.  Stand  all  to  your  Freedoms; 
I'll  have  all  this. 

Fran.  I  this. 

Tib.  You  Ihall  be  hang'd  firft. 

Lam.  My  Loffes  fhall  be  made  good.     Fran.  So  fhall 
mine. 
Or  with  my  Sword  Pll  do't ;  all  that  will  fhare 
With  us,  afilft  us.     Tib.  Captain,  Jet's  fet  in. 

Alb.  This  Mony  will  undo,  undo  us  all. 

Seb.  This  Gold  was  th'  Ov'rthrow  of  my  Happinefs ; 
I  had  Command  too,  when  I  landed  here. 
And  led  young,  high,  and  noble  Spirits  under  me. 
This  curfed  Gold 
Enticing  *em»  they  fet  upbn  their  Captain, 

On 
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On  me  that  own*d  this  Wealth,  and  this  poor  Gentleman» 

Gave  us  no  few  Wounds,  forc*d  us  from  our  own  ; 

And  then  their  civil  Swords,  who  fliould  be  Owners, 

And  who 

Lords  over  all,  turn'd  againft  their  own  Lives  ; 

Firft  in  their  great  Rage  they  confum'd  the  Ship, 

That  poor  part  of  the  Ship  that  fcap'd  the  firft  Wrack, 

Next  their  own  Lives  by  heaps  ;  Oh  be  you  wife 

And  careful.   Lam.  We'll  ha'  more:  Sirrah, come fhew  it. 

Fran.  Or  ten  times  worfe  Afflid:ions  than  thou  fpeak'll 
of 

Alh.  Nay,  and  ye  will  be  Dogs-  [Eeati  *em, 

Tib.  Let  me  come,  Ca[)tain  : 
This  Golden  Age  mufh  have  an  Iron  ending. 
Have  at  the  Bunch.  \^He  beats  'evi  off.  Exit, 

jimin.  Oh  Albert  ;  Gentlemen,  Oh  Friends.        {Exit. 

Seb.   Come  noble  Nephew,  if  we  ftay  we  die, 
Here  rides  their  Ship  yet,  all  are  gone  to  th'  Spoil, 
Let's  make  quick  ufe.  iVzV.  Away  dear  Uncle.  5'<:'Z'.This  Gold 
Was  our  Overthrow.     Nic.  It  may  now  be  our  Happinefs. 

{Exeunt. 

ErJer  T\h:i\t  pur fuing  a}2d  beating  the  reft. 

Tib.  You  fliall  have  Gold,  yes,  I  will  cram  it  int'ye; 
You  fhall  be  your  own  Carvers  ?  yes,  I'll  carve  ye. 

Mor.   I'm  fore,  I  pray  hear  Reafon. 

Tib.   I'll  hear  none. 
Covetous  bafe  Minds  have  no  Reafon  ; 
I'm  hurt  myfelf  ;  but  whilfl  I  have  a  Leg  left, 

1  will  fo  haunt  your  gilded  Souls how  d'ye.   Captain  r 

Ye  bleed  apace,  curfe  on  the  Caufers  on't  i 
Ye  do  not  j'aint  ,-* 

Alb.  No,  no,  I'm  not  fo  happy. 

Tib.  D'ye  howl  ?  nay,  ye  dclerve  it  : 
Bafe  greedy  Rogues  >  come,  fhall  we  make  an  end  of  'em  } 

Alb.    They  are  our  Country- men,    for  Heav'n's  fake 
fpare  *em. 
Alas,  they're  hurt  enough,  and  they  relent  now, 

[Aminta  above. 

Amin.  Oh  Captain,  Captain. 

Vol.  IX.  G  Alb. 
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A'.h.  Whofe  Voice  is  that  ? 
Tib,  The  Lady's. 

Jiuin.    Look   Captain,   look ;    ye  are  undone :  Poor 
Captain ! 
We're  all  undone,  all,  all:   Wc  arc  all  miferabie. 
Mad  wilful  Men,  ye  are  undone;  your  Ship,  your  Ship  ! 

Alh.  What  of  her  ? 

Amin.  She  is  under  Sail,  and  floating  ; 
See  where  fhe  flies  ;  fee  to  your  fhames,  you  Wretches, 
Thefe  poor  ftarv'd  things  that  fhevv'd  you  Gold. 

[Lamure  and  Franville  go  up  to  fee  the  Ship, 

I  Sail  They  have  cut  the  Cables, 
And  got  her  out  *,  the  Tide  too  has  befriended  'em.' 

Adaji.  Where  are  the  Sailors  that  kept  her  ? 

Boi:itf.  Here,  here  i'th'  Mutiny,  to  take  up  Mony  ; 
And  left  no  Creature,  left  the  Boat  afliore  too  ; 
This  Gold, 
This  dan:in'd  enticing  Gcld.      2  Sail.  How  the  Wind 

drives  her. 
As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  Furies. 

Lam.  Come  back,  good  Men. 

Fran.  Good  honeft  Men,  come  back. 

Tib.  The  Wind's  againft  ye,  fpeak  louder. 

Lam.  Ye  fhall  have  all  your  Gold  again  ;  they  fee  us. 

Tib.  Hold  up  your  Hands,  and  kneel,   and  howl  ye 
Block-heads, 
They'll  have  Compaflion  on  ye  •, 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  very  likely,  ye've  deferv'd  it  > 
D'ye  look  like  Dogs  now  ^ 
Are  your  mighty  Courages  abated  ^ 

Alb.  I  bleed  apace,  Tibalt. 

Tib.  Retire  Sir,  i-:;^ 

And  make  the  beft  ufe  of  our  Mifcries. 
They  but  begin  now. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Amin.  Are  ye  alive  flill  ? 

Jllb.  Yes,  Sweet. 

Tib.  Help  him  ofi^.  Lady  ; 
And  wrap  him  warm  in  your  Arms,  here  is  fomething 
That's  comfortable ;  ofi^  with  him  handfomeJyj 

I'll 
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I'Jl  come  to  ye  ftraight,  but  vex  thefe  Rafcals  a  little. 

{Exeunt  Albert  and  Aniinta. 

Fran.  Oh, 
I'm  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I  am  weary. 

Tib.  Here  is  a  Peftle  of  a  Pori'i^ue,  Sir, 
'Tis  excellent  Meat  with  four  Sauce  ; 
And  here's  two  Chains,  luppole  'em  Saufages  j 

Then  there  wants  Muftard 

C18)  But  th'  fearful  Surgeon  will  fupply  ye  prefenily. 

Lam.  Oh  for  that  Surgeon,   I  fiiall  die  eife. 

Tib.  Faith  there  he  lies  in  the  fame  pickle  too. 

Snr.  My  Salves  and  all  my  Inflruments  are  loft  j 
And  I  am  hurt  and  flarv'd  : 
Good  Sir,  feek  for  fome  Herbs. 

Tib.  Here's  Herb-gracelefs,  will  that  fetve  ? 
Gentlemen,  will  ye  go  to  Supper  ? 

Ail.  Where  is  the  Meat  ? 

Tib.  Where  is  the  Meat .?  What  a  Veal  Voice  is  there  ^ 

Fran.  Would  we  had  it.  Sir,  or  any  thing  elfe. 

Tib.  I  would  now  cut  your  Throat  you  Dog,  bu:  that 
I  wo'not  do  you  fuch  a  courtefie  ; 
To  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  ftarving. 
Oh  .^  what  a  Comfort  will  your  Worfhip  have 
Some  three  Days  hence !    ye  things  beneath  my  Pity 
Famine  fiiall  be  your  Harbinger  \ 
You  muft  not  look  for  Down-beds  here,  nor  Hangings ; 
Though  I  could  wifh  ye  ftrong  ones  ; 
Yet  there  be  many  lightfome  cool  Star-chambers, 
Open  to  every  fweet  Air,  I'll  afllire  ye. 
Ready  provided  for,  and  fo  i*ll  leave,  ye  ; 
Your  fird:  courfe  is  ferv'd  up,  expect  the  fecond.     lExit. 
Fran.  A  vengeance  on  thefe  Jewels. 
Lam.  Oh  !  this  curfcd  Gold.  [^Exeuni, 

(18)   Buf  th"  roirful  burgeon  r.v:Il  fuppJt yeprefently. 

Lam.  Oh  f(jr  that  Surgeon,  IJhaU  die  c!fe'\  Tearful,  in  the 
luefent  Paffage,  I'i  .<.n  Epiihtt,  which  C;irries  neither  Senic  nor  Ha- 
mour.  If  we  would  make  Tihalt  conj^ruous  with  hiairc'f,  methitiks 
it  fliould  bo  done  by  rciding  in  both  Lines  thui ; 

But  th''  careful  Surgeon  SiC. 
To  whith  Lamure  Oiould  anfwcr  ; 

Oh  far  that  carelul  ^urieon,   IJkall  die  elfe, 

G  z  ACT 
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A  C  T    II.      SCENE!. 

Enter  Albert,  and  Aminta. 

Alh.      A    Las  dear  Soul,  ye  faint. 

X^^     A,n'in.  You  fpeak  the  Language 
Whicn  1  Ihc  uld  ufe  to  you  ;  Heav'n  knows,my  Weaknefs 
Is  not  for  what  I  fuffer  in  myfdf, 
But  to  imagine  what  'tis  you  endure, 
And  to  what  Fate  your  cruel  Scars  referve  ye. 

Alh.    Oh  do  not  add  to  my  Affli6tions  by 
Your  tender  Pities,  fure  we  have  chang'd  Sexes ; 
You  bear  Calamity  with  a  Fortitude 
Would  become  a  Man  ;  1  like  a  weak  Girl,  fufFer. 

u4inin.  Oh,  but  your  "Wounds, 
How  fearfully  they  gape  !  And  every  one 
To  me*s  a  Sepulchre  :  If  I  lov'd  truly, 
(Wife  Mvfn  affirm,  that  true  Love  can  do  Wonders,) 
Ti  efc;  bath'd  in  my  warm  Tears  would  foon  be  cur'd, 
And  leave  no  Orifice  behind  ;  pray  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  Surgeon,  and  bind  'em  up  ; 
The  raw  Air  rankles  *em. 

Aih.  Sweet,  we  want  Means. 

Arnin.  Love  can  fupply  all  Wants. 

Alb.  What  have  ye  done,  Sweet? 
(19)  Oh  Sacrilege  to  Beauty  !  there's  no  Hair 
Of  thcfe  pu;e  Locks,  by  which  the  greateft  King 
Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  his  Fetters. 

Arnin.  Oh  Albert,  I  offer 
This  Sacrifice  oF  Service  to  the  Altar 
Of  your  ftai-i  Temperance,  and  ftill  adore  it: 
When  with  a  violent  Hand  you  made  me  yours, 
i  cursM  the  Doer  ;  but  now  I  confider, 
How  long  I  was  in  your  Power,  and  with  what  Honour 

(19)  Oh  Sa.ri'ege  to  Beauty!  &c.]  This  is  feemingly  from  T^Jfe, 
Book  19.  Stanza  112,  where  Erminia  binds  up  Tancred^i  Wounds 
with  ]ier  Hair. 

For  -with  her  Amler  Locks  cut  off,  each  Wound 
She  tied :    Oh  happy  Man,  fo  ctiri'd,  Jo  bound. 

You 
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You  entcrtaiij'd  me,  (it  being  feldom  ieen, 

Tfiat  Youth,  and  iieat  of  Blood,  cou'd  e'er  prefcribe 

Laws  to  itfelf ; )  your  Goodnels  is  the  hethe 

In  which  I  drown  your  Inj'ries,  and  now  live 

Truly  to  ferve  ye  : 

How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Receive  you  the  leaft  eafe  from 

My  Service  ?  If  you  do,   I'm  largely  recompenc'd. 

Alh.  You  good  Angels, 
That  are  ingag'd,  when  Man's  Ability  fails. 
To  reward  Goodnefs,  look  upon  this  Lady; 
Though  Hunger  gripes  my  croaking  Entrails, 
Yet  when  I  kifs  thefe  Rubies,  I  methinks 
Am  at  a  Banquet,  a  refrediing  Banquet ; 
Speak  my  biefs'd  one. 

Art  not  thou  hungry  ?  Am'in,  Indeed  I  could  eat. 
To  bear  you  Company. 

Alb.  (20)  Blufh,   unkind  Nature, 
If  thou  hafl:  Power,  or  Being.    To  hear 

Thyfelf, 

(20)   Bhijh  unkind  Nature, 

If  thou  haji  Poi.'.er,  or  Being,  to  hear  See."]  I  read, 

or  Being  but  to  hear 

i.  e.  being  barely  fi'fficient  to  enable  thee  to  hear —  The  Particle  in- 
ferted  is  not  a  meer  Expletive,  but  ftrengthens  the  Senfe,  as  well  as 
compleats  the  Meafure.  And  here  I  mult  beg  the  Reader  to  exert  his 
full  Attention  in  the  Enjoyment  of  aPaflage  whofe  Beauty  will  amply 
reward  it.  Our  Authors  fcem  to  have  emulated  Henry  die  Fourth's 
noble  Expoftulation  to  Sleep,  Aft  III.  Part  II. 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  gidJy  Majl 
Seal  up  the  Ship-Boy''s  Eyes,  and  rock  his  Brains 
In  Cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge, 
jind  in  the  Vifitation  of  the  Winds 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billoi.vs  by  the  Top, 
Curling  their  monjlrous  Heads,   and  hanging  them 
With  deafning  Clamours  in  the flifry  Shrouds, 
That  nvith  the  Hurly  Death  itfelf  a~jjakcs  ? 
Canji  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  Repofe 
To  the  nvet  Sea- Boy  in  an  Hour  fo  rude  ? 
And  in  the  calmejl  and  the  Jiilleji  Ni^ht, 
With  all  Appliances  and  Means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  King  ? 

G  3  Our 
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ThyfKlf,  and  by  fach  Innocence,  accus'd, 

Muli:  print  a  thoufand  kinds  of  Shame,  upon 

Thy  various  Face  :  Canft  thou  fupply  a  Drunkard, 

And  with  a  prodigal  Hand  reach  choice  of  Wines, 

Till  he  cad  up  thy  Blefiings?  or  a  Glutton, 

That  robs  the  Elements,  to  footh  his  Palate, 

And  only  eats  to  beget  Appetite, 

Nor  to  be  fatisfied  ?  And  fufi'er  here 

A  Virgin,  which  the  Saints  would  make  their  Gueft, 

(21)  To  pine  for  Hunger? 

Ha,  if  my  Senfe  deceive  me  not,  \H0rn5  within, 

Thefe  Notes  take  being  from  the  Breath  of  Man. 

This  Way  the  gentle  W  ind  conveys  it  to  us,  {Horns  again. 

Confirm  me,  my  Amhita  i   hear  you  nothing? 

Cur  Authors'Merirs,  in  Comparifon  of  this  Hero  of  Briiijh  Poetry, 
may  be  julily  eftimated  by  the  Comparifon  of  thefe  two  PafTages,  be- 
ginning     ~  CanJ}  thou  fupply  a  Drunkard ■  Where  the  Poet  rifes 

from  excellency   of  Scnfe,  into  fublimity  and  energy  of  pcetick  Dic- 
tion.    Shakefpear,  in  his  four  firft  Lines,  rifes  with  the  fame  Senfe, 
fenergy  and  Sublimity,  but  docs  not  ftop  there  ;    his  Mufe  kindling 
with  her  own  Rapidity  becomes,  (as  himfclf  elfewhere  willies  her) 
A  Mufe  of  Fire,   and  afcends 
The  brightiji  Heaven  of  Inment'tan. 

Prologue  to  Henry  the  Vth. 
That  Heaven,  which  perhaps  none  but  himfelf  and  Homer  ever  did  or 
could  afceud.  Mr.  Zeivari. 

Mr.  Seward"',  good  Senfe,  which  fliincs  through  this  Note,  will  ex- 
cufe  me  for  receding  from  his  Alteratiort  proposed,  when  he  fees  ihat 
:c  proceeds  from  a  falfe  Pundluation. 

(21)  To  pir:efor  Hunger  ?  Ha,  if  my  Senfe 

Decei've  me  not,  thefe  Notes  take  Being 
From  the  breath  of  Men ;  confirm  me,   my  Aminta ; 
ylgain,  this  ivay  the  gentle  Wind  con-veys  it  to  us. 
Hear  you  nothing  F  ]      The  Confufion  of  the  Meafure   here 
feems  to  arife  from  a  Tranfpoiition,    and  a  marginal  Direftion  being 
inlerted  in  the  Text.      The  Word  again  is   only  an  Order  for  the 
Horns  to  found  a  fecond  time.     I  read  the  whole  thus,  allowing  only 
a  redundant  Syllable  at  the  End  of  the  firft  Verfe,  the  commonell  Li- 
berty taken  by  our  Authors. 

> Ha,  if  my  Senfe  deceive  me  not,  [Horns  within. 

Thefe  Notes  take  being  from  the  Breath  of  Man. 

This  Way  the  gentle  Wind  con'veys  it  to  us.  [Horns  again. 

Confirm  me,  my  Aminta;  hear  you  nothing? 

Amin, 
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Am'in.  Yes,  It  fcems  free  Hunters  Mufick  ; 

Alh.  *Tis  Jouder  ftiJ] ;  and  I  remember  th*  Poriugah 
Inform'd  us,  they  had  often  heard  fuch  found, 
But  ne'er  could  touch  the  Shore  from  whence  it  came  \ 
Follow  me,  my  Aminta  :  My  good  Genius, 
Shew  me  the  way  !  StilJ,  ftiJl  we  are  dircfted  j 
When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  rifing  Hill, 
We  ihall  know  further.  \Excunt.  And  enter  aho-i'f. 

Alh.  Courteous  Zephyrus, 
On's  dewy  Wings,  carries  Perfumes  to  cheer  us ; 
Tiie  Air  clears  too ;  and  now  we  may  difcern 
Another  Ifle,  and  queftionlefs,  the  Seat  ' 

Of  fort'nate  Men  : 

Oh  that  we  could  arrive  there  !    Amin,  Albert,  no. 
It  is  not  to  be  hop*d  ;  this  envious  Torrent 
Is  cruelly  interpos'd  j  we  have  no  VelTel 
That  may  tranfport  us  ;    nor  hath  Nature  given 
Us  Wings  to  fly.     Alb.  'Tis  better  try  all  hazards. 
Than  perifh  here  remcdilefs;  I  feel 
New  Vigour  in  me,  and  a  Spirit  that  dares 
More  than  a  Man,  to  ferve  my  fair  Aminta  ; 
Thcfe  Arms  (hall  be  my  Oars,  with  which  I'll  fwim. 
And  my  Zeal  to  fave  thy  innocent  felf,  like  Wings, 
Shall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackifli  Waves. 

Amin.  Will  ye  leave  me  then  ? 
(22)  Till  now  I  ne'er  was  wretched. 

Alb.  My  befl:  Aminta,  I  fwear  by  Goodnefs,  * 
'Tis  not  Hope,  nor  Fear,  of  my  felf,  that  invites  me 
To  this  Extream  \  *tis  to  fupply  thy  wants : 
And  believe  me, 

Though  Pleafure  met  me  in  mod  ravishing  Forms, 
And  Happ'nefs  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 
I  would  not  eat  nor  fleep,  till  1  retura*d 

(22)  Amin    Will  ye  then  Icanje  me? 

A!b.  Till  no^u  I  ne'er  ivas  n.vretchcd.']  This  is  the  :tioII  iti".- 
terial  Corrupciori  in  the  Stnfe  thac  I  have  mec  with  in  this  Piay.  The 
pretty  Softncfs  and  tender  Fears  of  Aminta  are  given  to  Albert,  i 
read, 

Amin.   Will  ye  lea^vc  kic  theji  ?  ''till  7io-v  I  re^er  it:ai iKr etched. 
Alb.  hly  heji  Aminta,    I  fwear  by  Goodne/s,   "'tis 

I^ot  Hope,  &c.  Mr,  Setvartf. 
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And  crown'd  thee  with  my  Fortunes. 
Amin.  Oh  but  your  Abfence!  — 
Alb.  Suppofc  it  but  a  Dredm,  and  as  you  may. 

Endeavour  to  take  Reft  ;  and  when  that  Sleep 

Deceives  your  Hunger  with  imaginM  Food, 

Think  you  have  fent  me  for  Difeovery 

Of  fome  mort  fortunate  Continent,  yet  unknown, 

Which  you  are  to  be  Queen  of. 

And  now  ye  Pow'rs,  that  e'er  heard  Loveis  Prayers, 

Or  cheriih  pure  Afledion,  jook  on  him 

That  is  your  Votary  -,  and  make  it  known, 

Againftall  ftops,  you  can  defend  your  own.  [Cx//. 

Enter  Hippolita,  Crocale,  and  Juletta. 

H\p.  How  did  we  lofe  Clarinda  ? 

Cro.  When  we  belie v'd  the  Stag  was  fpent, 
And  would  take  foil,  the  fight  of  the  black  Lake, 
Which  we  fuppos'd  he  chofe  for  his  lail  Refuge, 
Frighted  him  more  than  we  that  did  purfue  him. 

Jul.  That's  ufual ;  for  Death  itfelf  is  not 
So  terrible  to  any  Beaft  of  Chafe. 

Hip.  Since  we  liv'd  here,  we  ne'er  could  force  one  to  it. 

Cro.  'Tis  fo  dreadful, 
The  Birds  that  with  their  Pinions  cleave  the  Air 
Dare  not  fiy  o'er  it  •,  when  the  Stag  turn'd  Head, 
And  we  even  tir'd  with  Labour  j 
Clarinda^  as  if  fhe  were  made  of  Air 
And  Fire,  and  had  nq  part  of  Earth  in  her, 
Purfu'd  him.  eagerly  ; 

Nor  need  we  fear  her  fafety,  this  Place  yields 
Not  Fawns  nor  Satyrs,  or  more  luftful  Men  ; 
Here  we  live  fecure, 

And  have  among  curfelves  a  Common-wealth, 
W^hich  in  ourfelves  begun,  witii  us  muft  end. 

Jul.  Ay,  there's  the  mifery. 

Crc.  But  being  alone, 
Allow  me  freedom  but  to  fpeak  my  Thoughts ; 
The  ftriftnefs  of  our  Governefs,  that  forbids  us, 
On  pain  of  Death,  the  fight  and  ufe  of  Men, 
Is  more  than  Tyranny  :  for  herfelf,  fhe's  paft 

Thofe 
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Thofe  youthful  Heats,  and  feels  not  the  leafl  want 

Of  that  which  young  Maids  long  for  ;    and  her  Daughter 

The  fair  Clarinda^  though  within  few  Years 

Improv'd  in  height  and  large  proportion. 

Came  here  fo  young. 

That  fcarce  remembring  that  fhe  had  a  Father, 

She  never  dreams  of  Man  \  and  fliould  fhe  lee  one. 

In  my  Opinion,  it  would  appear 

A  flrange  Bead  to  her,     ']ul.  'Tis  not  fo  with  us. 

Hip.  For  my  part,   I  confefs't,  I  was  not  made  for 
This  fingle  Life  ;  nor  love  I  Hunting  {o^ 
J3ut  that  I  had  rather  be  the  Chafe  myfelf. 

Cro.  By  Venus  (out  upon  me)  I  fliould  have 
Sworn  by  Diana,  I'm  of  thy  mind  too  Wench ; 
And  though  I  have  ta'en  an  Oath,  not  alone  y 

To  detefl,  but  never  to  think  of  Man, 
Ev'ry  hour  fomething  tells  me  I*m  forfworn  ; 
For  I  confefs.  Imagination  helps  me 
Sometimes,  and  that's  all's  left  for  us  to  feed  on. 
We  might  ftarve  elfe,  for  if  I've  any  Pleafure  ia 
This  Life,  but  wlien  I  fleep,  I  am  a  Pagan  : 
Then  from  the  Courtier  to  the  Country-clown, 
I  have  flrange  Vifions 

yul.  Viiions,  Crocale  ? 

Cro.  Yes,  and  fine  Vifions  too; 
And  Vifions  I  hope  in  Dreams  are  harmlefs. 
And  not  forbid  by'  our  Canons.     The  lafl  Night 
(Troth  'tis  a  foolifh  one,  but  I  muft  tell  it  J 
As  I  lay  in  my  Cabin,   betwixt  fleeping  and  waking. 

Hip.  Upon  your  Back  ? 

Cro,  How  fliould  a  young  Maid  lie.  Fool, 
"When  flie  would  be  intranc'd  ?     Hip.  We  are  inflrufled. 
Forward  I  pray.     Cro.  Methought  a  fweet  young  Man 
In  Years  fome  twenty,   with  a  downy  Chin, 
Promifing  a  future  Beard,  and  yet  no  red  one. 
Stole  flily  to  my  Cabin  all  unbrac'd. 
Took  me  in's  Arms,  and  kifs'd  me  twenty  times  ; 
Yet  flill  I  Hept. 

Jul.  Fie,  thy  Lips  run  over,  Crocale. 
But  to  the  refl.     Cro.  Lord,  what  a  Man  is  this, 

Thousht 
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Thought  I,  to  do  this  to  a  Maid  !  Yet  then 

I  for  my  Life  could  not  awake.     The  Youth, 

A  little  daunted,  with  a  trembling  Hand 

Heav'd  up  the  Cloaths.     Hip.  Yet  ftiil  you  flept?     Cro. 

Y'faith  I  did ; 
And  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm  by  my  Side, 
Thinking  to  catch  him,  I  ftretch'd  out  both  Arms ; 
And  when  I  felt  him  not,   I  (hricked  our. 
And  wak'd  for  Anger. 

Hif.  'Twas  a  pretty  Dream. 

Cro.  Ay,  if  it  had  but  been  a  true  one. 

[^Albert  difco-vered  lying  along  upon  the  Short, 

Jul.  Stay, 
"What's  here  cad  on  the  Shore  ^     Hip.  It  is  a  Man  ; 
Shall  I  fiioot  him  .? 

Cro.  No,  no,   'tis  a  handfome  Beaft, 
Would  we  had  more  o'th'  Breed  ;  Wenches  ftand  clofe. 
And  let's  hear  if  he  can  fpeak. 

M.  Do  I  yet  live  ? 
Sure  it  is  Air  I  breathe  :  What  Place  is  this  ? 
Sure  fomething  more  than  Humane  here  keeps  Refidence, 
For  I  have  pall  the  Siyginn  Gulph, 
And  touch  upon  the  blefled  Shore  :  'Tis  fo  ; 
This  is  th'  Elyfian  Shade  ;  thefe,  happy  Spirits 
That  here  enjoy  all  Pleafures. 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jul.  Stand,  or  I'll  Ihoot. 

Cro.  Hold,  he  makes  no  Refiftance. 

Alb.  Be  not  offended,  Goddefies,  that  I  fall 
Thus  proftrate  at  your  Feet :  Or  if  not  fuch, 
But  Nymphs  of  Dianas,  Train,  that  range  thefe  Groves,] 
Which  you  forbid  to  Men ;  vouchfafe  to  know 
I  am  a  Man,  a  wicked  finful  Man  j 
And  yet  not  fold 

So  far  to  Impudence,  as  to  prcfume 
To  prefs  upon  your  Privacies,  or  provoke 
Your  Heav'nly  Angers  j  'tis  not  for  myfelf 
I  beg  thus  poorly,  Pm  already  wounded, 
Wounded  to  Death,  and  faint ;  my  laft  Breath  is  for 
A  Virgin,  comes  as  near  yourfelves  in  all 

Perfedion, 
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Perfe6lion,  as  what  is  Mortal  may 

Refemblc  things  Divine.     O  pity  her. 

And  let  your  Char'ty  free  her  from  that  Defart, 

If  Heav*nly  Charity  can  reach  to  Hell, 

For  fure  that  Place  comes  near  it ;  and  where-e*ef 

My  Ghoft  fhall  find  abode,  eternally 

1  /hall  pour  Bleflings  on  ye.     Hip.  By  my  Life 

I  cannot  hurt  him.     Cro.  Though  I  lofe  my  Head  for't. 

Nor  I.     I  muft  pity  him,  and  will. 

Entir  Clarinda, 

^uL  But  ftay, 
Clarinda?     Cla,  What  new  Game  have  ye  found  here? 

ha! 
What  Bead  is  this  lies  wallowing  in  his  Gore  ? 
Cro.  Keep  off. 

Cla.  Wherefore,  I  pray  ?  I  never  turn'd 
From  a  fell  Lionefs  robb'd  of  her  Whelps, 
And  fhall  I  fear  dead  Carrion  ? 

Jul  O  but. 

Cla.  But,  Whatis't?  , 

Hip.  It  is  Inft6bious.    . 
Cla.  Has  it  not  a  Name  ? 
Cro.  Yes, 
Biit  fuch  a  Name  from  which,  as  from  the  Devil, 
Your  Mother  commands  us  fly. 

Cla.  Is't  a  Man  ?    Cro.  It  is.    Cla.  What  a  brave  Shape 
it  has 
In  Death  ;  how  excellent  would  it  appear. 
Had  it  but  Life  ?   Why  fliould  it  be  intcdlious  ? 
I've  heard  my  Mother  fay,  I  had  a  Father, 
And  was  not  he  a  Man  ? 
Cro.  Queflionlefs,  Madam. 
Cla.  Your  Fathers  too  were  Men  ? 
Jul.  Without  doubt.  Lady. 
Cla.  And  without  fuch  it  is  impoflible 
We  could  have  been  .^ 

Hip.  A  Sin  'tis  againft  Nature  to  deny  it. 
Cla.  Nor  can  you 
Or  I  have  any  hope  to  be  a  Mother, 

Without 
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Without  the  help  of  Men. 

Cro.  ImpofTible. 

Cla.  Which  of  you  then  mod  barbarous,  that  knew 
You  from  a  Man  had  fitting,  and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  Parent,  durft  prefume  to  kill 
The  Likenefs  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 
Whofe  Arrows  madethcfe  Wounds  ?  fpeak,  or  by  Dian^ 
Without  Diftindion  I'll  let  By  at  all. 

Jul,  Not  mine. 

Hip.   Nor  mine. 

Cro.  'Tis  ftrange  to  fee  her  mov'd  thus. 
Reftrain  your  Fury,  Madam  -,  had  we  kilPd  him, 
jWc'd  but  perform'd  your  Mother's  ftrid  Command. 

Cla.  But  if  Ihe  command  unjufl:  and  cruel  things, 
"We're  not  t'obey  it.     Cro.  We  are  innocent ; 
Some  Storm  did  cad  him  Shipwrackt  on  the  Shore, 
As  you  fee  wounded  :  Nor  durft  we  be  Surgeons 
To  fuch  Your  Mother  doth  appoint  for  Death. 

Cla.  Weak  Excufe  i  where's  Pity  ? 
"Where's  foft  CompaiTion  ?  cruel  and  ungrateful. 
Did  Providence  now  offer  to  your  Charity 
But  one  poot  Subjed  to  exprefs  it  on, 
And  in't  to  lliew  our  wants  loo  ;  and  could  you 
So  careleOy  negieft  it  ?     Hip.  For  ought  I  know, 
He*s  living  yet  j  and  you  may  tempt  your  Mother,   by 
Giving  him  Succour.      Cla.  Ha,  come  near  I  charge  ye. 
So,  bend  his  Body  fofdy  ;  rub  his  Temples; 
Nay,  thatfhall  be  my  Office:  how  the  red  fteals 
Into  his  pale  Lips  I  run  and  fetch  the  Simples 
With  which  my  Mother  heal'd  my  Arm,  when  laft  I 
Was  wounded  by  the  Boar.     Cro.  Do  ;  but  remember 
Her  to  come  after  ye,  that  fhe  may  behold 
Her  Daughter's  Charity.  C/^.See  nowhe  breaths  j  [£*•/"/ Hip. 
The  Air  in  paffing  through  tW Arabian  Groves 
Yields  not  fo  fweet  an  Odour ;  prithee  tafte  it ; 
Taftc  it  good  Crocale  ;  yet  I  envy  thee 
So  great  a  Bleffing  -,  'tis  not  Sin  to  touch 
Thefe  Rubies,  is  it  ?     Jul.  I  think  not. 

Cla.  Or  thus  to  live  Camelion  hke  ?    I  could 
Refign  my  ElTcnce  to  live  ever  thus. 
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O  welcome  i  raife  him  gently.     Some  foft  Hand 
Bind  up  thefe  Wounds-,  a  Woman's. Hair  ?  W^hat  fury. 
For  which  my  Ign'rance  does  not  know  a  Name, 
Is  crept  into  my  Bread  ?  But  I  forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  Work.     Now  if  this  Juice  hath  Power, 
Let  it  appear;  his  Eye-lids  ope  :  Prodigious! 
Two  Suns  break  from  thefe  Orbes. 

Alb.  Ha,    Where  am  I  .''   Or  what  new  Vifion's  this  ? 
To  what  Goddefs  do  I  owe  this  fecond  Life? 
Sure  thou  art  more  than  Mortal  ; 
And  any  Sacrifice  of  Thanks  or  Duty 
In  poor  and  wretched  Man  to  pay,  comes  fhort 
Of  your  immortal  Bounty  :  But  to  fliew 
I'm  not  unthankful,  in  Humility 
I  kifs  the  happy  Ground  thus,   you've  made  facred, 
.  By  bearing  of  your  weight.  Cla.  No  Goddefs,  Friend, 
But  made  of  that  fame  Brittle  Mould  as  you  are ; 
One  too  acquainted  with  Calamities, 
And  from  that  apt  to  Pity.     Charity  ever 
Finds  in  the  Ad  Reward,  and  needs  no  Trumpet 
In  the  Receiver.     O  forbear  this  Duty  ! 
I  have  a  Hand  to  meet  with  yours,  and  Lips 
To  bid  yours  welcome.    Cro.  I  fee  that,  by  Inftincfl  5 
Though  a  young  Maid  hath  never  feen  a  Man, 
Touches  haveTitillations,  and  inform  her. 

Enter  Rofellia. 

But  here's  our  Governefs ; 
Now  I  expecfl  a  Storm. 

Rof.  Child  of  my  Flefh, 
And  not  of  my  fair  and  unfpotted  Mind, 
Unhand  diis  Monfter.  Oa.  Monller,  Mother?   Rof.  Yes, 
And  ev'ry  Word  he  fpeaks,  a  Syren* s  Note, 
To  drown  the  carelefs  Hearer.     Ha'nc  I  taught  thee 
The  Faifhood  and  the  Perjuries  of  Men  ? 
On  whom,  but  for  a  Woman  to  fhew  Pity, 
Js  to  be  cruel  to  hcrfelf ;  the  Soveraignty 
Proud  and  imperious  Men  ufurp  upon  us, 
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We  confer  on  ourfclves,  and  love  thofe  Fetters  ' 

We  fallen  to  our  Freedoms.     Have  wc,  Clarinday 

Since  thy  dear  Father's  wrack,  fought  Liberty, 

To  lofe  it  uncompcll*d  ?  Did  Fortune  guide. 

Or  rather  Deftiny,  our  Bark,  (to  which 

We  could  appoint  no  Port)  to  this  blell  Place, 

Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  Women,  1, 

That  kept  Men  in  Subjection  ?  Did  we  then,  Ij 

By  their  Example,  after  we  had  loft 

All  we  could  love  in  Man,  here  plant  ourfelves. 

With  execrable  Oaths  never  to  look 

On  Man,   but  as  a  Monfter  ?  and,  wilt  thou 

Be  the  firfl;  Prefident  to  infringe  thofe  Vows 

We  made  to  Heav*n  ? 

Cla.  Hear  mc,  and  hear  with  Juftice  ; 
And  as  ye  are  delighted  in  the  Name 
Of  Mother,  hear  a  Daughter  would  be  like  you. 
Should  all  Women  ufe  this  obll*nate  Abftinence, 
You  would  force  upon  us  ; 
In  a  few  Years  the  whole  World  would  be  peopled 
Only  with  Beafts. 

Hip.  We  muft  and  will  have  Men. 
Cro.  Ay,  or  we'll  fliake  off  all  Obedience. 
Rof.  Are  ye  mad  ^.   Can  no  Pcrfwafion  alter  ye  ? 
Suppofe  you  had  my  fuffrage  to  your  fute  ; 
Can  this,  this  Shipwrackt  Wretch  fupply  ye  all  ? 

Alb.  Hear  me,   great  Lady, 
I've  Fellows  in  my  Mifery  ;  not  far  hence. 
Divided  only  by  this  hellifh  River, 
There  live  a  Company  of  wretched  Men, 
Such  as  your  Charity  may  make  your  Slaves ; 
Imagine  all  the  Miferies  Mankind 
IvLiy  fuffer  under  ;  and  they  groan  beneath  'em. 
Cia.  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 
JuL  Speak  they  your  Language  ^ 
■    Cro.  Are  they  able,  lufty  Men  ? 
Alb.  They  were,  good  Ladies  •, 
And  in  their  May  of  Youth  of  gentle  Blood, 
And  fuch  as  may  deferve  ;  now  Cold  and  Hunger 
Have  leiTcfi'd  their  Perfe(5lion  ;  but  rellor'd 

To 
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To  what  they  were,  I  doubt  not  they  Ml  appear 
Worthy  your  Favours.     Jul.  'Tis  a  BlefTing  we 
Durfl  not  hope  for.    Cla.  Dear  Mother,  bcn't  obdurate. 

Rof.  Hear  then  my  Refolution,  and  don't  labour 
To  add  to  what  1*JJ  grant,  for  'twill  be  fruitlefs  ; 
You  fiiall  appear  as 
Good  Angels  to  thefe  wretched  Men  ; 
In  a  fmail  Boat  we  will  pafs  over  to  'em. 
And  bring  *em  comfort  j  if  you  like  their  Perlbns, 
And  they  approve  of  yours ;  for  we'll  force  nothing       « 
And  fince  we  want  Ceremonies, 
Each  one  fliall  chufe  a  Husband,  and  enjoy 
His  Company  a  Month,  but  that  expir'd. 
You  fhall  no  more  come  near  'em  ; 
If  you  prove  fruitful. 

The  Males  ye  fhall  return  to  them,  the  Females 
We  will  referve  ourfelves ;  this  is  the  utmoft 
Ye  ever  ihall  obtain  ;  as  ye  think  fir. 
Ye  may  difmifs  this  S:ranger,  and  prepare  [will  ye 

To  Morrow  for  the  Journey.  \_Exit.']      Cla.  Come,  Sir, 
Walk  .''  we  will  Ihew  to  you  our  pleafant  Bowers, 
And  fomething  ye  fhall  find  to  cheer  your  Heart. 

Alh.  Excellent  Lady, 
Though  'twill  appear  a  wonder  one  near  ftarv'd 
Should  refufe  Reft  and  Meat,  I  muft  not  take 
Your  noble  Offer  j  I  left  in  yon  Defart 
A  Virgin  almoft  pin'd. 

Cla.  She's  not  your  Wife  .'' 

Alh.   No,  Lady,  but  my  Sifter:  ('T  is  now  dangerous 
To  fpeak  truth  :)  Unto  her  I  deeply  vow'd 
Not  to  tafte  Food,  or  reft,  if  Fortune  brought  it  me. 
Till  I  blefs'd  her  with  my  Return-,  now  if 
You  pleafe  t'afford  m'  an  eafie  Paflage  to  her. 
And  forne  Meat  too  for  her  Recovery, 
I  fhall  live  your  Slave  ;  and  thankfully  fhe  fhali 
Ever  acknowledge  her  Life  at  your  Service. 

Cla.  You  plead  fo  well,  I  can  deny  ye  nothing ; 
I  myfelf  will  fee  you  furniftir, 
And  with  the  next  Sun  vifit  and  relieve  her. 

Alh.  Ye  are  all  Goodnefs ■  [Eseutit. 
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ACT    III.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  ferverally^    Lamure,  FranvilJe  and  Morillat.- 

Lam.  /^  H !  what  a  Tempefl:  have  I  in  my  Stomach  ? 
V_y  Oh  how  my  empty  Guts  cry  out?  my  Wounds 
ake. 
Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I  might  get 
Something  to  quench  my  Thirft. 

Fran.  O  Lamure^  Oh  the  Happinefs  my  Dogs  had 
When  I  kept  Houfe  at  home!  they  had  a  Storehoufe, 
A  Storehoufe  of  mod  blefled  Bones  and  Crufts, 
Happy  Crufts :  Oh  I  how  this  fharp  Hunger  pinches  me? 

[Exit  Fraavilie. 

Mor.  O  my  importunate  Belly,  1  have  nothing 
To  fuisfy  thee ; 

IVe  fought  as  far  as  my  weak  Legs  would  carry  me. 
Yet  can  find  nothing,  neither  Meat  nor  Water, 
Nor  any  thing  that's  nourifliing  ;  my  Belly 
Is  grown  together  like  an  empty  Sachel. 

Enter  Franville. 

La7n.  How  now,  what  News  ? 

Mor.  Haft  any  Meat  yet  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  Bit  that  I  can  fee ; 
Here's  goodly  Quarries,  but  they're  cruel  hard 
To  gnaw : 

I  ha'  got  fome  Mud,  it  we  will  eat  with  Spoons, 
Very  good  thick  Mud  j  but  it  (links  damnably, 
There's  old  rotten  Trunks  of  Trees  too, 
But  not  a  Leaf  nor  BloiTom  in  all  th'  Ifland. 

I^am.  How  it  looks  ? 

Mor.  It  ftinks  too. 

F.am.  It  may  be  Poifon. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  thing  ; 
So  I  can  get  it  down :  Why  Man, 
Poifon's  a  Princely  Difh. 

Mor.  Haft  thou  no  Bisket  ? 
No  Crumbs  left  in  thy  Pocket  ?  here's  my  Doublet, 
Give  me  but  three  fmall  Crumbs. 

Fratj, 
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Tran.  Not  for  three  Kingdoms, 
If  I  were  Mafter  of  'em.     Oh  Lamure^ 
But  one  poor  joint  of  iVIutton,  we  ha*  fcornM,  Man  ! 

(23)   Lam.  Thou  fpeak*ft  of  Paradife. 

Fran.  Or  but  theSnutrs  of  thofe  Healths,  we  have  lewdly 
At  midnight  flang  away. 

Mor.  Ah !  but  to  lick  the  Glafles. 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Fran.  Here  comes  tlie  Surgeon :  What  haft  thou  dif- 
cover'd  ? 
Smile,  fmile,  and  comfort  us.     Sur.  I  am  expiring, 
Smile  they  that  can  i  1  can  find  nothing,  Gentk^men, 
Here's  nothing  can  be  Meat,  without  a  Miracle. 
Oh  that  1  had  my  Boxes  and  my  Lints  now. 
My  Stupes,  my  Tents,  and  thofe  fweet  Helps  of  Nature, 
What  dainty  Difhes  could  I  make  of  'em! 

Mor.  Haft  ne'er  an  old  Suppofitory  ? 

Sur.  Oh  would  I  had,  Sir. 

ham.  Or  but  the  Paper  where  fuch  a  Cordial 
Potion,  or  Pills  hath  been  entomb'd  ? 

Fran.  (24)  Or  the  bleft  Bladder  where  a  cooling-glifter  ? 

Alor.  Haft  thou  no  Searcloths  lefc  ?  nor  any  old  Poukies  ? 

Fran.  We  care  not  unto  what  it  hath  been  miniftred. 

Sur.  Sure  I  have  none  of  all  thefe  Dainties,  Gentlemen. 

Fran.  Where's  the 
Great  Wen  thou  cut'ft  from  Hugh  the  Sailor's  Shoulder  ? 
I'hat  would  ferve  now  for  a  moft  Princely  Banquet. 

Sur.  Ay  if  we  had  it.  Gentlemen. 
I  flung  it  over-board.  Slave  that  I  was. 

Lam.  A  moft  unprovident  Villain. 

Sur,  If  I  had  any  thing  that  were  but  fupple! 

(23)  Lxm.  Thau  fpeali'J}  of  Para Ji/e; 

Or  but  the  S/iaJ's — ]  This  Paffage  which  has  been  gfven  to 
/-awarf  inadvertently  through  the  later  Copies,  isnppropriated  to  Fran- 
'vilk  in  the  Edition  of  1647,  and  accordingly  1  have  reftor'd  it  to  him 
in  this. 

(24)  Or  the  bell  Bladder — ]  I  have  altered  hejl  to  hlcji,  as  Mr.  Se- 
-xard  conjeclur'd  too,  as  being  an  Epithet  of  a  more  C^jmic  Turn,  and 
fitter  for  this  Place, 
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H  could  make  Salladsof  your  Shoes  now,  Gentlemen, 
And  rare  ones  -,)  any  thing  uncftuous, 

Mor.  I,  and  we  then  might  fry  the  Seals  i*th'  Surt. 
The  Soals  would  make  a  fecond  Difh. 

Lam.  Or  fouce  'em  in  the  Salt-water, 
An  inner  Soal  well  fouc'd 

Enter  Aminta. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Woman  -, 
It  may  be  fhe  has  Meat,  and  may  relieve  us : 
Let's  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready. 
She'll  hide  her  ftore  elfe,  and  fo  cozen  us. 
Amin.  How  weary  and  how  hungry  am  I, 

How  feeble  and  how  faint  is  all  my  Body ! 

Mine  Eyes,  (25)  like  fpent  Lamps  glowing  out,  grow 
heavy. 

My  Sight's  forfaking  me,  and  all  my  Spirits, 

As  if  they  heard  my  Pafling-Bell,  go  for  me. 

Pull  in  their  Powers,  and  give  me  up  to  Deftiny. 

Oh!  for  a  little  Water;  a  little,  little  Meat, 
.  A  little  to  relieve  me  e'er  I  perifli  •, 

I  had  whole  Floods  of  Tears  awhile  that  nourifht  me, 
'  ^ut  they  are  all  confum'd  for  thee,  dear  Albert, 

For  thee  they  all  are  fpent,  for  thou  art  dead  ; 
^Mercilefs  Fate  has  fwallow'd  thee.     Oh 1 

Grow  heavy  •,  Sleep's  a  falve  for  Mifery ; 

Heav'n  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  Life, 

Or  make  me  once  more  happy. 
Lam.  She's  fall  afleep  already. 

Why  fhould  fhe  have  this  Bleffing,  and  W9  Wake  ftilf. 

Wake  to  our  Wants? 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  Overthrow, 

And  all  thefe  biting  Mifchiefs  that  fall  on  us 

Are  come  through  her  Means. 

(25)  —  Like /pent  Lamps  glow'mg  out — ]  Perhaps  ^w«^  out;  for  tho' 
glonuing  out  may  properly  exprefs  the  blaze  which  the  Candle  ofien 
exerts  before  it  is  extinguilhed,  yet  this  is  not  a  Circumflance  proper 
to  the  Context.  The  Light  oi  Aminta's  Eyes  was  fading  gradually.  But 
au  the  former  it  Poetical,  I  would  not  propofe  a  Change  of  the  Text. 
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Fran.  True,  we  were  bound,  ye  all  know. 
For  happy  Places,  and  molt  fertile  I  (lands, 
Where  we  had  conftant  Promifes  of  all  things; 
She  turn'd  the  Captain's  Mind,  mud  have  him  go 
In  fearch,  I  known't  of  who,  nor  to  what  end  ; 
Of  fuch  a  Fool  her  Brother,  and  fuch  a  Coxcomb  her 
Kinfman,  and  we  muft  put  in  every  where  j 
She  has  put  us  in  now  y'  faith. 

Lam.  Why  fhould  we  thus 
Confume,  and  ftarve,  have  nothing  to  relieve  us } 
And  flie  live  there  bred  all  our  Miferies, 
Unroafted  or  unfod  ? 

Mor,  I've  read  in  Stories. 

Lam.  Of  fuch  reftoring  Meats,  we  have  Examples; 
Thoufand  Examples,  and  allow'd  for  excellent ; 
Women  that  have 

Eat  up  their  Children,  Men  their  Slaves,  nay  Brothers, 
But  thefe  are  nothing  ; 

Husbands  devoured  their  Wives:  (they  are  their  Chattels,) 
And  of  a  Schoolmafter,  that  in  time  of  F'amine 
Powder'd  up  all  his  Scholars.     Mor.  She's  young 
And  tidy,  in  my  Confcience  Ihe'll  eat  delicately  5 
Juft  like  young  Pork  a  little  lean :  But  what 
Is  your  Opinion,  Surgeon  ?    Sur.  I  think  fiie  may 
Be  made  good  Meat,  but  look,  we  (hall  want  Salt. 

Fran.  Tulh,  tufh,  fhe  needs  no  Powdering. 

Sur.  I  grant  ye  : 
But  to  fuck  out  the  humorous  Parts :  By  all  means. 
Let's  kill  her  in  a  Chafe,  flie^ll  eat  the  fweeter. 

Lam.  Let's  kill  her  any  way,  and  kill  her  quickly; 
That  vvc  might  be  at  our  Meat. 

Sur.  How  if  the  Captain.^ 

Mor.  Talk  not  of  him,  he's  dead,  and  the  reft  famiHi'd. 
Awake  her  Surgeon,  and  cut  her  Throat, 
And  then  divide  her,  every  Man  his  fiiare. 

Fran.  She  wakes  herfelf. 

Amin.  Holy  and  good  things  keep  me! 
What  cruel  Dreams  have  I  had!   Who  are  thefe? 
O  they're  my  Friends!  for  Hcav'n's  fake,  Gentlemen, 
Give  me  (bmc  Food  to  lave  aiy  Life,  if  ye 
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Have  ought  to  fpare ; 

A  little  to  relieve  me,  I  may  blcfs  ye  ; 

For  weak  and  wretched,  ready  Mas  to  perilli, 

Ev'n  now  I  die. 

Mor.  You'll  fave  a  Labour  then, 
You  bred  thefe  Miferies,  and  you  (hall  pay  for't ; 
Wd  have  no  Meat,  nor  where  to  have  we  know  not. 
Nor  how  to  pull  ourfelves  from  thefe  Affiidions  •, 
We  are  ftarv'd  too,  famifh'd,  all  our  hopes  deluded ; 
Yet  e'er  we  die,  we'll  have  one  dainty  Meal. 

Amin.  Shall  I  be  with  ye.  Gentlemen  .'' 

Lam.  Yes  marry  fhall  ye,  in  our  Bellies,  Lady. 
We  love  you  well 

AmifU  What  faid  you.  Sir? 

Lam.  Marry  weMi  eat  your  Ladyfhip. 

Fran.  You  that  have  buried  us  in  this  bafe  Ifland, 
We'll  bury  ye  in  a  more  noble  Monument. 

Sur.  Will  ye  fay  your  Prayers,  that  I  may  perform. 
Lady? 
We're  wonderous  fharp  {tt.\  come.  Gentlemen, 
Who  are  for  th'  hinder  Parts  ? 

Mor.  I. 

Fran.  I. 

Lam.  And  T. 

Sur.  Be  patient ; 
They  will  not  fall  to  every  Man's  fliare. 

Amin.  O  hear  me  -, 
Hear  me,  ye  barbarous  Men. 

Mor.  Be  fhort  and  pithy. 
Our  Stomachs  cannot  ftay  a  long  Difcourfe. 

Sur.  And  be  not  fearful,  for  I'll  kill  yc  daintily. 

Amin.  Are  ye  not  Chriftians? 

Lam.  W^hy,  {26)  don't  Chriftians  eat,  Woman  ? 

(26)  — —  do?i'i  Chriftians  eat  Wome7i?'\  This  corrupted  Place  I  had 
endeavoured  to  amend  two  \vay,s,  firll  thus, 

don't  Chrijlians  eat  ? 

To  which  Amlnta  might  anrwei  hallily, 

{What  eat)  Women?  Eat  one  another  ?  See. 
Next,  which  I  believe  the  better,  as  Mr.  Senvard  concurr'd  with  me, 
and  as  the  prefent  Text  runs, 

— -  do?i't  CbriJ'iant  eat,  Wotnan  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Tibalr,  Mafler^  and  Sailors. 

jimln.  Eat  one  another  ?  'Tis  moft  Impious. 
Sur.  Come,  come.     Amin.  Oh,  help !  help !  help ! 

tib.  The  Lady's  Voice! 
Stand  off,  Slaves — What  intend  you,  Villains? — I  have 
Strength  enough  left,  if  you  abuie  this  Soul, 
To 

Maji.  They  woujd  have  ravi(Ti*d  her,  upon  my  Life; 
Speak,  how  was  ir,  Lady  ? 

Amin.  Forgive  *em,  'twas  their  Hungers. 

*Tib.  Ha,  their  Hungers  I 

Majl.  They  would  have  eat  her. 

"Tib.  O  damn'd  Villains-,  fpeak, 
Is  it  true  ?      Sur.  I  confefs  an  Appetite. 

7ib.  An  Appetite,  I'll  fit  ye  for  an  Appetite. 
Are  ye  fo  fliarp  kiy  that  her  Flelh  muft  ferve  you  ? 
Murder's  a  main  good  fcrvice  with  your  Worfliips ; 
Since  ye  would  be  fuch  De'els,  why  did  you  not 
Begin  with  one  another  handfomely, 
And  fpare  the  Woman  to  beget  more  Food  on  ? 

Amin.  Good  Sir 

Tib.  You  riiall  grow  Mummy,  Rafcals; 
I'll  make  ye  fall  to  your  Brawns,  and  your  Buttocks, 
And  worry  one  another  like  keen  Bandogs. 

Amin.  Good  Sir,  be  merciful. 

Tib.  You  fhall  know  what  'tis  to  be  damn'd  Canibals. 

Amin.  O  my  bed  Friend  I 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Alas,  poor  Heart  I  Here, 
Here's  fome  Meat  and  fovereign  Drink  to  eafe  you, 
(27)  Sit  gentle  down,  Sweet. 

Amin.  1  am  bled  to  fee  you. 

(27)  Sit  doi.i'n,  pentle  5-a'f?/.]  Gentle  feems  a  very  flat  Epitliet  \\tre, 
and  'tis  more  prcbable  that  according  to  the  Cullom  of  i'oets  to  uie 
Adjeftlves  adveibially,  it  relates  to  the  Weaknefs  of  Arr.lnta^  who  is 
df.fired  to  fit  down  ^cntly  ;  and  this  is  required  by  the  Meafare  which 
i&  leAor'd  by  the  proper  Adjuftment  of  the  Words  : 
Zit  gentle  dQXKin,  Sweet. 

H  3  Tib, 
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T-h,  Stir  not  within  forty  Foot  of  this  Food, 
If  you  do,  Dogs ! 

A'L  Oh  Captain!  Captain!  Captain! 

Jib.  Ye  fhall  have  Meat  all  of  you. 

Yib.  Captain,  hear  me  firft:  Hark,  *tis  Co  inhuman! 
I  would  not  ha*  the  Air  corrupted  with  it. 

Jib.  O  barbarous  Men!  Sit  down  Du  Pont,  good  Mafter, 
And  honeft  Sailors. 

Ttb.  But  (land  off,  and  wait  you 
Upon  our  Charity  ;  I'll  wait  on  you  elfe  j 
And  touch  nothing 

But  what  is  flung  to  ye ;  as  if  you  were  Dogs  i 
If  you  do, 
I'll  cut  your  Fingers,  Friends,  I'll  fpoi!  your  carving. 

Jmin.  There  Wretches,  there.      7'ib.  Eat  your  Meat 
handfomly 
Now,  and  give  Heaven  Thanks.  Jib.  There  is  more  Bread. 

T'ib.  See, 
They  fnarl  like  Dogs;  eat  quietly  you  Rafcals, 
Eat  quietly.   Jib.  There's  Drink  too.     Tib.  Come,  come,  I 
Will  fill  you  each  your  Cups,  ye  Ihall  not  furfeit. 

Jmi-'i.  And  what  have  you  difcover'd  ? 

Jib.  Sweet,  a  Paradife, 
A  Paradife  inhabited  with  Angels, 
Such  as  you  are,  their  Pities  make  *em  Angels ; 
'Twas  they  gave  me  thefe  Viands,  and  fupply'd  mc 
"With  thefe  precious  Drinks. 

Jrntn.  Shall  not  we  fee  *em  ? 

Jib.  Yes,  they  will  fee  you : 
Out  of  their  Charities,  having  heard  our  Story, 
They'll  come,  and  comfort  us,  come  prefently  ; 
We  Ihall  no  more  know  Wants  nor  Miferies. 

Jmin.  Are  they  all  Women? 

Jib.  All,  and  all  in  Love  with  us, 

Jinin.  How! 

Jib.  Don't  miftake,  in  love  with  our  Misfortunes, 
They'll  cherifh  and  relieve  our  Men. 

tib.  Do  you  fhrug  now,  and  pull  your  Nofes  up  ? 
You  fmell  Comfort. 
See  they  ftretch  out  their  Legs  like  Dottrels, 

Each 
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Each  like  a  new  Saint  Dennis, 

Alb.  Deareft  Miftrefs, 
When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  Women  here. 
Call  me  your  Brother,  you  Til  call  my  Siilcr, 
And  pray 
Obfcrve  this  all — Why  change  you  Colour,  Sweet? 

Amin.  Eating  too  much  Meat. 

Alb.  Sawc'd  with  Jealoufy  ; 
Fie,  fie,  dear  Saint,  y'faith  ye  are  to  blame. 
Are  ye  not  here?  Here  fixed  in  my  Heart? 

All.  Hark,  hark. 

Enter  Rordlia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita,  and 
Juletta. 

Alb.  They're  come,  (land  ready,  and  look  nobly. 
And  with  all  humble  Reverence  receive  'em. 
Our  Lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  Pities, 
And  Death  waits  on  their  Anger. 

Mor.  Sure  they're  Fairies. 

Tib.  Nay,  be  they  Devils,  Devils  of  Flefh  and  Bleed ; 
After  fo  long  a  Lent.,  and  tedious  Voyage, 
To  me  they're  Angels. 

Fran,  O  for  fome  Eringoes ! 

Lam.  Potatoes.,  or  Cantharides,     Tib.  Peace,  Rogues, 
That  buy  Abilities  of  your  Apothecaries  j 
Had  1  but  took  the  Diet  of  green  Cheefe, 
And  Onions  for  a  Month,  I  could  do  Wonders; 

Rof.  Are  thefe  the  Jewels  you  run  mad  for  ?  What  can 
You  fee  in  one  of  thefe,  to  whom  you  would 
Vouchfafe  a  gentle  Touch  ?  Can  nought  perfuade  you 
To  love  yourfelves,  and  place  your  Hippincfs 
In  cold  and  chafte  Embraces  of  each  other  ? 

Jul.  This  is  from  the  purpofe. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant  to  have  them  as  they  were. 

Cla.  *Tis  a  beauteous  Creature, 
And  to  myfelf,  I  do  appear  deform'd. 
When  I  confiJer  her,  and  yet  {he  is 
The  Stranger's  Sifter ;  why  then  fhould  I  fear  ? 
She  cannot  prove  my  Rival. 

H  4  Rof. 
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Rof.  When  you  repent 
That  you  refus'd  my  Counfel,  may  it  add 
To  your  Afflidions,  (28)  that  you  were  fore warn'd, 
Yet  Icap'd  into  the  Gulph  of  your  Misfortunes : 
But  have  your  Wilhes. 

Majl.  Now  flii;  makf^s  to  us. 

Amin.  I  am  inftrutted,  but  take  heed,  now,  Albert^ 
You  prove  not  falfe. 

Alb.  Ye  are  your  own  affurance, 
And  fo  acquainted  with  your  own  Perfedions, 
That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you,  therefore  fear  not. 

Rof.  I'hat  you  are  poor  and  miferable  Men, 
My  Eyes  inform  me  j  that  v/ithout  our  Succours, 
Kope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  Safety, 
The  prefcnt  plight  you  are  in,  can  refolve  you  ; 
That  to  be  merciful  is  to  draw  near 
The  Hcav'nly  ElTence  ;  whether  you  will  be 
Thankful,  1  do  not  queftion  •,  nor  demand 
What  Country  bred  you,  what  your  Nimes,  what  Manners ; 
To  us  it  is  fuiiicient  we  reheve 
Such  as  have  Shapes  of  Men,  and  I  command  you. 
As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
Farther  of  you,  that  you  on  pain  of  Death 
Prefume  not  to  enquire  what  we  are. 
Or  whence  deriv'd. 

Alb-  In  al]  things  we  obey  you, 
And  thankfully  we  ever  (hall  confefs 
Ourfelvcs  your  Creatures. 

(cS)  — that  you  ivere  forward,]  What  an  Abfurdity  this  fen- 

iible  WoiTian  is  guilty  of,  by  putting  fo  ridiculous  a  Word  zsfortvard  into 
her  Mouth,  the  Reader  can't  but  eafily  fee;  for  certainly  if  the  Ladies 
her  Companions  v.c\e  fornvard,  haj}y,  and  inconfiderate,  it  wou'd  be 
fo  far  from  being  a  Wonder  they  fhou'd  not,  that  they  were  the  more 
likely  lo  take  .1  radi  Leap  into  Misfortune's  Gulph,  So  much  nonfenfi- 
cal  Rcaioning  does  the  omiffion  but  of  a  fingle  Letter  lay  the  Foun- 
dation of:  But  read  as  I  did,  before  Mr.  Setvard  gave  me  his  Diredliom 
for  fo  doing. 

^  that  you  njuere  forewarn'd. 

And  then  this  Lady  talks  like  a  Woman  of  Difcretion  and  Experience, 
\\it  whole  Speech  is  fenfible  and  becoming  her  Charaftcr. 

Kof, 
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Roj.  You  fpeak  as  becomes  you ; 
Firft  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 
Thofe  Weapons  we  could  force  from  you- 

Alh.  We  lay  *em  down  mod  gladly  at  your  Feet. 

Tib.  I  have  had  many  a  Combat  with  a  taJl  Wench, 
But  never  was  difarm'd  before. 

Rof.  And  now  hear  Comfort, 
Your  Wants  fhall  be  fupply'd  j  and  though  it  be 
A  Debt  Women  may  challenge,  to  be  fued  to, 
Efpecially  from  fuch  they  may  command. 
We  give  up  that  Power  to  you,  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  Choice. 

Fran.  Then  here  I  fix. 

Mor.  Nay,  fhe  is  mine :  I  ey'd  her  firfl:. 

Lam,  This  mine. 

Tib.  Stay, 
Good  Rafcals ;  you're  too  forward,  Sir  Gallant, 
You  are  not  giving  order  to  a  Taylor 
For  the  Fafliion  of  a  new  Suit ; 
Nor  are  you  in  your  Warehoufe,  Mafter  Merchant, 
Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave  ;  your  betters ; 
And  grumble  not,  if  you  do,  as  I  love  Meat 
I  will  fo  fwinge  the  fait  Itch  out  of  you — 
Know  Captain,  Mafter,  and  the  reft  of  us. 
That  are  Brothers,  and  good  Fellows,  we  have  been 
Too  late  by  th*  Ears,  and  yet  fmart  for  our  Follies  j 
To  end  therefore  all  future  Emulation  : 
If  you  pleafe 

To  truft  to  my  Eledion,  you  (ball  fay 
I  am  not  partial  to  myfelf ;  I  doubt  not 
To  give  Content  to  all. 

All.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Tib.  Then  but  obferve,  how  learned  and  difcreetly 
I  will  proceed  -,  and  as  a  skilful  Docflor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  Game, 
Read  over  your  Complexions}  for  you.  Captain, 
Being  firft  in  place,  and  therefore  to  be  ferv'd  firft, 
1  give  my  Judgment  thus ;  for  your  Afped, 
You're  much  inclin*d  to  Melancholy,  and  that 
Tells  me  the  fuUen  Saturn  had  predominance 

At 
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At  your  Nativity  ;  a  malignant  Planet ! 
And  if  not  qualified  by  a  Iwect  Conjundtion 
Of  a  foft  and  ruddy  Werurh,  born  under  Vems^ 
It  may  prove  fatal,  therefore  to  your  A»'m8 
1  give  this  rofe-cheek'd  Virgin, 

Cla.  To  my  Wilh  ; 
Till  now  I  never  was  happy> 
Amivs.  Nor  I  curs'd. 
Tih.  M after, 
You're  old,  yet  love  the  Game,  that  I  perceive  too. 
And  if  not  well  fpurr'd  up,  you  may  prove  rully  \ 
Therefore  to  help  ye,  here's  a  Bradamanta, 
Or  I  am  cozen'd  in  my  Calculation. 
Cro.  A  poor  old  Man  allotted  to  my  (hare! 
^ib,    I'hou  would'lt  have  two,  nay,   rather,  I  think 
twenty  \ 
But  fear  not  Wench,  though  he  be  old  he's  tough, 
Look  on  his  making,  he'll  not  fail  I  warr^t  thee. 

Rof.  A  merry  Fellow, 
And  were  not  Man  a  Creature  I  deteft 
I  could  indure  his  Company. 

Tih.  Here's  a  fair  herd  of  Does  before  me. 
And  now  for  a  barren  one  : 
For,  though  I  like  the  fport,  I  do  not  love 
To  Father  Children  :  like  th'  Grand  Signioty 
Thus  then  I  walk  in  my  Seraglio, 
And  view  *em  as  1  pafs,  then  draw  I  forth 
My  Handkerchief,  and  having  made  my  choice, 
I  thus  beftow  it. 
Rof,  On  me. 

Sib.  On  you ;  and  now  my  Choice  is  made. 
To  it,  you  hungry  Rafcals. 
Alb.  Excellent. 
A?nin,  As  you  love  Goodnels, 
It  makes  me  fmile  i'th'  height  of  all  my  Fears. 

Cla.  What  a  ftrong  Contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  Mother's  Mirth  and  Anger.     'Tib.  Nay, 
No  coynefs,  now  be  Miftrefs  of  your  Word, 
I  muft  and  will  enjoy  you.     Rof.  Be  advis'd,  Fool ; 
Alas  1  am  old  j   how  canft  thou  hope  content 

From 
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From  one  that's  fifty  ?     2li"^.  Never  talk  of  it ; 

1  have  known  good  ones  at  threefcore  and  upwards  ; 

Befides  the  Weather's  hot. 

And  Men  that  have  Experience,  fear  Fevers  : 

A  temperate  Diet  is  the  only  Phyfick. 

Your  Juli^s^ 

Nor  Guiacumy  Prunellos^  Camphire  Pi Hs,  nor 

Goord'Water,  come  not  near  to  your  old  Woman  ; 

Youthful  Stomachs  arc  ftill  craving,  though  tliere  be 

Nought  left  to  (lop  their  Mouths  with  ;  and  believe  mc 

I  am  no  frequent  giver  of  thofe  Bounties  : 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on,  good  Gentlemen  pray  do, 

I  ihall  make  Holiday  and  fleep,  when  you 

Dig  i*th'  Mines  till  your  Hearts  ake. 
Rof.  A  mad  Fellow. 

Well,  Sir,  I'll  give  you  hearing,  and  as  I  like 

Your  Wooing,  and  Difcourfe  j  —  (29)  But  I  muft  tell 
ye,  Sir, 

That  rich  Widows  look  for  great  Sums  in  prefent. 

Or  aflurances  of  ample  Jointures. 
Tib.  That  to  me  is  eafie,  • 

(:g)  . But  I  mujl  tell  ye.  Sir, 

That  rich  IVidoius  look  far  great  Sums  in  prefent  ^ 
Or  offurances  of  ample  °J ointurcs. 
Tib-   ^hat  to  me  is  eafie. 

For  injlantly  Til  do  it ; ]  As  I  have  not  the  care  of  Tend- 
ing this  Play  to  the  Prefs,  I  cannot,  without  tranlcribing  almoll  the 
%\hole,  reftore  it  to  its  Meafure,  which  I  think  recoverable,  tho'  now 
in  a  very  (hocking  Confufion.  Mr.  Sympfon,  (being  very  cautious  of 
taking  too  great  Liberties  with  the  Text)  leenis  to  clefpair  of  its  Reco- 
very. I  will  therefore  give  one  more  Inflance,  to  fliew  that  the  Tranf- 
pofition  of  Words  is  the  chief  Corruption  ;  and  then  leave  it  to  him, 
whether  he  will  chufe  to  let  cur  Authors  Play  appear  in  the  fame  mot- 
ley Drefs  we  found  it,  or  endeavour  to  reftore  it  to  its  proper  Fafliion  ; 
z.  e.  not  to  modern  Verfificatior,  but  to  the  Meafure  which  the 
generality  of  our  Authors  Plays  appear  in.  1  he  i'/r  and 'J/^a/,  in  the 
two  firlt  Lines  now  quoted,  feem  mifplac'd  by  the  Player;  and  ihe 
For  in  the  lalt  Line  is  taken  from  the  third,  by  an  accidental  blip  of 
the  Printer's  Eye,     I  read. 


But  I  muft  till  you  that 


Rich  Wido'Ms  look.  Sir,  for  great  Sums  in  prefent. 
Or  for  affurances  of  awple  jointures. 
Tib.  Vmt  to  me't  tafy^  infiuntlj  Vll  dot.  Mr.  ServarJ. 

For 
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For  inftantly  I'll  do  it ;  hear  me  Comrades. 

Alb.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Tihalt? 

Tib.  Why,  that  to  woo  a  Wench  with  empty  Hands 
Is  no  good  Heraldry  ;  therefore  let's  to  th'  Gold, 
And  (hare  it  equal,  'twill  fpeak  for  us  more  than 
A  thoufand  Compliments  or  Cringes,  Ditties 
Stolen  from  Peirarch,  or  Difcourfe  from  Oi'ici  ; 
Befides,  'twill  beget  us  refpeft. 
And  if  ever  (30J  Fortune  friend  us  with  a  Barque, 
Largely  fupply's  with  all  Provifion. 

^Ib.  Well  advis'd,  defer  it  not. 

Tib.  Are  ye  all  contented  ? 

Jil.  We  are. 

Tib.  Let  us  away  then,  ftraight  we  will  return. 
And  you  {hall  fee  our  Riches.   \_Exeiitit.]     (31)  C/^.  Since 

I  knew 
What  Wonder  and  Amazement  was,  I  ne*er 
Was  io  tranfported.     Why  weep  ye,  gentle  Maid  ? 
There  is  no  danger  here  to  fuch  as  you  ; 

Bani(h 

(3c)  ■ fortune  friend  ui  ivith  a  Banquet, 

Largely  fupply's  ivith  all  Pro'vifion.'\  Tib  alt  ^  who  is  here 
reckoning  up  the  Advantages  that  Gold  would  purchafe  'em,  goes  on 
very  regularly  and  fenfibly,  till  he  comes  to  the  Conclufion  of  his 
Speech  ;  and  then  all  of  a  ludden  degenerates  into  Tautology,  if  not 
Nonlenfe,  for  one  of  them  this  PafTage  abfolutely  is. 

If  ever  Fortune  friend  us  ivith  a  Banquet, 
Largely  fupply's  ivitb  all  Provifion. 

That  is.  If  ever  Fortune  provides  for  us  plentifully ,  'we  fhall  he,  by 
means  ef  this  Gold,  provided  for  plentifully.  The  Reader,  I  imagine, 
is  by  this  time  very  well  fatisfy'd  that  Barque,  and  not  Banquet,  is  the 
true  Reading,  which  I  have  recover 'd  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 

(51)  "^^oi.  Since  Ikfienvivhat  Wonder  and  Jmazementivas,  &c,]  This 
feems  quite  out  of  Charafter,  unlefs  Rofellia  had  fpokcit  below,  upon 
Sight  of  her  own  Treafure.  But  I  rather  chink  Clarinda  fhould  fpeak 
this  as  well  as  what  follows  ;  and  it  runs  in  Meafure,  when  printed 
properly, 

Cla.  -  ■      -  ■■■    •  fince  I knevj 

What  Wonder  and  A}nnx,emenl  voas,  I  ne''er 

Was  fo  traifported.      Why  iveepye,  gentle  Maid  ? 

If  it  is  objefled  that  the  latl  Line  has  a  Syllable  too  much,  it  muft  be 

obferved,  that  where  a  Paufe  happens  in  the  Middle  of  a  Verfe,   it  is 

common  with  our  Authors,  and  Shakefpear,  to  fling  in  a  redundant 

Syllable ; 
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Banifli  all  Fear,  for  with  us  I  dare  promife 
You  fhall  meet  all  courteous  Entertainment.     Cro.  We 
Efteem  ourfeives  moil  happy  in  you.     Hip.  And  blefs 
Fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Cla.  Hark  in  your  Ear  ; 
1  love  you  as  a  Friend  already,  e'er  long 
You  fliall  call  me  by  a  nearer  Name,  1  wifli 
Your  Brother  well ;  I  know  you  apprehend  me. 

Am'in.  Ay,  to  my  Grief  I  do. 
Alas  good  Ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me 
But  Thanks,  to  pay  ye  with.     Cla.  That's  more  than  yet 
You  ftand  ingaged  for. 

Enter  Albert,  Tibalt,  and  the  rejl  with  Treafure.  j 

Rof.  So  foon  return'd ! 

Alb.  Here  -,  fee  the  Idol  of  the  Lapidary  ! 

Tib.  Thefe  Pearls,  for  which  the  (lavifh  Negro  dives 
To  th'  bottom  of  the  Sea. 

Lam.  To  get  which  th*  induftrious  Merchant  touches 
At  either  Pole.     Fran.  The  never- failing  purchafe 
OfLordfhips,  and  of  Honours. 

Mor.  The  World's  Miftrefs, 
That  can  give  every  thing  to  the  PofTeflbrs. 

Mqfi.  For  which  the  Sailors  fcorntempeftuous  Winds, 
And  fpit  defiance  in  the  Sea.     Tib.  Speak,  Lady  ; 
Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 
Rof.  Yes;  O  my  Stars! 
Be  you  for  ever  bicft  now,  that  have  brought 
To  my  revenge  thefe  Robbers ;  take  your  Arrows, 
And  nail  thefe  Monfters  to  the  Earth. 

Syllable  ;    and  it  certainly  does  not  offend  the  niceft  Ear,    that  is  not 
fetter'd  with  modern  Prejudices.  In  the  two  following  Lines  of  this  fame 
Speech,  a  Word  has  got  from  the  firll  Line  into  the  fecond,  infteadof 
Ban)j7j  Fear,  for  iMith  us  I  dare  promife 
You.  Jhail  7)ieet  all  courteous  Entettainment. 
The  Original  moll   certainly  ran, 

Banijh  all  Fear,  for  nn-'tth  us  I  dare  prornlfe 
You  JhaU  meet  courteous  Entertainment. 

Cro, ; — . We 

EJleem  ourfel-ves  mof  happy  irt  you. 

Hip. .  Jnd  hlejs 

Fortune  that  &c.  J^r  Se<ward. 
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Aib.  What  mean  je,  Lady? 
In  what  have  we  offended  ? 

Rof.  O  my  DauglKcr  ! 
And  you  Companions  with  me  in  all  Fortunes, 
Loolc  on  thefe  Caskets,  and  thefe  Jewels,- 


Tlicfe  were  our  own,  when  firft  we  put  to  Sea 
With  good  Sebajlian  -,  and  thefe  the  Pirates 
That  not  alone  deprivM  him  of  thrs  Trcafure, 
But  alfo  cook  his  Life. 

Cro.  Part  of  my  Pr^efent 
J  well  remember  was  mine  own.     Hip.  And  thefe 
Were  mine  too.     Jul.  Sure  I  have  worn  this  Jewel. 

J-iof.  Wherefore  do  ye  fbay  then, 
And  not  perform  my  llrid  Command  ? 

M.  OHeav'n! 
What  cruel  Fate  purfuos  us. 

Tib.  I'm  fcrv*d  well  enough,  j 

That  muft  be  offering  of  Jointures,  Jewels  i 

And  precious  Stones,  more  than  I  brought  with  me.  " 

Rof,  Why  fhoot  ye  not  ? 

Cla.  Hear  me  dear  Mother  ; 
And  when  the  greateft  Cruelty  is  Juftice, 
Do  not  fhew  Mercy  :  Death  to  thefe  RarvM  Wretches 
Is  a  Reward,  not  Punifhment  -,  let  'em  live 
To  undergo  th*  full  weight  of  your  Difpleafure. 
And  that  they  may  have  Senfe  to  feel  the  Torments 
They  have  deferv'd,  allow  'em  fome  fmall  Pittance, 
To  linger  out  their  Tortures. 

Rof.  'Tis  well  counfcll'd. 

AIL  And  we  will  follow't. 

Alb.  Hear  us  fpeak. 

Rof.  Peace,  Dogs. 
Bind  'em  fad ;  when  Fury  hath  giv'n  way  to  R^afon, 
1  will  determine  of  their  Sull^rings, 
Which  fliall  be  horrid.     Vengeance,  though  flow-pac'd, 
At  length  o'ertal<£s  the  guilty  ;  and  the  Wrath 
Of  the  incenfed  Powers,  will  fall  mod  fure 
On  wicked  Men,  when  they  are  moft  fecure.       \Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  1:    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Raymond,  Sebaftian,  Nicufa,  and  Sailors, 

I  Sail.  It  T  E  R  E*s   nothing,    Sir,    but  Poverty  and 
J71       Hunger; 
No  Promile  ot  Inhabitance, 

Neither  track  of  Beaft,  nor  foot  of  Man  ;     we've  feardu 
This  rocky  Defart  all,  yet  can't  difcover 
Any  Afllirance 

Here  is,  or  hath  been  fuch  Men.     2  Sail.  Not  a  Rcliquc 
Of  any  thing  they  wore,  nor  mark  left  by  'em. 
Either  to  find  Relief, 

Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  Misfortune. 
Believe  it,  Sir,  thefe  Fellows  are  both  falfe. 
And,  to  get  a  little  Succour  in  their  Mifcry, 
Have  fram'd  this  cunning  Tale. 

Ray.    The  Ship,    I  know,  \%  French,  and  own'd  by 
Pirates, 
If  not  by  Albert  my  iarch  Enemy. 
You  told  me  too  there  was  a  Woman  with  'em, 
A  young  'dnd  handfome  Woman. 
Seh.  There  was  io^  Sir. 
Ray.  And  fuch  and  fuch  young  Gallants. 
Nic.  Wg  told  true,   Sir, 
That  they'd  no  means  to  quit  this  Ifle.      Ray,  And  that 
Amidft  their  Mutiny,   to  fave  your  Lives, 
You' got  their  Ship. 

SelJ.  All  is  moll  certain.  Sir. 
Ray.  Where  are  they  then  ?  Where  are  thefe  Men 
Or  Woman  ?  we  are  landed,  where  your  Faiths 
Did  aflure  us  we  could  not  mifs  their  Sights. 
For  this  good  News  we  took  ye  to  our  Mercy, 
Reliev'd  ye,  when  the  furious  Sea,  and  Famine 
Strove,    which  fliould   firft  devour  ye;    cloath'd,    and 

cherilht  ye  ; 
Us*d  ye  as  thofe  ye  fay  ye  are. 
Fair  Gentlemen,  now  keep  your  words,  and  (hew  us 
This  Company,  your  own  tree  Pities  fpoke  of, 

Thefe 
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Thefe  Men  ye  left  in  Mifery  ;  the  Woman. 
Men  of  thofe  noble  Breedings  you  pretend  to 
Should  fcorn  to  Jye,  or  get  their  Food  with  Falfhood  ; 
Dirt'<5]:  us,  come. 

Zcb.  Alas,  Sir,  they  arc  gone. 
But  by  what  Means,  or  Providence,  we  know  not. 

2  Sail.  Was  not  the  Captain 
A  Fellow  of  a  fiery,  yet  brave  Nature, 
A  middle  Sraturc,  and  of  brown  Complexion  ? 

Nic.   He  was,  Sir. 

Ray.  'Ts^diS  Albert^ 
And  my  poor  wretched  Sifter. 

2  Sail.  'Twas  he  certain, 
I  ha'  been  at  Sea  with  him,  many  times  at  Sea. 

Ray.  Come,  fhevv  us  thefe  Men  j 
Shew  us  prefently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us. 

Seh.  We  left  *em  here ;    What  fhould  we  fay,  Sir  ? 
here,  in 
This  Place.    i  Sail.  The  Earth  can't  fwallow  'em ;  they 

have 
No  Wings,  they  can't  fly  fure.     Ray.  You  told  us  too 
Of  heaps  of  Treafure,  and  of  Sums  conceaPd, 
That  fet  their  Heart  a-fire  ;  we  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
No  fuch  a  figR  •,  What  can  ye  fay  to  purge  ye  ? 
What  have  ye  done  with  theie  Men? 

Nic.  We,  Sir? 

Ray.  You,  Sir ; 
For  certain  I  believe  ye  iaw  fuch  People. 

Seh.  By  all  that's  good,  by  all  that's  pure  and  honeft. 
By  all  thai's  holy- 

Ray.  I  dare  n't  credit  ye  ; 
Ye've  fo  abus'd  my  hope,  that  now  I  hate  ye. 

I  Sail.  Let's  put  *em  in  their  ragged  Cloaths  again. 
Captain,  for  certain  they  are  Knaves,  let's  e'en 
Deliver  'em  to  their  old  fruitful  Farm  ;  ■?• 

Flere  let  'em  walk  the  Ifland.  1 

Seb.  If  ye  do  fo,  we  fhall  but  curfe  your  Mercies. 

Nic.  Rather  put  us  to  Sea  again. 

Ray.  Not  fo. 
Y^t  this  Pll  do  i  becaufe  ye  fay  ye're  Chriftians, 

Though 
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Though  !  hardly  credit  it  ;  bring  in  the  Boat, 
And  all  aboard  again,  but  thefe  two  Vv  retches  ; 
Yet  leave  *em  four  Days  Meat.     If  in  that  time 
CFor  I  will  fearch  all  Nooks  of  this  llrange  Ifland) 
I  can  difcover  any  Trad  of  thefe  Men, 
Alive  or  dead,  1*11  bear  ye  off,  and  honour  ye  ; 
If  not,  ye've  found  your  Graves  :  and  fo  farewel. 

\^Exeunt. 

Mc  That  Goodnefs  dwells  above,  and   knows  us  in- 
nocent. 
Comfort  our  Lives,  and  at  his  Pleafure  quit  us. 

Sel;.  Come  Coufin,  come,  old  Time  will  end  our  Story  ; 
But  no  time,  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  Glory.     \_Exeunf. 

Enter  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita, 
and  Juletta. 

Rof.  Ufe  *cm  with  all  th'  Aufterity  that  may  be. 

They  are  our  Slaves  -, 

Turn  all  thofe  Pities,  tender  Reludlations 

That  fhould  become  your  Sex,  into  ftern  Anger ; 

And  when  ye  look  on  *em,  look  with  thofe  Eyes 

That  wept  thofe  bitter  Sorrows, 

Thofe  Cruelties  ye  fuffer'd  by  their  Rapines. 

Some  five  Days  hence  that  bK-^fTed  Hour  comes 

Mofl:  happy  once  to  me,  that  knit  this  Hand 

To  my  dear  Husband's, 

And   both  our  Hearts  in  mutual    Bands.     That  hdurj 
Ladies- 
Cla.  What  of  that  hour  ? 
Rcf.  Why,  on  that  hour.  Daughter,' 
And  in  the  height  of  all  our  Celebrations, 
Our  dear  Remembrances  of  that  dear  Man, 
And  thofe  that  fuffer'd  with  him,  our  fair  Kinfmen, 
Their  Lives  fhall  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  Vengeance, 
Their  Lives  that  ruin'd  his ;  'tis  a  full  Juilice. 
I  will  look  glorious  in  their  Bloods  *,  and  the 
Mofl  noble  Spirit  of  Schajlian^ 
That  peri  (lit  by  the  Pride  of  thefe  French  Pirates, 
Shall  fmilc  in  Heav'n,  and  blefs  the  Hand  that  kiUM  'em. 
Look  rtri(ftly  all  unto  vour  Prifoaersj 

Vol.  IX.  '  I  For 
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For  he  that  makes  a  fcape  beyond  my  Vengeance, 

Or  entertains  a  hope  by  your  fair  Ufage • 

Take  heed,  I  fay,  {he  that  deceives  my  Truft 

Again  take   heed;    her  Life  and  that's  but   light 

neither  ; 
Her  life  in  all  the  Tortures 
My  Spirit  can  put  on All.  We  fliall  be  careful. 

Rof.  Do  fo.  {_Exit  Rofellia. 

Cla.  You're  angry  Mother,  and  ye're  old  too. 
Forgetting  what  Men  are  ;  but  we  lliall  temper  ye. 
Plow  fare  your  Prifoners,  Ladies  ?  in  what  forms 
Do  they  appear  in  their  AfBidions  ? 

Jul.  Mine  fare  but  poorly  ;  for  fo  Fm  commanded  ; 
'Tis  none  of  their  fault. 
^   Cla.  Of  what  fort  are  they  ? 

Jul.  They  Hiy  they're  Gentlemen,  but  they  (hew  Mun- 
grels. 

Cla.  How  do  they  fuffer  ? 

Jul.  Faith  like  Boys, 
They  are  fearful  in  all  Fortunes ;  when  I  fmile 
They  kneel,  and  beg  to  have  that  Face  continued. 
And  like  poor  Slaves,  adore  the  Ground  I  go  on. 
"When  I  frown,  they  hang  their  mofl  dejeded  Heads, 
Like  fearful  Sheep-hounds ;  Ihew  'em  a  cruft  of  Bread 
They'll  Saint  me  prefently  j  and  skip  like  Apes 
For  a  fup  of  Wine.     I'll  whip  'em  like  your  Hackneys, 
Saddle  'em,  ride  'em,  do  what  I  will  with  *em. 

Cla.  Tufli,  thefe  are  poor  things.      Have  they  Names 
like  Chrillians  ? 

Jul.V&vy  fair  Names ;  Franville,  Lamure  and  Morillat ; 
And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too. 
They  offer  very  handfomely. 
But  that  I  am  a  Fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 
They  are  found  too  upon  my  Confcience, 
Or  very  near  upon  it. 

Cla.  Fy,  away  Fool. 

Jul.  They  tell  me,  if  they  might  be  brought  before  you. 
They  would  reveal  things  of  flrange  confequence. 

Cla.  Their  bafe  poor  Fears. 

Jul.  Ay,  that  makes  me  hate  'em  too  ; 

For 
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For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  Sufferance, 
Sure  I  fhould  drain  a  point  or  two. 

Cla.  An  hour  hence  I  will  take  a  view  of  'em, 
And  hear  their  Bufinefs.     Are  your  Men  thus  too  ? 

Cro.  Mine  ?  gentle  Madam,  no,    mine  were  not  cail 
In  fuch  baie  Molds ;  Afflidions,  Tortures, 
Are  Nanjes  and  Natures  of  Delight,  to  my  Men  \ 
All  forts  of  Cruelties  they  meet  like  Pleafures.  :, 

)   have  but  two,  tiie  one  they  call  Du-pont, 
tibaU  Du-j'ont  j  the  ether  the  Ship-mafter. 

Cla    Have  they  not  Lives  and  Fears  .? 

Cro.  Lives  they  have.   Madam  i 
Bat  thofe  Lives  never  linkt  to  fuch  Companions 
As  Fears  or  Doubts  are. 

Cla.  Ufc  'em  nobly  ; 
And  where  you  find  fit  Subjects  for  your  Pitiesj 
Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous  ; 
My  Mother  will  not  always  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip.  Mine  are  Sailors,  Madam, 
But  thcv  deep  found,  and  feldom  trouble  me, 
Unlefs*t  be  when  they  dream  fometimes  of  Fights 
And  Temperts ;  then  they  rore  and 
Whiftle  for  Cans  of  Wine,  and  down  they  fling  me ; 
And  in  that  Rage,  ffor  they  are  violent  Fellows)      [mc  5 
They  play  fuch  Freaks.     If  they  have  Meat,   they  thank 
If  none. 

They  heartily  defire  to  be  hangM  quickly. 
And  this  is  all  tliey  care.     Cla,  Look  to  'em  diiigeutly. 
And  where  your  Cities  tell  ye  they  deferve, 
Give  Comfort. 

All.  We  will.  [^Exeuni. 

l_Cla,  Come  hither,  be  not  frighted : 

EntiT  Aminta, 

Think  not  ye  fteal  this  Liberty,  for  we  give  it ; 
Your  tender  Innocence  afTures  me,  Virgin, 
Ye  had  no  fhare  in  thofc  Wrongs  thefe  Men  did  us  | 
I  find  ye  are  not  hardncd  in  fuch  Mifchiefs. 
Your  Brother  was  mif-led  fure,  « 

Foully  mif-led. 

i  2  ^fm. 
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Amin.  How  much  I  fear  thefe  Pities ! 
Cla.  Certain  he  was,  fo  much  I  pity  him  j 
And  for  your  fake,  whofe  Eyes  plead  for  him  ;  nay. 
For  his  own  fake.   Amxn.  Ha !    Cla.  For  I  fee  about  him, 
(Women  have  fubtil  Eyes,  and  look  narrowly  ;) 
Or  I  am  much  abus'd  \  many  fair  Promifes  ; 
Nay  beyond  thofe  too,  many  fhadow'd  Virtues. 
ylmhi.  I  think  he's  good. 
Cla.  I  afllire  myfelf  he  will  be; 
And  out  of  that  Afilrance  take  this  Comfort, 
For  1  perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejected  ye. 

1  love  your  Brother 

Amin.  Madam ! 

Cla.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a  dream  of  favour, 
That  comforts  in  the  fleep,  and  awake  vaniflies  i 
Indeed  I  love  him. 
Amin.  Do  ye  indeed  ? 

Cla.  You  doubt  ftill,  'caufe  ye  fear  his  Safety  ; 
Indeed  he  is  the  fweeteft  Man  I  e*er  faw  ; 
I  think  the  beft.     Ye  may  hear  without  Blufhes, 
And  give  thanks,  if  ye  pleafe,  for  this  my  Courtefie. 
Ainin.  Madam,   I  ever  mufl  ;  yet  witnefs  Heav'n, 
They  are  hard  puli'd  from  me.     Believe  me.   Madam, 
So  many  Imperfedions  I  could  find, 
(Forgive  me,  Grace,  for  lying)  and  fuch  wants, 
('Tis  to  an  honeft  ufe)  fuch  Poverties, 
Both  in  his  main  Proportion,  and  his  Mind  too  j 
There  are  a  hundred  handfomer  ;  (I  lye  leudJy,) 
Your  noble  Ufage,  Madam,  hath  fo  bound  me  to  ye, 

That  I  muft  tell  ye 

Cla.  Come,  tell  your  vvorfl:. 
Amin.  He  is  no  Husband  for  ye. 
I  think  ye  mean  in  that  fair  way. 
Cla.  Ye've  hit  it. 
Amin.  Pm  fure 
Ye've  hit  my  Heart,  You  will  find  him  dangerous,  Madam, 
As  fickle  as  the  flying  Air,  proud,  jealous, 
Soon  glutted  in  your  Sweets,   and  foon  forgetful ; 
I  could  fay  more,  and  tell  ye  Pve  a  Brother, 
Another  Brother,  that  fo  far  excells  this, 

Both 


7*he  Sea-Voyage,  1 3  3 

Both  in  the  Ornaments  of  Man,  and  making. 

Cla,   If  you 
Were  not  his  Sifter,  I  fhould  doubt  ye  mainly  ; 
Doubt  ye  for  his  Love,  ye  deal  fo  cunningly. 
Do  not  abufe  me,  I  have  crufted  ye 
With  more  than  Life,  with  my  firft  Love ;  be  careful 
Of  me.  Amin,  In  what  ufe,  Madam?    C/^.  In  this.  Lady; 
Speak  to  him  for  me,  you  have  Power  upon  him  j 
Tell  him  I  Jove  him,  tell  him  I  dote  on  him  j 
It  will  become  your  Tongue. 

Am'in.  Become  my  Grave. 
O  Fortune,  O  curs*d  Fortune ! 

Cla.  Tell  him  his  Liberty, 
And  all  thofe  with  him  -,  all  our  Wealth  and  Jewels 
Good  Sifter,  for  I'll  call  ye  fo. 

Ainhi.  I  fhall.   Lady, 
E'en  die,  I  hope. 

Cla.  Here's  Meat  and  Wine,  pray  take  it. 
And  there  he  lies  -,  give  him  what  Liberty, 
But  ftill  conceal'd,  what  Pleafure  you  fhall  pleafe.    Sifter. 
He  fliall  ne'er  want  again.     Nay,  fee  an  you'll  take  it ! 
Why  do  you  ftudy  thus  ? 

Amin.  To  avoid  Mifchiefs,  if  they  e'er  ftiould  happen. 

Cla.  Go,  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Amin.  O  blind  Fortune  ! 
Yet  happy  thus  fir,  I  fhall  live  to  fee  him, 
In  what  Itrange  Defolation  lives  he  here  now  ? 
Sure  this  Curtain  will  reveal. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alh.  Who's  that?  ha! 
Some  gentle  Hand,  I  hope,  to  bring  me  Comfort.^ 
Or  if  it  be  my  Death,  'tis  fweetly  Ihadowed. 

Amin.  Have  ye  forgot  me.  Sir  ? 

Alh.  My  Aminta  ? 

Atnin.  She,    Sir, 
That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty_^Shadow ; 
One,  that  for  fome  few  Hours 
But  wanders  here,  carrying  her  own  fad  Coffin, 
Seeking  fome  defart  Place  to  lodge  her  Griefs  in. 

I  2  Alb. 
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Alh.  Sweet  Sorrow  welcome,  welcome  noble  Grief  j 
How  got  you  this  fair  Liberty  to  fee  me  ? 
For  Sorrows  in  your  Shape  are  Strangers  to  me. 
Amin.  I  come  to  counfel  ye. 
Alb.  YeVe  ftill  more  welcome  ; 
For  good  Friends  in  Afflictions  give  good  Counfels. 
Pray  then  proceed. 

Amin.  Pray  eat  firfi:,  ye  fliew  faint  j 
]Eiere's  Wine  too  to  refreQi  ye. 
Alb.   I  thank  ye,  Dear. 
Amin.  Drink  again. 

Alb,  Here's  to  our  Loves How  !  turn  and  weep ! 

pray  pledge  it, 
This  Happinefs  we  yet  have  left,  our  Hearts 

Are  free Not  pledge  it  ?     Why  ?  — 

(32)  Although  beneath  the  Ax  this  Health  were  holy. 
Why  do  ye  weep  thus  ? 

Amin.  I  am  come  to  woo  ye. 

Alb.  To  woo  me.  Sweet  ?  I'm  woo'd  and  won  already. 
You  know  I'm  yours.     This  pretty  way  becomes  ye. 
But  you  would 
Deceive  my  Sorrows  •,  that  is  your  intent. 

Amin.  1  would  I  could,  I  fhould  not  weep,  but  fmile. 
D'ye  like  your  Meat  and  Wine  ?  Alb.  Like  it  ?  Amin.  Do 

you  like 
Your  Liberty  ?     Alb.  All  thefe  I  well  may  like. 

Amin.  Then  pray  like  her  that  fent  'em. 
Do  ye  like  Wealth,  and  mod  unequal'd  Beauty  ? 
Alb.  Peace,  Dear,  indeed  you'll  make  me  angry. 
Amin.  Would  I  were  dead  that  ask  it. 
Then  ye  might  freely  like,  and  I  forgive  ye. 
i    Alb,  What  iike,  and  who  ?  Add  not  more  Mifery 
To  a  Man  that's  fruitful  in  Afflictions. 
Who  is't  you'd  have  me  like  ?  Who  fent  thefe  Comforts  ? 
Amin.  I  then  mull  tell, 
Alb.  Be  bold. 
Amin,  But  be  you  temperate. 

{32)  And  though  beneath ]    The  flight  Corruption  of  ^ind 

ihoi(gh  for  j^hhoughy  Mr.  Sevu^rd  faw  and  corre(^ed  with  me. 

If 
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If  you  be  bold,  I  die.     The  young  fair  Virgin—— 

(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old.)    O  hearken, 

And  wifely  hark — the  Governefs  Daughter, 

That  Scar  that  ftrikes  this  Ifland  full  of  wonder. 

That  blooming  Sweetnefs.  Alh.  What  of  her?  Am'in.  She 

fent  it; 
And  with  it 

It  muft  be  out        ■  fhe  dotes  on  ye,  ~ 

And  mud  enjoy  ye,  i:\{t  no  Joy  mud  find  ye. 

Alh.  And  have  you  th'  Patience  to  deliver  ih;s  ? 

Amin.  A  Sifter  may  fay  much,  and  modeftly. 

Alb.  A  Sifter  ? 

Amifi.  Yes,  that  Name  undid  ye. 
Undid  us  both  ;  had  ye  nam'd  Wife,  fti'ad  fear'd  ye. 
And  fear'd  the  Sin  flie  followed  ;  ftie  had  fhunn'd,  yea 
Her  Virgin  Modefty  had  not  touch*d  at  ye. 
But  thinking  you  were  free,  hath  kindled  a  Fire, 
I  fear  will  hardly  be  extinguilh'd. 

Alb.  Indeed  I  play'd  the  Fool. 

Ami/i.  O  my  beft  Sir,  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  Lies.  Truth,  though  it  trouble  fome  Minds, 
Some  wicked  Minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dangerous, 
Yet  it  preferves  itfcif,  comes  off  pure,  innocent. 
And  like  the  Sun,  though  never  fo  eclips'd, 
Muft  break  in  Glory.     O  Sir,  lye  no  more. 

Alb.  Ye've  read  me  a  fair  Ledlure, 
And  put  a  Spell  upon  my  Tongue  for  feigning. 
But  how  will  you  counfel  now  .'' 

Amin.  Ye  muft  ftudy  to  forget  me. 

Alb.  How.? 

Amin.  Be  patient. 
Be  wife  and  patient,  it  concerns  ye  highly. 
Can  ye  lay  by  our  Loves  ?  But  why  Ihould  I  doubt  it  ? 
You  are  a  Man,  and  Men  may  fhift  Affections  j 
'Tis  held  no  Sin.     To  come  to  the  Point, 
Ye  muft  lofe  me  ;  many  and  mighty  Reafons. 

Alb.  Hear  me,  Aminta ; 
Have  you  a  Man  that  loves  you  too,  that  feeds  ye, 
That  fends  ye  Liberty  .?    Has  this  great  Governefs 
A  noble  Son  too,  young,  and  apt  to  catch  ye  ? 

I  4  Ani 
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Am  I,  bccaufe  I  am  in  Bonds,  and  miferable. 

My  Health  decay *d,  my  Youth  and  Strength  half  blafted, 

My  Fortune,  like  my  waining  felf,  defpis'd  ? 

Am  I  for  this  forfaken  ?   A  new  Love  chole, 

And  my  Affeclions,  like  my  Fortunes,  Wanderers? 

Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it  •, 

(And  fhew'd  how  deep  a  Sin  it  was,   and  dangerous.) 

Take  heed  yourfelf ;  you  fwore  you  lov'd  me  dearly, 

No  few  nor  little  Oaths  you  fwore,   ylminta, 

Thofe  feal'd  with  no  fmall  Faith,    I  then  alTur'd  myfelf, 

O  feek  out  no  new  ways  to  cozen  Truth. 

jdmin.  I  do  not.   No,   by  Love  itfelf  I  love  thee, 
And  ever  mufl,   nor  can  all  Deaths  difTolve  it. 
jilb.   Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 
Amin.  For  your  fafety, 
To  preferve  your  Life. 

Aih.  My  Life,  I  do  confefs,  is  hers,  fhe  gives  it. 
And  let  her  take  it  back  again,   I  yield  it. 
My  Love's  entirely  thine,  none  fhall  touch  at  it ; 
None,  my  A?ninta^  none. 

A;}:in.  Ye've  made  me  happy, 
And  now  I  know  ye're  mine.  Fortune,  I  fcorn  thee. 
Go  to  your  refl,  and  I'll  fit  by  ye  -,  whilft  I 
Have  time  I'll  be  your  Mate,  and  comfort  ye. 
For  only  I  am  trufied :  You  fiiall  want 
Nought,  not  a  liberty  that  I  can  fteal  ye. 

Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  Loves,  Aminta  ? 
And  where  our  Wilhes  cannot  meet. 

Amin.  You're  v/anton, 
Bat  with  cold  KilTes  I'll  allay  that  Fever; 
Look  for  no  more,  and  that  in  private  too, 
Believe  me,  I  fhall  blufli  elfe. 
But,  let's  confidcr,  we  are  both  loft  elfe. 

Alb.  Let's  in,  and  prevent  Fate.  [Effeuni. 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  Tibalt  and  Majler, 

Tih.  Y'ou  do  well 
To  air  us.  Ladies,  we  Hiall  elfe  be  mufty. 
"'yVhat  are  your  wife  Wills  now  ? 

Cro.  You're  very  crank  flill, 

Jib. 
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Til.  Crank  as  a  Holy  Frier  fed  with  Hail-ftones. 
But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  Bulls  ? 

hiaft.  Ov  are  you  weary  of  the  Charge  ye're  at  ? 
Turn  us  abroad  again,  let  us  jog.  Ladies  -, 
We're  grofs,  and  coarfe,  unfit  for  your  fweet  Pleafures.  ] 

Tib.  Knock  off  our  Shoes, 
And  turn's  to  Grafs.     Cro.  You  are  determined 
Still  to  be  ftubborn  then?  it  well  becomes  ye. 

fih.  An  Humour,  Lady,  that  contents  a  Prifoner. 
A  fullen  Fit  fometimes  ferves  for  a  fecond  Courfe. 

Jul.  Ye  may  as  well  be  kind,  and  gain  our  Favours  \ 
Gain  Meat  and  Drink,  and  Lodging 
To  refl  your  Bones. 

Tth.  My  Bones  have  bore  me  thus  long. 
And  had  their  fhare  of  Pains  and  Recreations  ; 
If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  Companions. 
Cro.  Are  ye  thus  harfh  to  all  our  Sex? 
Maft.  We  cannot  be  merry  without  a  Fid]^r, 
Pray  Ibike  up  your  Tabors,  Ladies. 
Crc.  The  Fools  defpife  us. 

Jul.  We  know  ye  now  are  very  hungry.     Tih.  Yes, 
'Tis  very  wholfom,  Ladies; 
For  we  that  have  grofs  Bodies,  mufb  be  careful. 
Have  ye  no  piercing  Air  to  ftir  our  Stomachs? 
We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  Ordinary. 

Jul.  Why  Slaves, 
'Tis  in  our  Power  to  hang  ye.     Moft.  Very  likely. 
'Tis  in  our  Powers  then  to  JDe  hang'd,  and  fcorn  ye. 
Hanging's  as  fweet  to  us,  as  dreaming  to  you. 
Cro.  Come,  be  more  courteous. 
Jul.  Do,  and  then  ye  (hall 
Be  pleas'd,  and  have  ali  Neceffaries.     Tih.  Give  me 
Some  Ratsbane  then. 

Cro.  And  pray,  why  Ratsbane,  Mcnfieur  .^ 
Tib.  We  live  like  Vermine  here,  eat  up  your  Cheele, 
Your  mouldy  Cheefe,  that  none  but  Rats  would  bite  at ; 
Therefore  'tis  juft  that  Ratsbane  iTiould  reward  us. 
We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  Ploughs  are  broken  ; 
There  is  no  hope  of  Harved  this  Year,  Ladies. 
Jul.  Ye  fliall  have  all  content. 

Maft. 


13B  7^^  Sea-Voyage, 

Mcijl.  (33)  Ay,  an  wc'Jl  {zrvt  your  Uics. 
I'd  rather  fcrve  Hogs,  there  is  more  delight  in't ; 
Your  greedy  Appetites  are  never  fatislied  \ 
Like  hungry  Camels  juft,  fleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  Cud  ftill. 

Cro.  By  this  Hand  we'll  ftarve  ye. 

Mafi.  'Tis  a  noble  Courtefy.    I  had  as  lief  yc 
Should  famifli  me,  as  founder  mc  ;  to  be 
Jaded  to  Death,  's  fit  only  for  a  Hackney. 
Here  be  certain  Tarts  of  Tar  about  me. 
And  parcels  of  Potargo  in  my  Jerkin, 
As  long  as  thefe  lad  — 

Jul.  Which  will  not  lad  ever. 

Tih.  Then  we'll  eat  one  another  like  good  Fellows. 
A  Shoulder  of  his  for  a  Haunch  of  mine. 

Jul.  *Tis  excellent. 

Tih.  'Twill  be  as  we'll  drefs  it,  Ladies. 

Cro.  Why  fure  ye  are  not  Men  ? 

Maft,  Ye  had  bcft  come  fearch  U5, 
A  Seaman  is  feldom  without  a  fait  Eel. 

Tib.    I  am  bad  enough. 
And  in  my  Nature  a  notorious  Wencher ; 
And  yet  ye  make  me  blufh  at  your  Immodefty. 
Tell  me,  good  Mafter,  didft  e'er  fee  fuch  things  ? 

M(ift.  I  could  like  'em,  tho'  they  were  lewdly  giv'n, 
If  they  could  fay  no,  but  fie  on  'em. 
They  gape  like  Oyfters. 

lAb.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  ftarve  us  j 
But  your  commanding  Impuderce  fhall  never 
Fear  us.    Had  ye  by  blulliing  Signs,  foft  Cunnings, 
Crept  into  us,  and  fhew'd  us  your  Ntceffities ; 
We'd  met  your  Purpofes,  fupply'd  your  Wants. 

F"(33)  ^'>  ar.d  ive'll  fcrvc  your  Vfes.']  I  don't  fay  that  this  is  not 
Senitr  when  fpoke  ironically  by  the  Majler,  but  I  believe  that  it  was 
originally  defign'd  for  Crocale,  as  there  appears  then  more  Humour  in 
the  Maf.cri  blunt  Reply.  Mr.  Senxarei. 

I  can't  think  with  Mr.  Scivard  that  this  Lire  is  at  all  mifplac'd,  'tis  a 
fevere  Srccr  upon  their  Keepers,  and  fuch  as  could  come  from  no  one  with 
greater  Prcpriery  than  liim  who  fpcaks  it.  The  Difficulty  in  the  Senfc 
of  the  Line  confilts  in  millaking  the  meaning  of  Aud^  which  here  Hands 
for  If, 

We 
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We  are  no  Saints  Ladies ; 

I  love  a  good  Wench  as  I  love  my  Life, 

And  with  my  Life  I  will  maintain  my  Love ; 

But  fuch  a  fordid  Impudence  I'll  fpit  at. 

Let's  to  our  Dens  again.     Come,  noble  Mafler. 

You  know  our  Minds,  Ladies:  This  is  the  Faith 

In  which  we*ll  die.  [Exeunt  Tibalt  and  Majler'. 

Cro.  1  do  admire  'em. 

Jul.  They 
Are  noble  Fellows,  and  rhey  fhall  not  want. 
For  this.     Cro.  But  fee,  Clarinda  comes.  Farewel, 
I'll  to  my  Charge.  lExit, 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Cla.  Bring  out  thofe  Prifoners  now,  and  let  me  fee  'em, 

And  hear  their  bufmefs. 

Jul.  I  will.  Madam.  \_Exit, 

Cla.  I  hope  (he  hath  prevail'd  upon  her  Brother. 

Sh'as  a  fweet  Tongue,  and  can  defcribe  the  Happinefs 

My  Love  is  ready  now  to  fling  on  him. 

And  fure  he  muft  be  glad,,  and  certain,  wonder, 

And  blefs  the  Hour  that  brought  him  to  this  Ifland. 

1  long  to  hear  the  full  Joy  that  he  labours  with. 

Enter  Juletta,  Morillat,  Franville,  and  Lamure. 

Mor.  Blefs  thy  Divine  Beauty. 

Fran.  Mirror  of  Sweetnefs. 

La7n.  Ever-fpringing  Brightnefs, 

Cla.  Nay,  ftand'up  Gentlemen,  and  leave  your  Flatteries. 

Mor.  She  calls  us  Gentlemen,  fure  we  fhall  have 
Some  Meat  now. 

Cla.  I  am  a  mortal  Creature,  worfhip  Heav'n, 
And  give  thefe  Attributes  to  their  Divinities. 
Methinks  ye  look  but  thin.     Mor.  Oh  we  are  flarv'd. 
Immortal  Beauty.     L^w.  We're  all  poor  ftarv'd  Knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  Liberty  nor  Meat,  Lady. 

Mor.  We  were  handfome  Men,  and  Gentlemen,  and 
fweet  Men, 
And  were  once  gracious  in  the  Eyes  of  Beauties ; 
But  now  we  look  like  Rogues,  like  poor  (larv'd  Rogues. 

Cla. 
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da.  What  would  ye  do,  if  ye  were  to  die  now? 

Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepar*d.    If  you  vviil  hang  us, 
Let's  have  a  good  Meal  or  two  to  die  with, 
To  put  us  into  heart. 

Mor.  Or  if  you'll  drown  us. 
Let  us  be  drunk  firft,  that  we  may  die  merrily, 
And  blels  the  Founders. 

Cia.  Ye  fhan't  die  fo  haftlly. 
What  dare  ye  all  do  to  deferve  my  Favour? 

Lam.  Put  us  to  any  Service. 

Fran.  Any  Bondage, 
Let's  but  live. 

Mor.  \Ve'll  get  a  world  of  Children,  for  we  know 
Ye*re  unp-ovided  hainoufly  that  way  ; 
And  ye  Ihull  beat  us  whene'er  we  offend  ye ; 
Beat  us  aba::dantly,  and  take  our  Meat  from*s. 

Cla.  Th.efe  are  weak  abjed:  things,  that  fhew  ye  poor  ones. 
What's  the  great  Service  ye  fo  oft  have  threatned. 
If  ye  might  fee  me  bur,  and  win  my  Favour  ? 

Jul.  That  bufinefs  of  Difcov'ry. 

Mor.  Oh  PU  tell  ye  Lady.- 

Lam.  And  fo  will  I. 

Fran.  And  1.     Pray  let  me  fpeak  firft. 

Mor.  Good,  no  Confufion. 
We  are  before  a  Lady  that  knows  Manners ; 
And  by  the  next  Meat  I  fhall  eat  'tis  certain. 
This  little  Gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with  uS' 

Cla.  Your  Captain's  Sifter,  fhe  you  mean  ?    Mor.  Ay,  ay. 
She  is  the  bufinefs  that  we'd  open  to  ye. 
You're  cozen'd  in  her. 

Lam.  How,  what  is't  you  would  open  ? 

Fran.  She  is  no  Sifter. 

Mor.  Good  Sirs,  how  quick  you  are. 
She  is  no  Sifter,  Madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his 

Mor.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Cla.  What  is  fhe  ? 

Mor.  Faith,  fweet  Lady, 
She's  as  a  Man  would  fay,  his  — — 

Qa.  What? 

Lam, 
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Lam.  His  Miftrefs. 

Mor.  Or,  as  fome  new  Tranflators  read,  his  — 

Clar.  Oh  me! 

Mor.  And  why  he  fhould  delude  you  dius,  unlefs 

He  meant  fome  Villany, thefe  ten  Weeks  he  has 

Had  her  at  Sea,  for  his  own  proper  Appetite. 

Lam.  His  Cabin  Mate,  I'll  affure  ye. 

Cla.  No  Sifter,  fay  ye  ? 

Mor.  No  more  than  I  am  Brother  to  your  Beauty. 
I  know  not  why  he  fliould  juggle  thus. 

Cla.  Do  not  lye  to  me. 

Mor.  If  ye  find  me  Jye,  Lady,  hang  me  empty. 

Cla.  How  am  I  fool'd  ?  away  with  *em,  Juletta, 
And  feed  'em. 

But  hark  ye,  with  fuch  Food  as  they've  giv'n  me. 
New  Mifery ! 

Fran.  Nor  Meat  nor  Thanks  for  all  this  ?  [^Exii, 

Cla.  Make  'em  jriore  wretched. 
Oh  I  could  burft!  curfe  and  kill  now, 
Kill  any  thing  I  meet.     Jtilettay  follow  me, 
And  call  the  reft  along. 

Jul.  We  follow,  Madam.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 

A?nin.  I  muft  be  gone  now,  nlk  fhe  may  fufpecfl  me; 
How  fliall  I  anfwer  her.'' 

Jib.  Tell  her  diredly. 

J7nin.  That  were  too  fudden,  too  improvident; 
Fires  of  this  Nature  muft  be  put  out  cunningly. 
They  will  wafte  all  come  near  *em  eJfe.     Farewel 
Once  more.     Alb.  Farewel,  and  keep  my  Love  entire. 
Nay,  kifs  me  once  again,  methinks  we  fhould 
Not  part.     Ajjiin.  Oh,  Sir,  be  wife.  ' 

Alb.  Nay,  one  Kifs  more. 

Amin.  Indeed  you're  wanton ; 
We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Clarinda,  Julecta,  Crocale  and  Hippolita. 

Cla.  Out,  thou  bafe  Woman, 
ril  ihoot  'em  both. 

Cro. 
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Cro.  Nay  flay,  brave  Lady,  hold ; 
A  fudden  Death  cuts  off  a  nobler  Vengeance; 

Cla.  Am  1  made  Bawd  to  your  lafcivious  Meetings? 
Are  ye  grown  fo  wile  in  Sin  !  Shut  up  that  Viilany  j 
And  Sirrah,  now  expeft  my  utmoil  Anger. 
Let  him  there  ftarve. 

Alh.  I  at  your  Mifchiefs  mock.  [Exit, 

Cla.  Tie  that  falfe  Witch 
Unto  that  Tree,  there  let  the  favage  Beads 
Gnaw  her  SweetnefsorT,  and  Snakes  embrace  her  Beauties  •, 
Tie  her,  and  watch  that  none  relieve  her.     Hip.  We  could 
Willi  ye  better  Fortune,  Lady,  but  daren't  help  ye. 

Amin.  Be  your  own  Friends,  I  thank  ye. 
Now  only  my  laft  Audit,  and  my  greateft  -, 
Oh  Heav'n  !  be  kind  unto  me. 
And  if  it  be  thy  Will,  preferve. 

Enter  Raymond. 

Ray.  Who's  this  ? 
Sure  'tis  a  Woman  ;  I  have  trod  this  Place, 
And  found  much  footing;  now  I  know  'tis  peopl'd. 
Ha,  let  me  fee  !  it  is  her  Face.     Oh  Heav'n ! 
Turn  this  way.  Maid. 

J}}iin.  Oh  Raymond^  oh  my  Brother. 

Ray.    Her  Tongue  too ;    'tis  my  Sifter ;  what  rude 
Hand  .? 
Nay  kifs  me  firft.  Oh  Joy ! 

Amin.  Fly,  fly,  dear  Brother, 
You  are  loft  elfe. 

jfiil  A  Man,  a  Man,  a  new  Man.'  < 

Ray.  What  are  thefc .? 

Enter  Julctta,  Crocale,  and  Clarinda? 

Cro.  An  Enemy,  an  Enemy. 

Cla.  Difpatch  him, 
Take  him  off,  flioot  him  ftraight. 

Ray.  [  dare  not  ufe  my  Sword,  Ladles, 
Againft  fuch  comely  Foes. 

Amin.  Oh  Brother,  Brother  f 

Cla. 
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Cla.  Away  with  'em,  and  in  dark  Prifons  bind  'em. 
One  Word  reply'd  ye  die  both.  Now  brave  Mother, 
Follow  thy  noble  Angur,  and  I'll  help  thee.  [^Exeunt, 


ACT     V.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Juletta,  and  Hfppolita. 

Rof.  JAM  deaf  to  your  Intreaties ;  ihe  that  moves  me 

X  For  Pity  or  CompafTion  to  thefe  Pirates 
Digs  up  her  Father's,  or  her  Brother's  Tomb, 
And  fpurns  about  their  Afhes. 
Couidil  thou 

Remember  what  a  Father  thou  hadft  once,' 
*Twould  fteel  thy  Heart  againft  all  foolifh  Pity. 
By  his  Memory, 

And  the  Remembrance  of  his  dear  Embraces 
I'm  taught,  that  in  a  noble  Caule  Revenge  is  noble  \ 
And  they 

Shall  fall  the  Sacrifices,  to  appeafe 
His  wandring  Ghoft,  and  my  incenfed  Fury. 

Cla.  The  new  come  Prifoner  too? 

RoJ.  He  too  ;  yet  that  we  m.iy  learn 
Whether  they  are  the  fame,  or  nearally'd 
To  thofe  that  forc'd  me  to  this  cruel  Courfe, 
Better  their  poor  Allowance,  and  permit  'em 
To  meet  together,  and  confer. 
Within  the  diftance  of  your  Ear ;  perhaps 
They  may  difcover  fomething  that  may  kill 
Defpair  in  me,  and  be  a  means  to  fave  'em 
From  certain  Ruin. 

Cro.  That  ihall  be  my  Charge. 

Rof,  Yet  to  prevent 
All  hope  of  Refcue,  (for  this  new-come  Captain 
Hath  both  a  Ship  and  Men  not  far  from  us. 
Though  ignorant  to  find  the  only  Port, 
That  can  yield  Entrance  to  our  happy  Ifland  ) 
Guard  the  Place  ftrongly,  and  ere  the  next  Suri" 

Ends 
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Ends  Ills  diurnal  Progrefs,  I  wiiJ  be 

Happy  in  my  Revenge,  or  fct  'em  tree.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  a7id  Hippolita. 
A  Table  furnipd. 

Cro.  So,  ferve  it  plentifully,  and  lofe  not  time 
T*  enquire  the  Caufe  i  there  is  a  main  defign 
That  hangs  upon  this  Bounty.     See  the  Table 
P'urnifli'd  with  Wine  too,  that  difcovers  Secrets 
Which  Tortures  cannot  open  ;  open  th*  Doors  too 
O'  th'  feveral  Prifons,  and  give  all  free  Entrance 
Into  this  Room. 
I  can  here  undifcovered  mark  all. 

Enter  Tibalt  and  Majler. 

Here's  Captain  Carelefs^  and  the  tough  Ship-mafter  5 
The  Slaves  arc  nos'd  like  Vultures, 
How  wild  they  look ! 

"Tib.  Ha! 
The  Myftery  of  this,  fome  good  Hob-goblin 
Rife  and  reveal.     Majl.  I  am  amaz'd  at  it ; 
Nor  can  I  found  th'  Intent.     Tib.  Is  not  this  Bread  ; 
Subflantial  Bread,  not  painted  ? 

Maji.  But  take  heed. 
You  may  be  poifon'd. 

Tib.  I  am  fure  I'm  familh'd ; 
And  Famine, 

As  the  wife  Man  fays,  gripes  the  Guts  as  much 
As  any  Mineral.     This  may  be  Treacle 
Sent  to  prefer ve  me 

After  a  long  Faft ;  or  be't  Viper" &  Spittle, 
I'll  run  the  hazard.     Maft.  We  are  paft  all  fear, 
I'll  take  part  with  ye.     Tib.  Do  -,  and  now  i'faith. 
How  d'ye  feel  yourfelf  ?  I  find  great  Eafe  in't. 
What's  here .'' 

Wine,  an  it  be  thy  Will  j  flrong  lufty  Wine —  [Drinks. 
Well,  Fools  may  talk 
Of  Mithridate.^  of  Cordials^  and  Elixirs  ; 
But  from  my  Youth  this  was  my  only  Phyfick. 
Here's  a  Colour, 

What 
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What  Lady's  Cheek,  though  cerus'd  ov'r,  comes  near  it  ? 

It  fparkles  too  ;  hangs  out  Diamonds. 

Oh  my  Sweet-heart,  how  I  will  hug  thee. 

Again,  and  again! 

They  are  poor  Drunkards,  and  not  worth  thy  Favours, 

That  number  thy  moid'  Kiires  in  thefe  Cryftals. 

Maft.  But  Monfieur, 
Here  are  Buckets,  and  fweet  Difhes. 

I'll).  Tufh,  Boys- Meat, 
I'm  paft  it  -,  here  is  ftrong  Food  fit  for  Men  ; 
Nedar,  old  Lad.     Miftrefs  of  merry  Hearts, 
Once  more  Tm  bold  with  you.  ^ 

Mafl.  Take  heed,  Man,  too  much 
Will  breed  Diftemper.     Tih.  Haft:  thou  liv*d  at  Sea 
The  mod  part  of  thy  Life,  where  to  be  fober. 
While  we  have  Wine  aboard,  is  capital 
Treafon  ;  and  doft  thou  preach  Sobriety? 

Maft.  Prithee  forbear,  we  may  offend  in  it ; 
We  know  not 

For  whom  it  was  provided.     Tih.  I  am  fure 
For  me*,  therefore /o^/r^,  when  I  4m  full. 
Let  *em  hang  me, 
1  care  not. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Raymond,  Lamure,  Morillat, 
and  Franville,  federally. 

Maft.  This  has  been  his  Temper  ever. 
See,  provoking  Difhcs ;  candid  Eringoes^ 
And  Potatoes, 

Tih.  ril  not  touch  'em,  I  will  drink  ; 
But  not  a  Bit  on  a  March, 
I'll  be  an  Eunuch  rather. 

Maft.  Who  are  thefe  } 

Tih.  Marry,  who  you  will ; 
I  keep  my  Text  here. 

jilb,  Raymond  ! 

Ray.  Albert! 

Tib.  Away,  Til  be  drunk  alone  ; 
Keep  off  Rogues,  or  I'll  belch  ye  into  Air; 
Not  a  drop  here. 

Vol.  IX.  K  Jmin, 


146  The  Sea-Voyage, 

Amm.  Dear  Brother  put  not  in  your  Eyes  fuch  Anger ; 
Thofe  Locks,  with  lury  poifon'd,  fliot  at  him, 
Reflccl  on  me.     Brother,  look  milder,  or 
The  Cryftal  of  his  Temperance  will  turn 
Them  on  yourfelf.     jilh.  Sir,  I  have  fought  ye  long 
To  find  your  Pardon  -,  you  have  plough'd  the  Ocean, 
To  wreak  you  Vengeance  on  me,  for  the  Rape 
Of  this  fair  Virgin.     Now  our  Fortune  guides  us 
To  meet  on  fuch  hard  Terms,  that  we  need  rather 
A  mutual  Pity  of  our  prefent  State, 
Than  to  expoftulate  of  Breaches  pafl, 
Which  cannot  be  made  up.     And  though  it  be 
Far  from  your  Power,  to  force  me  toconfefs 
That  I  have  done  ye  wrong,  or  fuch  SubmifTion 
Failing  to  make  my  Peace,  to  vent  your  Anger, 
You  being  yourfelf  flav'd,  as  I  to  others  $ 
Yet  for  your  Sifter's  fake,  her  blefled  fake. 
In  part  of  Recompence  of  what  fhe'as  fufFer'd 
For  my  rafh  Folly  ;  the  Contagion 
Of  my  black  A6fions,  catching  hold  upon 
Her  purer  Innocence,  I  crave  your  Mercy  ; 
And  wifli  however  feveral  Motives  kept  us 
From  being  Friend?,  while  we  had  hope  to  live, 
I-et  Death,  which  we  expeft,  and  cannot  fly  from. 
End  all  Contention,     ^ih.  Drink  upon  it,  it 
Is  a  good  Motion  ;  ratify't  in  Wine, 
And  'tis  authentical.     Ray.  When  I  confider 
The  ground  of  our  long  Difftrence,  and  look  on 
Our  not  to  be  avoided  Miferies, 
It  doth  beget  in  me  I  know  not  how 
A  foft  religious  Tendernefs ;  which  tells  me. 
Though  we  have  many  Faults  to  anfwer  for 
Upon  our  own  Account,  our  Father's  Crimes 
Are  in  us  punifh'd.     Oh  Aibert^  the  Courfe 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich,  was  fure  not  honcft, 
Nor  can  that  Friendfhip  laff,  which  Virtue  joins  not. 
When  firft  they  forc'd  th'  induftrious  Portugals 
From  their  Plantations  in  the  Happy  IJlandi       • 

Cro.  This  is  that  I  watch  for. 

v;-i.  Ray, 
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Ray,  And  did  omit  no  Tyranny,  which  Men, 
Inur*d  to  Spoil  and  Mifchief,  could  infiid. 
On  the  griev'd  Sufferers  j  when  by  lawJefs  Rapine 
They  reap'd  the  Harveft,  which  their  Labours  lbw*d  ; 
And  not  content  to  force  'em  from  their  dwelling. 
But  laid  for  'em  at  Sea,  to  ravifli  from  *em 
The  laft  remainder  of  their  Wealth  ;  then,  then^ 
After  a  long  purfuit,  each  doubting  other. 
As  guilty  of  the  FortiigaU  efcape. 
They  did  begin  (34)  to  quarrel,  like  ill  Men  ; 
(Forgive  me  Piety,  that  I  call  *em  fo) 
No  longer  Love  or  Correfpondcnce  holds. 
Than  it  is  cemented  with  prey  or  profit: 
Then  did  they  turn  thefe  Swords  they  oft  had  bloodyM 
With  innocent  Gore,  upon  their  wretched  felves. 
And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  Cruelty 
Shewn  to  SehaftiaHy  and  his  Colony, 
By  being  fatal  Enemies  to  each  other. 
Thence  grew  Jfninta\  Rape,  and  my  defirc 
To  be  reveng'd.     And  now  obferve  the  ilTue  ; 
As  they  for  fpoil  forgot  CompafTion 
To  Women,  (who  fhould  ever  be  exempted 
From  the  Extremities  of  a  lawful  War) 
We  now,  young  able  Men,  are  fall*n  into 
The  Hands  of  Women  ;  that,  againffc  the  fufr. 
Soft  tendernefs  familiar  to  their  Sex, 
Will  Ihew  no  Mercy. 

Enter  Crocale. 

Cro.  None,  unlefs  you  fhew  us 
Our  long  loft  Husbands. 
We  are  thofe  Portugah  you  talk'd  of. 

Ray.  Stay, 
I  met  upon  the  Sea  in  a  tall  Ship 

(34)   «— —  to  quarrel,  like  in  Mn: ; 

{Forgive  my  Piety,  that  I  call  ^em  fo)  ]  Mr.  SewarJ  con- 
curred with  me  in  not  only  pointing  out  the  Corruptions  of  thefe  two 
Lines,  but  likewife  in  the  Correflion  of  'em  ;  and  'tis  with  no  little 
Pleafure  that  1  can  lell  him,  they  are  both  confirm'd  by  the  Copy 
of  1647, 
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Two  Portu^ah^  famifh'd  almoft  to  Death. 

Tih.   Our  Ship,  by  this  Wine, 
And  ttiofe  the  Rogues  that  dole  her. 
Left  us  to  famifh  in  rhele  birren  Iflands. 

Ray.  Some  fuch  Tale  thcv  told  me. 
And  Ibmething  of  a  Woman,  which  I  find 
To  be  my  Sifter.     Cro.  Where  are  thefe  Men?      Ray.  I 
Left  'em,  fuppofing  they'd  deluded  me 
With  forg'd  Tales,  in  the  Ifland,  where  they  faid 
They  had  liv'd  many  Years,  the  wretched  Owners 
Of  a  huge  mafs  of  Trealure.     Alb.  The  fame  Men  ; 
And  that  the  fatal  Muck  we  quarrell'd  for. 

Cro.  They  were  Portu^ah.^  you  fliy  ?  " 

Ray.  So  they  profels'd. 

Cro.  They  may  prove  fuch  Men  as  may  fave  your  Lives ; 
And  fo  much  1  am  taken  with  fair  hope. 
That  I  will  hazard  Life  to  be  refolv'd  on't : 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Ray.  My  Ship  lies  by  the  Rivcr*s  Mouth, 
That  can  convey  ye  to  thefe  wretched  Men, 
Which  you  defire  to  Ice. 

Cro.  Back  to  your  Prifons, 
And  pray  for  the  Succefs ;  if  they  be  thofe 
Which  I  defire  to  find,  you're  lafe;  if  nor, 
Prepare  to  die  to  Morrow  ;  for  the  World 
Cannot  redeem  ye.     Alh.  Howe'er,  we  are  arm'd 
For  either  Fortune.  [^ExU, 

Tib.  What  muft  come  of  me  now. 
That  I  am  not  difmifs'd  ? 

Cro.  Oh  Sir,  I  purpofe 
To  have  your  Company. 

Tib.  Take  heed,  wicked  Woman, 
I'm  apt  to  Mifchief  now, 

Cro.   You  can't  be  fo 
Unkind,  to  her  that  gives  you  Liberty. 

Tib.   No, 
I  fhail  be  too  kind,  that's  the  Devil  on't; 
I've  had  ftore  of  good  Wine  ;  and  when  Fm  drunk, 
Joan  is  a  Lady  to  me,  and  I  (hall  lay 


About  me  like  a  Lord  ;,  I  feel  ftrange  Motions 


Avoid 
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Avoid  me.  Temptation, 

Cro.  Come,  Sir,  PJi  help  ye  in.  [Exenf^t, 

Enter  Sebaftian  md  Nicufa. 

Nic.  What  may  that  be 
rhat  moves  upon  the  Lake  ? 

Seb.  Still  it  draws  nearer. 
And  now  I  plainly  can  difcern  it. 
It  is  the  French  Ship. 

Nic.  And  in  it  a  Woman, 
Who  feems  t'invite  us  to  her.     Seh.  Still  fh:  calls 
With  Signs  of  Love  to  haften  unto  her. 
So  lovely  hope  doth  ftill  appear  i 
I  feel  nor  Age,  nor  Weaknefs. 

Nic.  Though*t  bring  Death, 
To  us  'tis  Comfort  j  and  defcrves  a  meeting. 
Or  elfe  Fortune  tir*d  with  what  we've  fuffered. 
And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be. 
Now  fets  a  Period  to  our  Mifery.  [ii'.ww;;/. 

[Horrid  Mvfick. 

Enter  fever  ally  t  Raymond,  Albert,  ^wr/ Aminta. 

Ray.  What  dreadful  founds  are  thcfe  ? 

Afnin.  Infernal  Mufick, 
Fit  for  a  bloody  Feaft. 

Alb.  It  feems  prepar'd 
To  kill  our  Courages,  e'er  they  divorce 
Our  Souls  and  Bodies. 

Ray.  But  they  that  fearlefs  fall. 
Deprive  them  of  their  Triumph. 

[A'i  Altar  fr^p^r'a. 
Enter  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Juletta,  Hippohta,  (Jc. 

Amin.  See  the  Furies, 
In  their  full  trim  of  Cruelty. 

Rof.  'Tis  the  laft 
Duty  that  I  can  pay  to  my  dead  Lord  ; 
Set  out  the  Altar,  I  myfelf  will  be 
The  Prieft,  and  boldly  dothofe  horrid  Rites 
You  Ihake  to  think  on  ;  lead  thefe  Captains  nearer. 
For  they  fhall  have  the  Honour  to  fall  firft 
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To  my  Sebaj^ian's  Afhes  >  and  now  Wretches, 

As  I  am  taught  already,  that  you  are. 

And  lately  by  your  free  Confcflion, 

French  Pirates,  and  the  Sons  of  thofe  I  hate. 

E'en  equal  with  the  Devil ;  hear  with  Horror, 

What  'tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  Courfe, 

And  what  you  are  to  fufFer. 

No  Amazons  we,  but 

Women  of  Portugal,  that  muft  have  from  you 

Sebafttan  and  Nkufa  ;  we  are  they 

That  groan'd  beneath  your  Fathers  Wrongs.  We  are 

Thofe  wre re hed  Women, 

Their  Injuries  purfu'd,  and  overcook  ; 

And  from  the  fid  Remembrance  of  our  Lofles 

We  are  taught  to  be  cruel  -,  when  we  were  forc'd 

From  that  fweet  Air  we  breath*d  in,  by  their  Rapine, 

And  foufjit  a  Piace  of  being ;  as  the  Seas 

And  Winds  confpir'd  with  their  ill  Purpofes, 

To  load  us  wiih  Afflidions  in  a  Storm 

That  fell  upon  us ;  the  two  Ships  that  brought  us. 

To  feek  new  Fortunes  in  an  unknown  World 

Were  fever'd  ;  th*  one  bore  all  the  able  Men, 

Our  Treafure  and  our  Jewels  ;  in  the  other. 

We  Women  were  embark*d,  and  fell  upon. 

After  long  toffing  in  the  troubled  Main, 

This  pieafant  Ifland ;  but  in  a  few  Months, 

The  Msn  that  did  conduct  us  hither,  dy*d. 

We  long  before  had  given  our  Husbands  loft  : 

Remembring  what  we'd  fuifer'd  by  the  French^ 

We  took  a  lolemn  Oarh,  ne'er  to  admit 

The  curs'd  Society  of  Men  :  NecelTity 

Taught  us  thofe  Arts,  not  ufual  to  our  Sex, 

And  the  fertile  Earth  yielding  abundance  to  us. 

We  did  refolve,  thus  fhap'd  like  Amazons 

To  end  our  Lives  •,  but  when  you  arriv'd  here. 

And  brought  as  Prefents  to  us,  our  own  Jewels, 

Thofe  which  were  born  in  the  other  Ship ■ 

How  can  ye  hope  to  Tcape  our  Vengeance  ? 

Amin.  It  boots  not  then  to  fwear  our  Innocence  ? 

Alb.  Or  that  we  never  forc*d  it  from  the  Owners  ? 
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Ray.  Or  that  they  are  a  Remnant  of  that  Wreck, 
And  not  tar  off?     Rof.  All  you  affirm,   I  know,  is 
But  to  win  time  ;  thtfrefore  prepare  your  Throats, 
The  World  Hiall  nor  redeem  ye  i  and  that  your  Cries 
May  find  no  Entrance  to  our  Ears,  to  move 
Pity  in  any,  bid  ioud  Mufick  found 
Their  fatal  Knells ;  if  ye  have  Prayers  ufe  *em 
Quickly,  to  any  Power  will  own  ye  9  but 
Ha! 

EnlsY  Crocale,  Sebaftian,  Nicufa  and  Tibalt. 

Who  are  thefe  ?  What  Spe6lacles  of  Misfortune  ? 
Why  are  their  Looks  fo  full  of  Joy  and  Wonder  ? 

Cro.  Oh !  Lay  by 
Thcfe  Inftruments  of  Death,  and  welcome  to 
Your  Arms,  what  you  durfl:  never  hope  t'imbrace  : 
This  is  Sebajliatty  this  JNicufa^  Madam, 
Preferv'd  by  Miracle:  Look  up,  dear  Sir, 
And  know  your  own  Rofellia  ;  be  not  loft 
In  Wonder  and  Amazement  ;  or  if  Nature 
Can,  by  Inftind:,  inftrufl  you  what  it  is. 
To  be  blefled  with  the  Name  of  Father,  freely 
Enjoy't  in  this  fair  Virgin.     Seh.  Though  my  Miferies, 
And  many  Years  of  Wants  I  have  endur'd, 
May  well  deprive  me  of  the  Memory 
Of  all  Joys  paft  \  yet  looking  on  this  Building, 
This  ruin'd  Building  of  a  heav*nly  Form 
In  my  Rofellia  ;  I  mud  remember, 
I  am  Sehaflian.  Rof.  Oh  my  Joys!  Scb.  And  here, 
I  fee  a  perfedl  Model  of  thyfclf. 
As  thou  wert  when  thy  Choice  firft  made  thee  mine  : 
Thefe  Cheeks  and  Fronts,  though  wrinkled  now  with  Time 
Which  Arc  cannot  rcftore,  had  equal  Purcnefs 
Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  as  much  ravifliing : 
Which  by  fair  Order  and  SuccelTion, 
I  fee 

Defcend  on  her ;  and  may  thy  Virtues  wind 
Into  her  Form,  and  make  her  a  perfed:  Dower, 
No  Part  of  thy  fweet  Goodnefs  wanting  to  her. 
I  will  not  now,  Rofellia^  ask  thy  Fortunes, 
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Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine  -, 

Thofe  fhall  hereafter  ferve  to  make  glad  Hours 

In  their  Relation :  All  paft  Wrongs  forgot  •, 

I'm  glad  to  fee  you,  Gentlemen  j  but  moll, 

Thit  it  is  in  my  Power  to  fave  your  Lives  -, 

Yo'j  fav'd  ours,  when  we  were  near  ftarvM  at  Sea, 

And  I  defpair  not for  if  fhe  be  mine, 

RofelUa  can  deny  Sehajlian  nothing. 

Rof.  She  does  give  up  herfelf, 
Her  Power  and  Joys,  and  all,  to  you,  to  be 
Diicharged  of  *em  as   too  burthenfomej 
Welcome  in  any  Shape. 

Seb,  {25)  ^''■j  ^"  your  Looks, 
I  read 

Your  Suit  of  my  Clarinda ;  fhe  is  yours  5 
And  Lady,  if  *t  be  in  me  to  confirm 
Your  Hopes  in  this  brave  Gentleman,  prefumc 
I  am  your  Servant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you.  Sir. 
jimin.  Oh  happy  Hour  ! 
Mb.  O  my  dear  Aminta  j 
Now  all  our  Fears  are  ended.     Tib.  Here  I  fix; 
She's  Mettle,  Steel  to  the  Back, 
And  will  cut  my  leaden  Dagger, 
If  not  us*d  with  Difcretion. 

Cro.  You're  ftill  no  Changeling. 
Seb.  Nay,  all  look  chearfully,  for  none  (hall  be 
Deny'd  their  lawful  Wilhes;  when  a  while 
We've  here  refrefli'd  ourfelves,  we  will  return 
T'  our  fev*ral  homes,  and  well  that  Voyage  ends. 
That  makes  of  deadly  Enemies,  faithful  Friends. 

\Exeunt  omnesi 

(35)  5/r,  in  your  Looks, 

I  read  your  Suit  o/m^  Clarinda ; — ]  Perhaps  the  Reader  wou'd 
wi{h  to  know  whom  the  old  Gentleman  means  here.  I  can  think  of  no 
one  but  Nicu/a  his  Nephew.  Yet  this  is  but  a  Guefs,  and  if  the  Reader 
imagines  any  one  of  the  Company  [Albert  and  Tibalt  excepted)  defervcs 
Clarinda  better  than  her  Coufin,  let  him  rejeft  mine,  and  enjoy  his  own 
Opinion, 
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n^H  I S  Comedy  long  forgot^  hy  fome  thought  dead. 
By  us  preferu'd,  once  more  doth  raife  her  Heady 
And  to  your  nolle  Cenfures  does  prefent 
Her  outward  Form^  and  inward  Ornament. 
Nor  let  this  Smell  of  Arrogance,  fince  'tis  known. 
The  Makers,  that  ccnfs/l  it  for  their  omi 
Were  this  way  skilful,  and  without  the  Crime 
Of  Flatteries  I  may  fay  may  pleafe  the  'time ; 
Ihe  work  itfelf  too,  when  it  firjl  came  forth. 
In  the  Opinion  of  Men  of  Worth, 
Was  well  received  and  favour*  d,  though  fome  rude 
And  harfJj  among  th'  ignorant  Multitude, 
( 'that  reliJJj  grofs  Food,  better  than  a  Difh 
that's  cook'd  with  Care,  andferv'd  in  to  the  Wifh 
Of-ciirious  Palluts)  wanting  Wit  and  Strmgth, 
truly  to  judge,  *  condemned  it  for  the  Length  j 

That 

♦  condemn' d  it  for  the  Length  ; 

That  Fault'' s  reform  d, ]      In  the  Stationer's  Preface  to  the 

Edition  of  1647,  we  have  thefe  Words.  "  When  thefe  C>>."rf^/Vj  and 
*'  Tragedies  were  prefenied  on  th<;  Mage,  the  Adors  omKted  fome 
*'  5eMnti  and  PivHages  (  with  the  Author i  Confent )  as  Gccafion  led 
*'  'em;  and  when  private  Fiiends  dtfired  a  Copy,  they  then  (and 
"  juftly  too)  tranfcribed  what  they  aded.  But  new  you  have  both 
*•  all  that  was  acted,  and  all  that  "Txas  not ;  even  the  perfeft  tull  Ori- 
'*  ffinals,  without  the  lead  Mutilation:  So  that  were  the  Autlors  liv- 
♦'  ing  (and  fure  they  can  never  die)   they  themfclves  would  challenge 

*'  neither  jncre  nor  lefs  then  what  is  here  publifhcd" But  what  a 

glaring  Contradidion  to  this  whole  PafTage  are  the  Words  of  the  Pro- 
logue, cited  at  the  Head  of  this  Note  ?  Was  it  not  condemned  for  its 
Length  by  the  ignorant  Multitude  ?  And  upon  reviving  of  ir,  is  it  not 
as  olain  as  Words  can  make  it,  that  it  was  mutilated  then?  What  other 

Senfe 
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That  Fauh's  refornCd^  and  now  'tis  to  he  trfd 
Before  fuch  Judges  'twill  not  he  deny*d 
A  fret  and  nohle  Hearing  j  nor  fear  /, 
But  *  twill  deferve  to  have  free  Liberty, 
And  give  you  Caufe  {and  with  Content)  to  fay, 
T/jeir  Care  was  good,  that  did  revive  this  Play. 

Senfe  can  we  put  upon  this  PafTage  ?  nat  Fault^s  reform"  J,— ^  Who 
the  Curtailer,  or  Curtailers  were,  is  not  poflible  now  to  be  known  :  I 
could  have  wifhed  that  he,  or  they,  who  undertook  the  Charge  of 
reforming  the  Length  of  this  Piece,  had  had  fufficicnt  Wit  and  Strength 
to  have  gone  through  that  Bufinefs  neatly.  But  it  feems  as  if" his  or  their 
Judgment  was  as  little  in  the  fhortning,  as  the  Rabble's  was  condemning 
it  for  its  Length.  Had  we  but  the  Original  Manufcript,  I  don't  doubt 
but  we  fhould  fee  a  ftrange  Difference  betwixt  that,  and  the  Play  as  it 
now  Hands.  The  firlt  Note  on  this  Performance  is  a  Specimen,  to  lee 
the  Reader  fee  what  ftrange  Work  has  been  made  by  the  Reviver,  or 
Revivers,  of  this  Piece ;  and  how  little  he  or  they  thought  on  (fuppof- 
ing  they  knew  it)  that  Rule  oi  Horace, 

Verfate  diu,  quid f err e  recufent, 

^id  valeant  Humeri. — -  — 


D  RA' 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

M    E    N. 

RIcardo,  a  young  Gentleman,  in  hve  mth  Viola, 
Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Gentleman. 
Mercury,  Fellow-Traveller  with  Antonio. 
Uberto,  » 

Pedro,    >   Three  merry  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Ricardo, 
SiU'io,    J 

Valerio,  a  Country  Gentleman, 
Curio,  Kin/man  to  Antonio. 
Jullice,  a  Jhallow  one. 
Andrugio,  Father  to  Viola. 
Alexander,  Servant  to  MercuryV  Mother. 
Mark,  the  Juflice's  Clerk. 
Rowland,  Servant  to  Andrugio. 
linker. 
Conjiable. 
Watch. 
Drawer. 
Muficians. 

WOMEN. 

Viola,  Daughter  to  Andrugio. 

Maria,  Wife  to  Antonio. 

A  Country  Woman,  Mother  to  Mercury. 

Nan  .W  ,     ^;;^.;^,;^,_ 

Madge,   J 

Dorothy,  the  Tinker's  Trull. 

SCENE     England*. 

*  England,  France.  ]  As  the  Scene  never  changes  from  England 
through  the  whole  Play,  and,  as  I  remember,  the  VVord  France  docs 
not  occur  above  once  in  this  Piece,  I  have  made  no  icruple  to  expel 
and  explode  what  never  poflibly  could  have  Hood  in  the  Authors 
Manufcript. 

THE 


THE 


COXCOMB. 


A  C  T    I.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 


R 


1    C  A    R    D    O. 


E  T  us  make  ufe  of  this  flolen  Privacy, 
And  not  lofe  time  in  Proteftation,  Miftrefs, 
For  'twere  in  me  a  kind  of  Breach  of  Faith, 
To  fay  again  I  love  you. 
FioL  Sweet,  fpeak  foftly  ; 
For  the*  the  Venture  of  your  Love  to  me 
Meets  with  a  willing,  and  a  full  Return, 
Should  it  arrive  unto  my  Father's  Knowledge, 
This  were  our  Jaft  Difcourfe. 
Ric.  How  fhall  he  know  it  ? 

Viol.  His  watching  Cares  are  fuch,  for  my  Advancement, 
That  every  where  his  Eye  is  fix*d  upon  me  ; 
This  Night  that  does  aftbrd  us  fome  fmall  Freedom, 
At  the  Requeft  and  much  Intreaty  of 
The  Miftrefs  of  the  Houfe,  was  hardly  given  me ; 
For  I  am  never  fuffcr*d  to  ftir  out. 
But  he  hath  Spies  upon  me  ;  yet  I  know  not 
I  have  fo  won  on  me,  that  could  I  think 

You 
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You  would  love  faithfully  (though  to  entertain 
Another  Thought  of  you,  would  be  my  Death) 
I  Ihould  adventure  on  his  utnaoll  Anger. 

Ric,  Why  do  you  think  1  can  be  falfe  ? 

Viol.  No  Faith, 
You  have  an  honeft  Face,  but  if  you  fhould- 


Ric.  Let  all  the  ftored  Vengeance  of  Heav'n*s  Jufticc- — 
Viol.  No  more,  I  do  believe  you  ;  the  Dance  ended. 
Which  this  free  Woman's  Guefts  have  vow'd  to  have 
E'er  they  depart,   1  will  make  home,  and  ftore  me 
With  all  the  Jewels,  Chains,  and  Gold  are  trufted 
Unto  my  Cuitody,  and  at  th'  next  Corner 
To  my  Father's  Houfe,  before  One,  at  the  fartheft. 
Be  ready  to  receive  me. 

Ric.  I  defire 
No  Bond  beyond  your  Promife,  let's  go  in  5 
To  talk  thus  much  before  the  Door,  may  breed 
Sufpicion; 

Enter  Mercury  ani  Antonio  talking. 

Viol.  Here  are  Company  too. 

Ric.  Away. 
Thofe  Powers  that  profper  true  and  honeft  Loves 
Will  blefs  our  Undertakings. 

nal.  'Tis  my  Wiih,  Sir.  [_Exeunt  Ric.  and  VioX, 

Mer.  Nay,  Sir,  excufe  me,  I  have  drawn  you  to 
Too  much  Expence  already  in  my  Travel ;  ^ 

And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  Love, 
To  make  my  Wants  your  own  ;  allow  me  Manners 
Which  you  muft  grant  I  want,  fhould  I  increafe 
The  Bond  in  which  your  Courtelies  have  ty'd  me. 
By  ftill  confuming  of  you  -,  give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  Ways  now,  and  I  fhall  often, 
With  Willingnefs,  come  to  vifit  you,  and  thank  you. 

Ant.    By  this  Hand  I  could  be  angry,  what  do  you 
think  me  ? 
Muft  we  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one. 
Seen  Cities,  Countries,  Kingdoms,  and  their  Wonders ; 
Been  Bed-feiiows,  and  in  our  various  Journey 

Mixt 
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Mixt  all  our  Obfervations,  part  (as  if 

We  were  two  Carriers  at  two  feveral  Ways, 

And  as  the  Fore-horfe  guides,  cry  God  be  with  you) 

Without  or  Compliment,  or  Ceremony  ? 

In  Travellers,  that  know  tranfalpine  Garbs, 

Though  our  Dcfigns  are  ne*er  fo  ferious.  Friend, 

It  were  a  capital  Crime,  it  muft  not  be; 

Nay,  what  is  moi-e,  you^  fliall  not ;   you  e'er  long 

Shall  fee  my  Houfe,  and  find  what  I  call  mine 

Is  wholly  at  your  Service. 

Mer.  'Tis  this  tires  me  ; 
Sir,  I  were  eafily  woo'd,  if  nothing  elfe  but 
My  Will  lay  in  the  Choice  \  but  'tis  not  fo  ; 
My  Friends  and  Kindred,  that  have  part  of  me. 
And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefeft  Hopes  depend, 
Juftiy  expedl  the  tender  of  my  Love 
After  my  Travel  -,  then  m'  own  Honefty 
Tell's  me  'tis  poor,  having  indifferent  Means 
To  keep  me  in  my  Quality  and  Rank, 
At  my  Return,  to  tire  another's  Bounty, 
And  let  mine  own  grow  lufty  ;  pardon  me. 

Ant.  I  will  not,  cannot,  to  conclude,  I  dare  not: 
Can  any  thing  conferr'd  upon  my  Friend 
Be  burthenfome  to  me  ?  For  this  Excufe 
Had  I  no  reafon  elfe,  you  fhould  not  leave  me, 
By  a  Traveller's  Faith  you  fhould  not,  1  have  faid. 
And  then 
You  know  my  Humour,  there  is  no  contending. 

M£r.  Is  there  no  way  to  'icape  this  Inundation  ? 
1  (hall  be  drown'd  with  Folly  if  I  go  : 
And  after  nine  Days,  Men  may  take  me  up. 
With  my  Gall  broken. 

Ant.  Are  you  yet  refolv'd  ? 

jVler.  Wou'd  you  wou'd  fpare  me. 

Ant.  By  this  Light  I  cannot, 
By  all  that  may  be  fworn  by. 

Mer.  Patience  help  me. 
And  Heaven  grant  his  Folly  be  not  catching. 
If 'c  be,  the  Town's  undone ;  1  now  would  give 


i6o  The  Coxcomb. 

A  reafonable  Sum  of  Gold  to  any  Sheriff, 
That  would  but  lay  an  Execution  on  me. 
And  free  me  from  his  Company  ;  while  he 
Was  abroad. 

His  want  of  Wit  and  Language  kept  him  dumb. 
But  Bahamas  Afs  will  fpeak  now,  without  fpurring. 
jini.  Speak,  have  I  won  you  ?  — — • 

Enter  Servant  and  Muficians, 

Mer.  You*re  not  to  be  refifted. 

Ser.  Be  ready  I  intreat  you  ;  the  Dance  done, 
Befides  a  liberal  Reward  1  have, 
A  Bottle  of  Sherry  in  my  Power  fhall  beget 
New  Crotchets  in  your  Heads.     Muft.  Tufh,  fear  notus. 
We'll  do  our  Parts.  Ser.  Go  in.  Ant.  I  know  this  Fellow. 
Belong  you  to  the  Houfe  ? 

Ser.  1  ferve  the  Miftrefs. 

Ant,  Pretty  and  Ihort ;  pray  you,  Sir,  then  inform  her. 
Two  Gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honour'd. 
With  her  fair  Prefence. 

Ser.  She  fhall  know  fo  much. 
This  is  a  merry  Night  with  us,  and  forbids  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a  Man  : 
ril  guide  you  th*  way. 

Ant.  Nay,  follow,  Pve  a  Trick  in't.  [Exit. 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Maria,  Pedro, 
Portia,  Viola,  with  others. 

Uher,  (i)  Come,  where  is  this  Mafque?  faireft,  for  our 
Chear, 
Our  Thanks  and  Service,  may  you  long  furvive 


To 


(l)  Come,  nxihere's  this  Mafque?  faireji,  for  our  Chear ^ 
Our  T^ hanks  and  Service,  may  you  long  fur'vive 
To  joy  in  many  of  thefe  Nights. 

Mar.   /  thank  you. 

Uber.  JVe  mufl  hanje  Muflck  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us 
But  half  a  Welcotne, 

Mar.    Pray  you.  Sir,  e.xcufe  me. 

Sil.   By  no  miansy  Ludy, 


Uber. 
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To  joy  in  many  of  thefe  Nights. 

Alar.  I  thank  you. 

Uher.  We  muft  have  Mulick  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us 
But  half  a  Welcome. 

Mar.  Pray  you,  Sir,  excufe  me. 

Sil.  By  no  means,  Lady. 

Uher.  We'll  crown  our  liberal  Feaft, 
With  fome  delightful  Strain  fitting  your  Love 
And  this  good  Company. 

Mar.  Since  you  enforce  it,  -:^:.', 

I  will  not  plead  the  Excufe  of  want  of  Skill, 
Or  be,  or  nice,  or  curious ;  every  Year 
I  celebrate  my  Marriage  Night,  and  will 
•Till  I  fee  my  abfent  Husband. 

Uher.  'Tis  fit  Freedom.  ; 

Sil.  Ricardoy  thou  art  dull-^—  ' 

Enter  Servant. 

Ric.  I  fhall  be  lighter,  '  -':;  ^     ^ 

When  I  have  had  a  Heat. 
Mar.  Now  Sir,  the  News  ? 
Ser.  Miftrefs,  there  are  two  Gentlemeni 
Mar,  Where? 

Ser.  Complimenting  who  {hould  firft  enter. 
Mar.  What  are  they  ? 

Ser.  Heav*n  knows,  but  for  their  ftrangenefs— -have 
you  never 

Uber.   Jf^eUl  crown  our  liitral  Feaji, 

With  fome  delightful  Strain  fitting  your  Lovt 

And  this  good  Company. 
Mar.  Since  you  enforce  ity 

1  luill  not  pltad  the  Excufe  of  nuant  of  Skill,  ]  ^od  iedit 
frincipium  admenienj?  may  full  as  well  be  applied  to  theCurtailer  of 
this  Comedy,  as  the  booby  Captain  of  whom  it  was  lirfl  fpoke.  That 
a  Mafque  was  in  the  Original  is  plain  from  thie  Quellion,  Where'' s  this 
Mafque  P  but  it  had  been  better  never  to  have  told  us  that,  except  it 
had  been  exhibited.  Again,  if  they^were  to  have  Mufick,  fome  delight' 
ful  Strain  ;  who  was  to  play  ?  Maria  it  feems,  for  Ihe  fays,  Ihe  "jjoh't 
plead  the  Excufe  ofiuant  of  Skill,  but  'tis  coo  too  plain  fhe  does  no 
fuch  thing.  Further,  we  have  a  little  lower  a  Dance,  but  'tis  a  Dance 
without  Muficlc,  and  yet  'tis  quite  clear  the  i'erformers  were  adlually 
in  the  Houfe. 

Vol.  IX.  L  Seca 
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Seen  a  Cat  walh  her  Face  ? 

.i/Z'^r.  Yes. 

Ser.  Juft  fuch  a  flir  they  keep,  if  you  but  make 
Hafte,  you  may  fee  'em  yet  before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Mercury. 

Mer.  Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  (2)  I'll  give  them  fair 
Entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

Jnt,  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Mer.  Then  let  it  be  your  Pleafure. 

Ant.  Let's  (land  afide,  and  you  fhall  fee  us  have 
Fine  fport  anon.     Mer.  A  fair  Society, 
Po  you  know  thefe  Gentlewomen  ?  Ant.  Yes.  Mer.  What 
are  they  ? 

Ant.  The  fecond  is . 
A  Neighbour's  Daughter,  her  Name's  T^o/^, 
There  is  my  Kinfman's  Wife,  Portia*^  her  Name, 
And  a  Friend  too. 

Mer.  Let  her— 
What's  fhe  that  leads  the  Dance  ?    i  Ser,  A  Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  I  fee  that. 

I  Ser.  Indeed  ? 

Mer.  What  ?  -  *  , 

1  Ser.  A  Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  Udsfoot,  good  Sir,  what's  fhe  that  leads  the  Dance  ? 
Z  Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 
Mer.  What  elfe  ? 

2  Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Mer.  Your  Miftrefs  }  A  Pox  on  you. 
What  a  fry  of  Fools  are  here  }  I  fee  'tis  Treafon 
To  underftand  in  this  Houfe : 
If  Nature  were  not  better  to  them,  than 
They  can  be  to  themfelves. 

They  would  fcant  hit  their  Mouths :  My  Miftrefs  ? 
Is  there  any  one  with  fo  much  Wit  in's  Head, 
That  can  tell  me  at  the  firft  Sight, 

(2)  ■  ■■      '    ril  keep  them  fair 

Entertain, ]     Keep,    which  makes  Nonfenfe  of  the 

Place,  undoubtedly  came  in  by  Millake  from  the  fecond  Line  above. 
The  Text  is  from  the  Folio  ©f  1647. 

What 
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"What  Gentlewoman  that  is  that  leads  the  Dance  ? 
Ant.  'Pis  my  Wife. 
Mer.  Hum. 

Ant.  How  dofl;  thou  like  her  ? 
Mer.  Well,  a  pretty  Gentlewoman. 
Ant,  Prithee  be  quiet. 
Mer.  I  would  I  could : 
Hereafter  let  never  any  that's  a  Man, 
That  has  AfFedlions  in  him  and  free  PafTions, 
Receive  th*  leaft  tie  from  fuch  a  Fool  as  this  is. 
That  holds  fo  fweet  a  Wife  ; 
'Tis  lamentable  to  confider  truly 
WHiat  Right  he  robs  himfelf  of,  and  what  Wrong 
He  doth  the  Youth  of  fuch  a  Gentlewoman, 
That  knows  her  Beauty  is  no  longer  hers. 
Than  Men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  fo,  and  ufe  it. 
Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a  Husband : 
Oh  what  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done,  Coxcomb! 
If  I  had  never  feen,  or  never  tafted 
The  Goodnefs  of  this  Kix,  I  had  been  a  made  Man, 
But  now  to  make  him  Cuckold  is  a:  Sin 
'Gainft  all  forgivenefs,  worfe  than  any  Murther  •, 
I  have  a  Wolf  by  th'  Ears,  and  am  bit  both  vviiys. 
Ant.  How  now  my  Friend,  what  are  you  thinking  of? 
Mer.  Nothing  concerning  you,  I  mult  be  gone. 
Ant.  Pardon  me,  I  will  have  no  going.  Sir. 
Mer.  Then  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  Bed, 
I'm  very  weary,  and  ill-temper'd. 

Ant.  You  fhall  go  prefently,  the  Dance  is  done. 
1  Ser.  Miftrefs,  thefe  are  the  Gentlemen. 
Mar.  My  Husband !  welcome  home,  dear  Sir. 
Mer.  She's  fair  (till. 
Oh  that  I  were  a  Knave,  or  durft  be  one. 
For  thy  fake,  Coxcomb ; 
He  that  invented  Honefty,  undid  me. 

Ant.  1  thought  you  had  not  known  me-,  you  are  merry, 
'Tis  well  thought  i 
And  how  is't  with  thefe  worthy  Gentlemen  i 

Uber.  and  Sil.  We're  glad  to  fee  you  here  again.  Ant.  Oh 
Gentlemen, 

L  z  What 
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What  ha*  you  loft?  But  get  you  into  Travels, 

There  you  n-jay  learn 1  can't  fay  what  hidden  Virtues. 

Mer.  Hidden 
From  you  l*m  fure  ;  my  Blood  boils  like  aFurnace; 
She's  a  fair  one.     Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  Gentleman 
With  all  the  Courtefie,  fitting  my  moft 
Efpecial  Friend. 

Mar.  What  this  poor  Houfe  may  yield,  to  make  you 
welcome. 
Dear  Sir,  command  without  more  Compliment. 
•    Mer.  I  thank  you  : 

She's  wife,  and  fpeaks  well  too  j  oh  what  a  Blefling 
Is  gone  by  me,  never  to  be  recovered !    Well, 
'Twasan  old  Shame  the  Devil  laid  up  for  me. 
And  now  h'as  hit  me  home  ; 
If  there  be  any  ways  to  be  difhoneft. 
And  fave  myfelf  yet, —  No,  it  muft  not  be ; 

Why  fhould  I  be  a  Fool  too? Yet  thofe  Eyes 

Would  tempt  another  Adam  ;   how  they  call  to  me. 

And  tell  me-^ S'foot,  they  fhall  not  tell  me  any  thing. 

Sir,  will  you  walk  in  ?     Ant.  How  is*t,  Signior  ? 

Mer,  Crazie  a  little. 

Mar.  What  ail  you.  Sir? 
i^ hat's  in  my  Power,  Sir,  pray  make  ufe  of.  Mer.  'Tis  that 
IMuft  do  me  good,  (he  does  not  mock  me  fure  ? 
And't  pleafe  you  nothing, 

My  Difeafe  is  only  wearinefs.    Uher.  Come  Gentlemen, 
^We  will  not  keep  you  from  your  Beds  too  long. 

Ric.  I  ha'  fome  Bufinefs,  and  'tis  late,  and  you 
Far  from  your  Lodging. 

Sil.  Well.        \_Exeunt.  Manent  Ant.  Maria,  and  Mer, 

Ant.  Come  my  dear  Mercury^ 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  Chamber  ;  and  then  I  am 
For  you 

Maria,  thou'rt  a  new  Wife  to  me  now. 
And  thou  (halt  find  it  e'er  I  (leep,     Mer.  And  I 
An  old  Afs  to  myfelf,  mine  own  Rod  whips  me,* 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  this,  'tis  tedious. 
You  are  the  beft  Guide  in  your  own  Houfe* 


hips  me,——      j 
- — go  Sir I 


[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Mar. 
This 
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This  Fool  and  his  fair  Wife  have  made  me  frantick  ; 
From  two  fuch  Phyficks  for  the  Soul,  deliver  me.     [£x//. 

Enter  Ricardo,  Uberto,  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Uber.  Well,  you  muft  have  this  Wench  then }    Ric.  I 
hope  fo, 
I  am  much  o'ch'  Bow-hand  elfe.  Ped.  WouM  I  were  hang'd. 
If  'tis  not  a  good  loving  little  Fool, 
That  dares  venture 

Herfelf  upon  a  Coafl:  flie  ne'er  knew  yet,  but 
Thefe  Women,  when  they're  once  thirteen,  cry 
God  fpeed  the  Plough. 

SiL  Faith  they  will  venture  further  for  their  Lading, 
Than  a  Merchant, 

>\nd  through  as  many  Storms,  but  they'll  be  fraughted  ; 
They're  made  like  Carracks,  only  Strength  and  Stowage.' 
Ric.  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk.  Sd.  We  do  fo,  but 
Tell  me,  Ricardo^  wo't  thou  marry  her? 

Ric.  Marry  her  .''  Why,  what  fhould  I  do  with  her  ? 
Ped.  Pox,  I  thought  we  fhould  have  had  all  fliares  in  her. 
Like  lawful  Prize. 

Ric.  No  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me, 
I  launch'd  her  at  my  own  Charge,  without  Partners, 
And  fo  ril  keep  her.  IJher.  What's  the  Hour  ?  iv;V.Twelve. 
Uher.   What  fhall  we  do  th'  while  ?    *Tis  yet  fcarcc   ' 

Eleven. 
Sil.  There  is  no  (landing  here,  is  n*t  this  the  Place  \ 
Ric.  Yes. 

Red.  And  to  go  back  unto  her  Father's  Houfe, 
May  breed  Sufpicion  :  Let  us  flip  into 
A  Tavern  for  an  Hour,  'tis  very  cold. 

IJher.   Content, 
There's  one  hard  by,  a  Quart  of  burnt  Sack  will 
Recover  us ;  I  am  as  cold  as  Chrijlmas ; 
This  flealing  Flefli 

Pth'  frofty  Weather,  may  be  fweet  i'th'  eating, 
But  furc  the  Woodmen  have  no  great  catch  of  it ; 
Shall's  go  ? 

Ric.  Thou  art  the  flrangeft  lover  of  a  Tavern  ; 
What  fliall  wc  do  there  now  ? 

L  3  Lofe 
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Lofe  the  Hour  and  ourfelves  too  ?  Uher.  Lofe  a  Pudding  ;, 
What  doft  thou  talk  o'th*  Hour  ;  will  one  Quart  muz  zleusi' 
Have  we  not  Ears  to  hear,  and  Tongues  to  ask 
The  Drawers,  but  we  mud  rtand  here  hke  Bawds 
To  watch  the  Minutes  ? 

^3)  Sil.  Prithee  content  thyfelf. 
We  fhall  fcout  here,   as  though  wc  went  a  haying. 
And  have  fome  mangey  Prentice,  that  can't  fleep 
For  fcratching,  over-hear  us;  come,  will  you  go  Sirs  ? 
When  your  Love  fury  is  a  little  frozen. 
You'll  come  to  us.    Ric.  Will  you  drink  but  one  Quart 
then  ? 
Fed.  No  more  i'faith.    Sil.  Content.    Ric,  Why  then,, 
have  with  you, 
But  let's  be  very  watchful. 

Uber.  As  watchful  as  the  Belman  ;  come,  Til  lead, 
»Caufe  I  hate  good  Manners,  they're  too  tedious.  {_Exeunt». 

Enter  Viola  with  a  Key,  and  a  little  Casket, 

Viol.  The  Night  is  terrible,  and  I  enclos'd 
With  that  my  Virtue  and  myfelf  hate  moft, 
Darknefs  j  yet  muft  I  fear,  that  which  I  wifii. 
Some  Company  ;  and  every  flep  I  take 
Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  Ears  to  Night, 
Than  ever  did  the  fhrill  and  facred  Bell 
That  rang  me  to  my  Prayers ;  the  Houfe  will  rife 
When  I  unlock  the  Door  ;  were  it  by  Day 
I'm  bold  enough,  but  then  a  thoufand  Eyes 
Warn  me  from  going  ;  might  not  Heav'n  have  made 
A  time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  fleep, 
Whilft  Lovers  met,  and  yet  the  Sun  have  fhone  ? 
Yet  I  was  bold  enough,  to  Ileal  this  Key 
Out  of  my  Father's  Chamber,  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  Enemy,  the  Night, 
Arm'd  only  with  my  Love,  to  meet  (4)  my  Friend, 
Alas  how  valiant,  and  how  fraid  at  once 

(3)  Sil.  Prithee  content  thy/elf,']  Probably  this  belongs  to  Ricardo, 
and  We  Jhall  fcout  here y  to  Si/vio. 

(4)  wj  Friend.l  i.  e.  mj  Lover.    So  Spenfer  ufes  this  Word 

jigain  and  again. 

Love 
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Love  makes  a  Virgin?  I  will  throw  this  Key 

Back  through  a  Window  ;  I  have  Wealth  gnougli 

In  Jewels  with  me,  if  I  hold  his  Love 

I  (leal  *em  for ;  farewcl  my  place  of  Birth,  I 

Ne'er  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  ; 

And  if  there  be,  as  I  have  heard  Men  fay, 

Thefe  Houfhold  Gods,  I  do  beleech  them  look 

To  this  my  Charge  ;  blefs  it  from  Thieves  and  Fire, 

And  keep,  till  happily  my  Love  I  win. 

Me  from  thy  Door,  and  hold  my  Father  in.  \Ex\t, 

Enter  Ricardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Silvio,  and  Drawer 
with  a  Candle. 

Ric.  No  more  for  God's  fake. 
How's  the  Night,  Boy  ?     Draw.  Faith,  Sir,  'tis  very  Iate< 

Uber.  Faith,  Sir,  you  lie,  is  this  your  Jack  i'th'  Clock- 
houfe  ? 
Will  you  ftrike.  Sir  ?  Give's  fome  more  Sack,  you  Varlet. 

Ric.  Nay,  if  you  Jove  me,  good  Uberto  go, 
I  am  monrtrous  hot  with  Wine. 

Uber.  Quench  it  again  with  Love :  Gentlemen  I  will 
drink  one  Health  more,  and  then  if  my  Legs  fay  me  not 
fhamefully  nay,  I  will  go  with  you,  give  me  a  fingular 
Quart. 

Draw.  Of  what  Wine,  Sir  ? 

Uber.-  Of  Sack,  (you  that  fpeak  confufion  at  the  Bar)  of 
Sack,  I  fay,  and  every  one  his  Quart,  what  a  Devil,  let's 
be  merry. 

Draw.  You  fliall.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Fed.   We  will.  Sir,  and  a  dried  Tongue. 

Sil.  And  an  Olive,  Boy,  and  a  whole  Bunch  of  Fidlers  j 
my  Head  fwims  plaguily,  'uds  precious  I  (hall  beclaw'd. 

Enter  Drawer  with  four  ^arts  of  TVinc. 

Ric.  Pray  go,  I  can  drink  no  more,  think  on  your 
Promife,  'tis  Midnight,  Gentlemen. 

Uber.  O  that  it  were  dumb  Midnight  now  i  not  a  Word 
more;  every  Man  on's  Knees,  and  betake  himfelf  to  his 
Saint ;  here's  to  your  Wench,  Signior,  all  this,  and  then 
away. 

L  4  Ric, 
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Ric.  I  cannot  drink  it. 

Ped.  *Tis  a  Toy,  a  Toy,  away  wo*t. 

Uber.  Now  dare  I  fpeak  any  thing,  to  any  Body  living  } 
come,  wliere's  the  Fauk  ?  Off  with  it. 

Ric.  I  have  broke  my  Wind,  call  you  this  Sack  ?  — 
I  woLnder  who  made  it.  He  was  a  fure  Workman,  for  *tis 
plaguy  ftrong  work  ;  Is  it  gone  round  } 

IJber.  'Tis  at  the  laft  ;  out  of  my  way,  good  Boy,  is  the 
Moon  up  yet  ^ 

Draw.  Yes,  Sir. 

Uber,  Where  is  fhe.  Boy  ? 

Draw.  There,  Sir. 

Uber.  We  ihall  have  Rain  and  'Thunder,  Boy. 

Draw.  When,  Sir .? 

Uber.  I  cannot  tell,  but  fure  we  fhall,  Boy. 

Draw,  The  Gentleman  is  Wine-wife. 

Uber.  Drawer! 

Draw.  Here,   Sir. 

Uber.  Can  you  procure  ? 

Draw.  What,  Sir  ? 

Uber.  A  Whore,   or  two  or  three,  as  need  Ihall  fcrvc. 
Boy.? 

Sil,  Ay,  a  good  Whore  were  worth  Mony,  Boy. 

Draw.  I  protefl  Sir,  we  are  altogether  unprovided. 

Ric.  The  more's  the  pity.  Boy  j  can  you  not  'vize  us 
where,  my  Child  ? 

Ped.  Why  where  were  you  brought  up,  Boy  ? 
No  inkling  of  a  Whore.'  No  aim,  my  Boy? 

Uber.  It  cannot  fink  in  my  Head  now,  that  thou  fhould*ft 
marry,  why  fhould'ft  thou  marry,  tell  me  ? 

Ric.  I  marry  ?  Til  be  hang'd  firft  ;  fome  more  Winc» 
Boy. 

Sil.  Is  fhe  not  a  Whore  tranflated  ?  An  fhe  be, 
Let*s  repair  to  her. 

Ric.  I  cannot  tell,  fhe  may  be  an  Offender  ; 
But  Signior  Silvio^  I  fhall  fcratch  your  Head, 
Indeed  I  fhall.  Sil.  Judge  me,  1  do  but  jeft  with  thee, 
What  an  fhe  were  inverted 
W''ith  her  Heels  upward,  like  a  Traitor's  Coat  ? 
What  care  I  ?  Uber,  Hang  her,  fliall  we  fall  cue  for  her  ? 

Ri(a 
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Ric.  I  am  a  little  angry  :  but  thefe  Wenches, 
Did  you  not  talk  of  Wenches  ? 

Sil.  Boy,  lend  me  your  Candle. 

Braw.^hy^  Sir  ?  Sil.  To  fet  fire  to  your  rotten  Ceiling, 
You*il  keep  no  Whores,  Rogue,  no  good  Members.  Draw, 
Whores,  Sir  ? 

Sil.  Ay,  Whores  Sir,  do  you  think  we  come  to  lie  with 
your  Hogfheads  ? 

Ric.  I  muft  beat  the  Watch, 
I  have  long'd  for  it  any  time  this  three  Weeks. 

^;7.  We'll  beat  the  Town  too,   and  thou  wilt,    we're 
proof  Boy  •, 
Shall  we  kill  any  Body  ? 

Ric.  No,   but  we'll  hurt  'em  dangeroufly. 

Uber.  Now  muft  I  kill  one,  I  cannot  avoid  it ; 
Boy,  eafily  afore  there  with  your  Candle  i 
Where's  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Draw.  A-bed,  Sir. 

Sil.  With  whom  ? 

Draw.  With  my  Mafter. 

Vber.  You  lie  Boy,  Ihe's  better  brought  up  than  to  lye 
with  her  Husband  ;  has  he  not  caft  his  Head  yet  ? 
JiJext  Year  he'll  be  a  Velvet-headed  Cuckold.       [^ExeunL 

Draw.  You  are  a  merry  Gentleman,  there.  Sir,  take  hold. 

En^er  Viola. 

yiol.  This  is  the  Place,  I  have  out-told  the  Clock 
For  hafte  •,  he  is  not  here.     Ricardo  ?  No  : 
Now  every  Power  that  loves  and  is  belov'd. 
Keep  me  from  iliame  to  Night,  for  all  you  know 
Each  Thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pure. 
As  Flefli  and  BJood  can  hold :  I  cannot  back  ; 
I  threw  the  Key  within,  and  e'er  I  raife 
My  Father  up,  to  fee  his  Daughter's  Shame, 
I'll  fet  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  Wind, 
That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  Weft, 
If  it  will  blow  me  dead  i  but  he  will  come  j 
I'faith  'tis  cold  ;  if  he  deceive  me  thus, 
A  Woman  will  not  eafily  truft  a  Man. 
Hark,  what's  that  I 

Sil. 
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Sil.  [within.]  thou'ri  over  long  at  thy  Pot,  Tom,  Tom  : 
^hou'rt  over  long  at  the  Poty  Tom. 

Viol.  Blefsme!  Who's  that? 

Ped.  [within.']  Whoo! 

Uber.  \_witbin.~\  There  Boys< 

Viol.  Darknefs  be  thou  my  cover,  I  muft  fly. 
To  thee  I  hafte  for  help- 

Enter  Ricardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Drawer  with  a  torch 

Viol.  They  have  a  Light ; 
Wind,  if  thou  lovefta  Virgin,  blow  it  out. 
And  I  will  never  fhut  a  Window  more. 
To  keep  thee  from  me. 

Ric.  Boy. 

Draw.  Sir. 

Ric.  Why  Boy. 

Draw.  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Ric.  Why  Boy,  art  thou  drunk,  Boy  ? 

Draw.  What  would  you,  Sir? 

Ric.  Why  very  good,  where  are  we  ? 

Uber.  Ay,  that's  the  Point, 

Draw.  Why  Sir,  you  will  beat  your  Lodging  prelently. 

Ric.  I'll  go  to  no  Lodging,  Boy. 

Draw.  Whither  will  you  go  then.  Sir  ?  : 

Ric.  I'll  go  no  farther. 

Draw.  For  God's  fake,  Sir,  do  not  flay  here  all  Night. 

Ric.  No  more  I  will  not. 
Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  rowl  me  to  a  Whore. 

Uber.  And  me. 

Ped.  There  fpoke  an— — 

Sil.  Then  fet  your  Foot  to  my  Foot,  and  up  Tails  all. 

Viol.  That  is  Ricardo,  what  a  Noife  they  make  ? 
It  is  ill  done  of  'cm  ;  here,  Sirs,  Ricardo  ? 

Ric.  What's  that.  Boy  ? 

Draw.  'Tis  a  Wench,  Sir,  pray  Gentlemen  come  away. 

Viol.  O  my  dear  Love  I  How  doeft  thou  ?    Ric.  Faith 
Sweet  Heart, 
Ev'n  as  thou  feeft. 

Ped.  Where's  thy  Wench  ? 

Uber.  Where's  this  Bed-worm  ? 

f^iol. 
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Viol.  Speak  foftly  for  the  love  of  Heav'n. 
Drazv.  Miftrefs,  get 
You  gone,  and  don't  entice  the  Gentlemen, 
Nov/  you  fee  they're  drunk,  or 
1*11  call  the  Watch,  and  lay  you  fall  enough. 

Viol.  Alas,  what  are  you  r  or,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Sweet  love,  where's  the  Place  ? 

Ric.  Marry,  fweet  love,  e*en  here,  lie  down.  Til  fecfc 

thee. 
Vwl.  Good  God !  What  mean  you  ? 
Ped.  ril  have  the  Wench. 
Uher.  If  you  can  get  her. 

Sil.   No,   I'll  lie  with  the  Wench  to  Night,  and  Ihc 
{hall  be  yours  to  Morrow. 
Ped.  Let  go  the  Wench. 
Sil.  Let  you  go  the  Wench. 
Fiol.  O  Gentlemen,  as  you  had  Mothers  ! 
Uber.  They  had  no  Mothers ;  they're  the  Sons  of  Bitchw. 
Ric.  Let  that  be  maintain'd. 
^;7.  Marry  then. 
Viol,  Oh  blefs  me  Heav'n  ! 
Uber.  How  many  is  there  on*s  ^ 
(5)  Ric.  About  five. 
Uber.  Why  then  let's  fight  three  to  three. 
Sil.  Content.  [Draw  and  fall  down. 

Draiv.  The  Watch!  the  Watch!  the  Watch!  Where 
are  you  ?  [^Exit. 

Ric.  Where  are  thefe  Cowards  ^  [Exit, 

Ped.  There's  the  Whore. 
Viol.  1  never  faw  a  drunken  Man  before. 
But  thefe  I  think  are  fo. 
Sil.  Oh! 

Ped.  I  mift  you  narrowly  there. 
Viol.  My  (late  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to  think 
A  Prayer  fit  for  me,  only  I  could  move, 
That  never  Maiden  more  might  be  in  Love.  [Exi(» 

(S)  Ric.  About  five. 

Uber.  W^  then  lefs  fight  three  to  three. '\     Irijh  this,  but  droll 
f  nough  in  the  Mouth  of  a  drunken  Man. 

Enter 
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Enter  Drawer^  Conjiable  and  JVatch. 

IValch.  Where  are  they,  Boy  ? 

Draw.  Make  no  fuch  hafte,  Sir,  they  are  no  Runners. 

Vher.  I  am  hurt,  but  that's  all  one,  I  (hall  light  upon 
fbme  of  ye.  Pedro^  thou  art  a  tall  Gentleman,  let  me  kits 
thee. 

Watch.  My  Friend. 

JJler.  Your  Friend  ?  you  lie. 

Ric.  Stand  further  off ;  the  Watch  ?  you're  full  of  Fleas. 

Confl.  Gentlemen,  either  be  quiet,  or  wc  muft  make 
you  quiet. 

Rxc.  Nay, 
Good  Mr.  Conftable,  be  n't  fo  rigorous. 

JJher.  Mr.  Conftable,  lend  me  thy  Hand  of  Juflicc, 

Conft.  That  I  will.  Sir. 

Vher.  Fy  Mr.  Conftable,  what  golls  you  have? 
Is  Juftice 

So  blindly*  cannot  fee  to  wafli  your  Hands  ? 
I  cry  you  Mercy,  Sir  ;  your  Gloves  are  on. 

Draw.  Now  you  are  up.  Sir,  will  you  go  to  Bed  ? 

Fed.  I'll  truckle  here,  Boy,  give  m*  another  Pillow. 

Draw.  Will  you  ftand  up,  and  let  jne  lay  it  on  then .? 

Fed.  Yes. 

Draw.  There  hold  him  two  of  ye,  now  they  are  up  ; 
Be  going,  Mr.  Conftable. 

Ric.  And  this  way^  and  that  way,  Tom. 

Uber.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  Tom. 

Sil.  I'his  is  the  right  way,  the  other's  the  wron^. 

Ped.  Th*  other'' s  the  wrong. 

All.  ^hou*rt  over-long  at  the  Pot,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom." 

Ric.  Lead  valiantly,  fweet  Conftable,  whoop !  ha  Boys. 

Conjl.  This  Wine  hunts  in  their  Heads. 

Ric.  Give  me  thy  Bill,  for  I  will  be  the  Sergeant. 

ConJl.  Look  to  him.  Sirs. 

Ric.  Keep  your  Ranks,  you  Rafcals,  keep  your  Ranks. 

[^Exeunt, 


ACT 


The  Coxcomb,  173 

A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer»'X  cannot  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  Afs*s  Wife  : 

\^  111  be  gone  prefently,  there's  no  (laying  here, 
with  this  Devil  about  me.  Ho!  this  is  the  Houfe  of  Sleep, 
Ho  !  Ho,  there!  'sfoot,  the  Darknefs,  and  this  Love 
together,  will  make  me  Lunatick  -,  Ho  ! 

Enter  a  Servingman  above  unready. 

Ser.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Mer.  Pray  take  the  Pains  to  rife  and  light  a  Candle, 

^er.  Prefently. 

Mer.  Was  ever  Man  but  I  in  fuch  a  Stocks  ? 
Well,  this  fhall  be  a  warning  to  me,  and 
A  fair  one  too,  how  I  betray  myfelf 
(6)  To  fuch  a  Dunce,  by  way  of  Benefit. 
Enter  Servingman. 

Ser.  Did  you  call  ? 

Mer.  Yes,  pray  do  me  the  kindnefs,  Sir,  to  let  me  out. 
And  not  enquire  why,  for  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 

Ser.  Not  to  Nighr,  I  hope.  Sir. 

Mer.  Good  Sir,  to  Night,  I  would  not  have  troubled 
you  elfe,  pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Ser.  Alas,  Sir,  my  Mafter  will  be  offended. 

Mer,  That  1  have  Bufinefs  ?  no  I  warrant  ye. 

Ser.  Good  Sir,  take  your  Reft. 

Mer.  Pray  my  good  Friend  let  me  appoint  my  own  reft. 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mer.  Then  Ihew  me  the  way  out,  1*11  confider  you. 

Ser.  Good  Lord,  Sir. 

Mer.  If  I  had  not  an  excellent  temper*d  Patience* 
Now  ftiould  I  break  this  Fellow's  Head, 
And  make  him  underftand  'twere  neceflary  ; 
The  only  Plague  of  this  Houfe  is  th*  unhandfome 

(6)  79  fuch  a  Dance. }  The  Text,  which  was  Mr.  SetvartPi 

and  my  Conjcfture,  i%  confirpied  by  the  Copy  of  1647. 

Love 
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Love  of  Servants, 

That  never  do  their  Duty  i*-th'  right  Place, 

But  when  they  (7)  multer  before  Dinner, 

And  fweep  the  Table  with  a  wooden  Dagger, 

And  then  they're  troublefome  too,  to  all  Mens  Shoulders  j 

(8)  The  Woodcock's  fluflit  again,  now  I  fhall  have 

A  new  ftir. 

ErJer  Antonio. 

Ant.  Who  how  now  Friend  ?  What  do  you  up  fo  late  ? 
Are  you  well  ?  Do  you  want  any  thing  ?pray  fpeak. 

Mer,  Only  the  caufe  I  rife  for. 

Ant.   What  Knaves  are  thefe  ?    What  do  you  want  ? 
why  Sirrah  ? 

Mer.  Nothing  i*th'  World,  but  th*  Keys  to  let  me  out 
Of  Doors  i  I  muft  be  gone,  be  not  againft  it. 
For  you  cannot  (lay  me. 

Ant.  Be  gone  at  this  time  ?  that  were  a  merry  Jeft. 

Mer.  If  there  be  any  Mirth  in'r,    make  you  ufe  on't, 

(7)  '■■  mujier  before  Dinner, 

And  f^eep  the  Table  ivith  a  wooden  .Dagger,  ]    The  Difficul- 
ties in  this  Paffage  are  what  in  all  Appearance  cannot  be  got  over, 
without  a  greater  Knowledge  of  the  Cuftoms  and  Manners  ot  our  Au- 
thors Times  than  I  am  Mailer  of.     The  Servants  then  it  feems, 
■  muftred  before  Dinner, 

And  fivept  the  Table  ivith  a  wooden  Dagger, 
An  Inftrument  this  not  now  made  ufe  of,  whatever  it  might  be  then, 
for  the  Purpofe  here  mentioned.  But  what  then  becomes  of  their 
Servants  being  troublefome  to  all  Mem  [  i.  e.  Guefts  ]  Shoulders  ? 
'Tis  notithe  Fafliion,  for  Strangers  in  a  Gentleman's  Houfe,  now-a-days 
to  (it  down  to  a  Table,  and  that  a  dirty  one  too,  before  Dinner  ;  and 
of  confequencc  we  fhall  not  be  able  to  explain  their  [  Servants'^  being 
troublefome  to  all  Mens  Shoulders.     Mr.  Seiuard,  who  was  not  aware 

of  the  firfl  Difficulty,  mufiering  afore  Dinner,  &c,   propofes  only 

the  Correftion  of  that  feemingly  corrupted  Place  ^wooden  Dagger^ 
which  he  reads  thus  with  me,  <woolen  Dagger,  \.  e.  a  ivoolen  Rubber, 
which  I  think,  fuppofing  the  Place  wrong,  is  full  as  well  to  be  born 
in  oar  Language  as  the  known  Phrafe  of.  Rubbing  one  down  with  an 
Oaken  Towel.     But  probably  the  whole  fhould  run  thus, 

they  mufler  after  Dinner, 

And  fnjueep  the  Table  loith  a  woolen  Dagger. 

(8)   The  Woodcock's  flelht ]    This  Blunder  Mr.  Se<vcard  faw  with 

me  was  eafily  corredted,  and  accordingly  I  have  made  no  fcruple  to 
amend  the  Text, 

But 
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But  I  mud  go.     Ant.  Why,  for  love's  fake  ?  Mer,  'Twill 

benefit 
Your  Underftanding  nought  to  know  the  Caufc  ? 
Pray  go  to  Bed,  I'll  trouble  your  Man  only. 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  you  have  rais'd  more,  that  has  reafon  lo 
curfe  you,  and  you  knew  all  t  my  Wife's  up,  and  coming 
down  too. 

Mer.  Alas,  'twill  be 
A  trouble,  pray  go  up  to  her,  and  let  mc 
Difturb  no  more,  it  is  unmannerly. 

Enter  Maria,  as  out  of  her  Bed, 

Ant.  She's  here  already  : 
Sweet  Heart,  how  fay  you  by  this  Gentleman  ? 
He  would  away  at  Midnight.     Mar.  That  I  am 
Sure  he  will  not.    Mcr.  Indeed  I  mud.     Mar,  Good  Sir, 
Let  not  your  homely  Entertainment  prefs  you 
To  leave  your  Bed  at  Midnight ;  if  you  want. 
What  my  Houfe  or  our  whole  town  may  afford  you. 
Make  it  your  own  fault  if  you  call  not  for  it ; 
Pray  go  to  Bed  again  ;  let  me  compel  you, 
I'm  fure  you've  no  Pow'r  to  deny  a  Woman  ; 
The  Air  is  piercing, 
And  to  a  Body  beaten  with  long  travel, 
'Twill  prove  an  ill  Phyfician. 

Mer.  If  Ihe  fpeak  longer  I  fhall  be  a  Knave,  as 
Rank  as  e'er  fweat  for't;  Sir,  if  you  will  fend 
Your  Wife  up  prefently,  I'll  either  ftay 
With  you,  d'ye  mark  me,  or  deliver  you 
So  jull  a  Caufe,  that  you  yourfelf  Ihall  thrufl: 
Me  out  of  Doors,  both  fuddenly  and  willingly. 

Ant.  I'd  fain  hear  that  'faith,  pray  thee  go  up  Sweet- 
heart, 
Fve  half  perfwaded  him,  befides,  he  hath 
Some  private  Bufinefs  with  me.     Mar.  Good  Night,  Sir, 
And  what  Content  you'd  have,  I  wifh  with  you.      [Exit, 

Mer.  Could  any  Man  that  had  a  Back  ask  more ! 
O  me !  O  me  !     Ant.  Now  deal  diredly  with  me  : 
Why  Ihould  you  go  ? 

Mer,  If  you  be  wife  do  not  enquire  the  Caufe, 

'Twill 


176 


The  Coxcomb. 


'Twill  trouble  you.     Ant,  Why  ?  prithee  why  ?  Mer,  *Y 

faith 
I  would  not  have  you  know  if,  let  me  go, 
'Twill  be  far  better  for  you.     Ant.  Who  is  that. 
That  knocks  there  .''  is  it  not  at  the  Street  Door } 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir.     Ant.  Who's  there,  cannpt  you  fpeak.? 

Viol,  [within.']  A  poor 
Diftreffed  Maid,  for  God's  fake  Jet  me  in. 

Mer.  Pray  Jet  her  in,  Sir,  and  me  out  together, 
•Tis  but  one  labour, 

»Tis  Pity  Ihe  fhould  (land  i'th*  Street,  it  feems 
She  knows  you. 

Ant.  There  fhe  Ihall  ftand  for  me  ;  you're  ignorant, 
This  is  a  common  Cuftom  of  the  Rogues 
That  lie  about  the  Joofe  Parts  of  the  City. 

Mer.  As  how  ?    Ant.  To  knock  at  Doors  in  dead  of 
Night, 
And  ufe  fome  feigned  Voice  to  raife  Compafllon, 
And  when  the  Doors  are  open  in  they  rufh, 
And  cut  the  Throats  of  all,  and  take  the  Booty ; 
We  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Viol.  [within.~\  As  ever  you  had  Pity  let  me  in, 
I  am  undone  elfe. 

Ant.  Who  are  you } 

Viol.  My  Name  is  Viola,  a  Gentlewoman 
That  ill  Chance  hath  diftrefs'd,  you  know  my  Father. 

Mer.  Alas  of  God !  we'll  let  her  in,  'tis  one  of 
The  Gentlewomen  that  were  here  i'th*  Evening, 
1  know  her  by  her  Name,  poor  Soul,  fhe's  cold 
I  warrant  her.  Jet  her  have  my  warm  Bed, 
And  I  will  take  her  Fortune ;  come,  pray  come. 

Ant.  It  is  not  Viola^  that's  certain. 
She  went  home  to  her  Father's,  I  am  fure. 

Viol.  Will  not  you  be  fo  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant.  I'll  be  fo  good  to  have  you  whipt  away,  if 
You  (lay  a  little  Jonger :  She  is  gone 
I  warrant  her  i  now  let  me  know  your  Caufe, 
For  I  will  hear't,  and  not  repent  the  knowing. 

Mer.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I'll  tell  you; 
I  love  your  Wife  extreamly.    Ant.  Very  well. 

Mer. 
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Mer,  And  fo  well  that  I  dare  not  ftav. 

Ant.  Why  ? 

Mer.  For  wronging  you  ;  I  know  I'm  Flelli  and  Blood, 
And  you  have  done  me  Friendships  infinite 
And  often. 

That  muft  require  me  honefl:,  and  a  true  Man, 
And  I  will  be  fo,  or  I'll  break  my  Heart. 

jint.  Why,  you  may  ftay  for  all  this  yer,  methinks. 

Mer.  No,  though  I  wouM  be  good,  I  am  no  Saint, 
Nor  is  it  fafe  to  try  me  ;  I  deal  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  I  dare  try  you,  do  the  bed  you  can. 

Mer.  You  fliall  not ; 
When  I  am  right  again,  I'll  come  and  fee  you, 
Till  when,  I'll  ufe  all  Countries,  and  all  Means, 
But  I  will  lofe  this  Folly,  'tis  a  Devil. 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  (lay  you  ?     Mer.  No, 
Unlefs  you'll  have  me  fuch  a  Villain  to  you, 
As  all  Men  fliall  fpit  at  me. 

Ant.  Does  Ihe  know  you  love  her  ? 

Mer.  No,  I  hope  not,  that  were  a  Rccompcnce 
Fit  for  a  Rogue  to  render  her. 

Ant.  If  ever  any  had  a  faithful  Friend, 
I  am  that  Man  and  I  may  glory  in't ; 
This,  this  is  he,  that  ipfe^  he  that  pafles 
Ail  Chriftendom  for  Goodnefs  ; 
He  fhall  not  overgo  me  in  his  Friendfiiip, 
*Twere  recreant  and  bafe,  and  I'll  be  hang'd  (iifi:, 
I  am  refolved,  go  thy  ways,  (9)  a  Wife 
Shall  never  part  us  j  I've  conlider'd,  and 
I  find  her  nought  to  fuch  a  Friend  as  thou  art ; 
I'll  fpeak  a  bold  word,  take  your  time  and  woe  her. 
You've  overcome  me  clearly. 

And  do  what's  fitting  with  her you  conceive  me , 

I  am  glad  at  Heart  you  love  her,  by  this  Light ; 
Ne'er  (tare  upon  me,  for  I  will  not  fly  from'r. 
If  y* had  fpoke  fooner,  fure  you  had  been  f^jiv'd  ; 
Sir,  you're  not  ev'ry  Man,  now  to  your  Task, 

{9) a  Wife 

Will  never ]    The  EJiiion  of  1647  gives  the  Text. 
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I  give  you  free  leave. 

And  the  Sin's  mine  if  there  be  any  in  it. 

Mer.  He  will  be  hang'd  before  he  makes  this  good ; 
He  cannot  be  fo  innocent  a  Coxcomb, 
He  can  tell  ten  fure. 

If  I  had  never  known  you  as  I  have  done, 
I  might  be  one,  as  others  perhaps  fooner, 
But  now  it  is  impoflible,  there's  too 
Much  Good  between  us. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  art  e'en  the  beft  Man 
I  can  fay  no  more,  I  am  fo  overjoy'd  ; 
You  mu^  flay  this  Nighr,  and  in  the  Morning  go 
As  early  as  you  pleafe,  I  have  a  Toy  for  you. 

Mer.  I  thought  this  Pill  would  make  you  fick. 

Ant.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I  muft  have  notice. 
And  it  muft  be  hard  by  too  ;  do  you  mark  me  ? 

Mer.  Why,   what's  the  matter  .^ 

Ant.  There  is  a  thing  in  hand. 

Mer.  Why  ?  what  thing  r* 

Ant.  A  found  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  not 

Peevilli.  We  two  will  be you'ld  little  think  it  i 

As  famous  for  our  Friendfliip 

Mer.  How  ? 

Ant.  If  Heav'n  pleafe. 
As  ever  'Damon  was,  and  Pytheas ; 
Or  PyladeSi  ^r^d  Orejies,  or  any  two 
That  ever  were ;  do  you  conceive  me  yet  ? 

Mer.    No,  by  my  troth,   Sir ;  he'll  not  help  me  up 
fure? 

Ant.  You  Ihall  anon  -,  and  for  our  Names,  I  think 
They  fhall  live  after  us,  and  be  remcmber'd 
While  there's  a  Story  ;  or  I'll  lofe  my  aim. 

Mer.  What  a  Vengeance  ails  he  ^  How  do  you  } 

Ant.  Yes  faith,  we  two  will  be  fuch  Friends,  as  the 
World  fiiall  ring  of. 

Mer.  And  why's  all  this? 

Ant.  You  fhall  enjoy  my  Wife. 

Mer.  Away,  away.     Ant.  The  Wonder  mud  begin, 
So  1  have  caft  it,  'twill  be  fcurvy  elfe. 
You  fhall  not  flir  a  Foot  in't  5  pray  be  quiet 

'Till 
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'Till  I  have  made  it  perfe<51:. 

Mer.  What  fhallaMan  do  with  this  wretched  Fellow  ? 
There  is  no  Mercy  to  be  ufed  towards  him. 
He  is  not  capable  of  any  Pity, 
He  will  (10)  in  fpight  of  courfe  be  a  Cuckold, 
And  who  can  help  it  ? 
Muft  it  begin  fo  needs.  Sir  ? — -—Think  again. 

Ant.  Yes  marry  muft  it. 
And  I  myfelf  will  woe  this  Woman  for  you  ; 
Do  you  perceive  it  now  ?  ha  ? 

Mcr.  Yes,  now  I  have  a  little  fight  i*th*  matter ; 

0  that  thy  Head  fhould  be  fo  monftrous, 
That  all  thy  Servants  Hats  may  hang  upon'c ! 
But  do  you  mean  to  do  this  ? 

Ant.  Yes  certain,  I  will  woe  her,  and  for  you. 
Strive  not  againft  it,  'tis  the  Overthrow 
Of  the  beft  Plot  that  ever  was  then.     Mer.  Nay, 

1  will  aflure  you,  Sir,  I'll  do  no  harm. 
You  have  too  much  about  you  of  your  own. 

Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a  Place  yet  ? 

Mer.  A  Place  } 

Ant.  Ay, 
A  Place  where  you  will  bide ;  prithee  no  more  of 
This  Modefty,  'tis  foolifli, 

(10) in  fpight  c/ courfe ]  Both  the  Senfe  and  Meifure  feem 

corrupted  by  the  Word  Ccurj'e.  The  Conjcdure  I  ihaJl  prop.)re  leems 
probable,  but  I  am  not  fo  fully  fatisfy'd  with  it  as  not  to  wiih  to  fee  a 
Dctter.     I  read, 

Hfu^ill  in  fpight  o/"Courtefy  be  a  Cuckold. 
The  Word  will  bear  two  Senfes.  both  fuitable  to  the  Context ;  either 
In  fpight  ef  my  Courtefy  or  Civiiily  to  him,  or  ht  fpight  of  the 
Court'efy  of  Nations,  which  has  every  where  rendered  a  wilful  Cuckold 
contemptible.  Shakefpear,  and  our  Authors,  often  ufe  the  Word  in 
this  latter  Senfe.  Mr.  Siicard. 

What  Mr.  Seni:ard  ha?  proposed  in  his  Note  is  very  ingenious  but 
not  neceflTary,  the  Place  being  certainly  right  as  it  Hands.  Courfe\itie 
means  the  fame  as  Fortune  or  Fate,  and  to  do  a  rhirig  in  fpight  ff 
either  is  a  very  common  Exprefficn.  Thus  in  the  Piay  of  Crotnivell, 
(  falfly  attributed  to  Shakefpear)  the  Author  has  thtfe  Words ; 
■■    ■'  in  this  admiring  World 

This  is  hut  Courfe,   'which  in  the  Name  o/^Fate 

Is  fetn  as  often  at  it  ivhir/s  ahcut. 

M  2  And 
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And  we  were  not  determined  to  be 

Abfolute  Friends  indeed,  'twere  tolerable. 

Mer.  I  have  thought,  and  you  foon  fhall  hear  from  mc> 
Jnt.  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlafling  Glory  5 

I  have  the  better  of  him,  that's  my  Comfort, 

Good  Night.  \_Exit. 

Mer.  Good  Night; 

Well  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  the  tidied  Wittall 

This  Day  I  think  above  Ground, 

And  yet  thy  End  for  all  this  mud  be  motly.  [£x//. 

Enter  a  Tinker  with  a  Cord,  and  Dorothy. 

Tink.  *Tis  bitter  cold  ;  a  Plague  upon  thefe  Rogues, 
How  wary  they  are  grown  : 
Not  a  Door  open  now,  but  double  barr'd ; 
Not  a  Window, 

But  up  with  a  cafe  of  Wood  like  a  Spice-box, 
And  their  Locks  unpickable  ; 
The  very  Smiths  that  were  (11)  half  Venturers, 
Drink  penitent,  fingle  Ale, 
This  is  the  Iron  Age,  the  Ballad  fings  of ; 
Well,  1  ihall  meet  with  fome  of  your  loofe  Linnen  yet, 
Good  Fellows  muft  not  ftarve  -,  here's  he  fhall  fhew 
You  God-a-mighty's  Dog-bolts,  if  this  hold. 

Dor.  Faith  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that's  thy  Fault, 
Thou  art  as  fweet  a  Thief,  that  Sin  excepted. 
As  ever  fuffer'd,  that  is  a  proud  Word, 
And  1*11  maintain  it. 

Tin.  Come,  prithee 
Let  us  (liog  off,  and  (12)  bowze  an  Hour  or  two. 
There's  Ale  will  make  a  Cat  fpeak  at  the  Harrow ; 
We  fhall  get  nothing  now,  without  we  batter, 
*Tis  grown  too  near 

^11)  ■  .  ^a/f  Ventures,]  By  the  want  of  a  Syllable,  what 
Work  ii  here  made  f  The  Hammers,  l^c.  are  put  for  the  Smiths,  and 
the  Merchandife  ior  the  Merchant.  But  the  Folio  of  1647  ^^'s  all  to 
rights,  by  reading,  as  I  have  alter'd,  the  prefent  Text —  Venturers. 

f  1 2)  ■  Browze  an  Hour  or  tnvo,^  The  Text  is  from  Mr.  T/jeo- 

haldH  Margin.     I  conjedtured  we  fliould  read   Rou/e,    i.  e.     Caroufe^ 
but  it  is  a  Matter  of  no  great  Moment, 

Morning, 
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Morning,  the  Rogues  fleep  fober,  and  are  watchful. 

Dcr.   We  want  a  Boy  extreamly  for  this  Funtftion, 
Kept  under  for  a  Year,  with  Milk,  and  Knot-grafs; 
Jn  my  time  1  have  feen  a  Boy  do  wonders  j 
Robin  the  red  Tinker  had  a  Boy, 
God  reft  his  Soul,  he  fuffer'd  this  time  four  Years, 
For  two  Spoons,  and  a  Pewter  Candleftick  \ 
That  fweet  IVlan  had  a  Boy, 
As  I'm  a  Curftend  Whore,  would  have  run  through 

A  Cat-hole he  would 

Have  boulted  fuch  a  piece  of  Linnen  in  an  Evening 

Tin.  Well,  we  will  have  a  Boy  ;  prithee  let's  go,. 
I  am  vengeance  cold  I  tell  thee.     Dsr.  I'll  be  hang'd 
Before  I  ftir  without  fome  purchafe,  by  thefe 
Ten  Bones,  I'll  turn  She-ape,  and  untile  a  Houfe, 
But  I  will  have  it ;    it  may  be  I  have 
A  humour  to  be  hang'd,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola. 

Tin.   Peace,  you  flead  Whore,  thou  haft  a  Mouth  likfi 
a  Blood-hound,  here  comes  a  Night- fhade. 

Dor.  A  Gentlewoman-Whore  ; 
By  this  Darknefs  I  will  cafe  her  to  the  Skin. 

Tin.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Viol.  What  Fear  have  I  endur*d  this  difmal  Night  } 
And  what  Difgrace,  if  1  were  feen  and  known  ? 
In  which  this  Darknefs  only  is  my  Friend, 
That  only  has  undone  me;  a  thoufand  Curfes 
Light  on  my  eafie,  foolifti,  childilh  Love, 
That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a  Confidence 
Upon  a  Man,  lo  many  being  falfe  ; 
My  wearinefs,  and  weeping,  makes  me  fleepy, 
I  muft  lie  down.     Tin.  What's  this?  A  Prayer,  or 
A  Homily,  or  a  Ballad  of  good  Counfel  ? 
She  has  a  Gown,  I  am  fure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  Brains,  and  then  flit*!!  never  bite. 

Tin.  Yes,  I  will  knock  her,  but  not  yet :  You !  Woman ! 

Viol.  For  God's  fake  what  are  you  ? 

Tin.  One  of  the  Grooms  of  your  Wardrobe,  come, 
come, 

M  3  Uncafe, 
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Uncafe,  uncafe  \  by'r  Lady  a  good  Kerley. 

ykl.  Pray  do  not  hurc  me,  Sir.     Dor.  (13)  Lcfshave 
no  Pity, 
For  if  you  do,  here's  that  (hall  cut  your  Wiiiftle. 

Viol.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  ?  I  am  as  mifcrabic 
As  you  can  make  me  any  way. 
Dor.  That  ihall  be  try'd. 

Viol.  Here,  take  my  Gown,  if  that  will  do  you  Pleafure. 

Tin.  Yes  marry  will't,  look  in  the  Pockets  Z)<?//, 
There  may  be  Birds.     Dor.   They're   flown,    a  pox  go 

with  them, 
I'll  have  this  Hat,  and  this  Ruff  too,  I  like  it, 
Now  will  I  fiourifh  like  a  Lady  brave, 
r  faith,  Boy. 

Viol.  You  are  fo  gentle  People  to  my  feeming. 
That  by  my  truth  I  could  live  with  you.  Tin.  Could  youfo? 
A  pretty  young  round  Wench,  well  Blooded,  I 
(14J  Am  for  her.     Dor.  But  by  this,  I  am  not,  cool 
Your  Codpiece,  Rogue,  or  I  will  clap  a  Spell  on't. 
Shall  take  your  Edge  off  with  a  very  Vengeance. 

T!in.  Peace,  HorJe-flefh,  Peace,  I'll  caft  off  my  Amazon, 
Sh'as  walk'd  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious, 
She'll  fight  and  fcould,  and  drink  like  one  o'th'  Worthies. 

Dor.  Udsprecious 
You  young  contagious  Whore,  muft  you  be  ticeing  ? 
And,  is  your  Flefh  fo  rank.  Sir,  two  may  live  upon't  ? 
I'm  glad  to  hear  your  Cortall's  grown  fo  lully  i 
He  was  dry  founder'd  t'other  Day,   wehce 
My  pamper'd  Jade  of  Afia. 

Viol.  Good  Woman  do  not  hurt  me,  I  am  forry 
That  1  have  given  any  caufe  of  Anger. 

(13)  Lei's  hanje  no  Pity,']    i.  e.  no  crying  out  for  Pity. 

(14)  Am  for  her  y  Thieves.]  Thieves  has  Itolen  into  the  Text  here 
very  unaccountably.  Jf  the  Speech  is,  or  is  not  curtail'd,  as  I  can't 
proinife,  yet  there  is  no  reafon  for  Thie'ves  ftanding  here,  as  there  is 
nothing  to  which  it  can  probably  refer.  There  are  but  two  ways  I 
know  of  that  we  can  rid  the  Text  of  it  ;  the  firft  is  by  expunging  it 
as  I  have  done,  and  the  fecond  by  fuppofing  that  it  is  a  Corruption  of 
this,  and  fituate  in  a  wrong  Place,  and  that  the  Paffa^e  once  run  thus, 

j4  pretty  young  round  Wench  ivell  blooded,  tl  i>, 
/';/;  for  het"  >     <  <' 

Dor* 
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Dor,  Either  bind  her 
Quickly,  and  come  away,  or  by  this  Steel 
1*11  tell,  although  I  trufs  for  Company  -, 
Now  could  I  eat  her  broil'd,  or  any  way. 
Without  Vinegar  ; 

I  muft  have  her  Nofc.     Viol.  By  any  thing  you  love  bed, 
Good  Sir,  good  Woman — Tin.  Why  her  Nofe,  Dorothy? 
Dor.  If  I  have  it  not,  and  prefently  warm,   1  lofe  that 
I  go  withal. 

T'in.  Wou'd  the  Devil 
Had  that  thou  goeft  withal,  and  thee  together, 
For  fure  he  got  thy  Whelps  if  thou  haft  any  •, 
(15)  He's  thy  dear  Dad,  Whore  ! 
Put  up  your  Cut-purfe  ;  an  I  take  my  Switch  up, 
'Twill  be  a  black  time  with  you,  (heath  your  Bung,  Whore. 

Dor.  Will  you  bind  her  ? 
We  fhall  ftand  here  a  prating,  and  be  hang'd  both. 
Tin.  Come,  I  mufl;  bind  you,  not  a  Word,  no  crying. 
Fiol.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I  will  not  cry. 
Tif!.  Hurt  her  nor,  if  thou  doft,  by  Ale  and  Beer, 
I'll  clout  thy  old  bald  Brain-pan  with  a  piece 
Of  Brafs,  you  Bitch  incarnate. 

[Exeufd  Tinker  and  Dorothy.^ 
Fiol.  O  Heav*n,  to  what  am  I  relerv*d  !  that  knew  not 
Through  all  my  childifli  Hours  and  Adions, 
More  Sin,  than  poor  Imagination, 
And  too  much  loving  of  a  faithlefs  Man, 
For  which  I'm  paid  ;  and  fp,  that  not  the  Day 
That  now  is  rifmg  to  protect  the  harmlefs. 
And  give  the  innocent  a  Sanduary 
From  Thieves  and  Spoilers,  can  deliver  mc 
From  Shame,  at  leaft  Sufpicion » 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  Sirrah,  lead  down  the  Horfes  eafily, 
I'll  walk  a-foot  till  I  be  down  the  Hill, 
'Tis  very  early, 

(15)  She's  tiy  dear  Dad^ ]     Common  Senfe,  as  Mr.  Sewatd 

law  too,  calls  out  for  a  Change  of  She''s  into  He^i, 

M  4  I 
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^  fliall  reach  home  betimes.     How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Viol.  Night,  that  was  ever  Friend  to  Lovers,  yet 
Has  r.iis'd  Tome  weary  Soul,  that  hates  his  Bed, 
To  come  and  ke  me  blufh,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 
Val.  H*ad  a  rude  Heart  that  did  this. 
Viol.  Gentle  bir. 
If  you  have  that  which  honed  Men  call  Pity, 
And  be  as  far  horn  evil  as  you  fliew  ; 
Help  a  poor  Maid,  that  this  Night  by  bad  Fortune 
Has  been  thus  us'd  by  Robbers. 

Val.  A  Pox  upon  his  Hsart  that  would  not  help  thee  j 
This  Thief  was  half  a  Lawyer  by  his  Bands. 
How  long  have  you  been  tied  here  ^     Viol.  Alas,  this 
Hour,  and  with  Cold  and  Fear  am  almoft  perifh'd. 
Fal.  Where  were  the  Watch  the  while  ?    Good  fober 
Gentlemen, 
They  were  like  careful  Members  of  the  City, 
(16)  Drawing  in  diligent  Ale,  and  finging  Catches, 
While  Mr.  Conitable  contriv'd  the  Torts: 
Thefe  Fellows  fliould  be  more  feverely  punifh'd 
Than  wandring  Gipfies,  that  each  Statute  whips; 
For  if  they'd  every  one  two  Eyes  apiece  more. 
Three  Pots  would  put  them  out.     Viol.  I  cannot  tell, 
I  found  no  Chriiiian  to  give  me  Succour. 

Val.  When  they  take  a  Thief, 
ril  take  OJIend  again  ;  the  Whoreibns 
Drink  Opium  in  their  Ale,  and  then  they  fleep 
Like  Tops  ;  as  for  their  Bill^  they  only  ferve 
To  reach  down  Bacon  to  make  Rafhers  on  ; 
Now  let  me  know  to  whom  Pve  done  this  Courtefie, 
That  I  may  thank  my  early  rifing  for  it. 
Viol.  Sir,  all  I  am,  you  fee. 
Val.  You  have  a  Name  I'm  fure,  and  a  Kindred, 
A  Father,  Friend,  or  fomething  that  muft  own  you  5 

(16)  Tiru'wing  in  diligent  Me, ]     If  the  Reader  will  take  this 

Epithet  in  an  Ironical  Senfe,  I  need  not  endeavour  afcer  an  Alteration  ; 
but  if  not,  perhaps  we  fhould  read, 

DravuKg  indiligent  Jle  ■■ 

Or 

Dravjifitr  in  widlUffcnt  ^h   —■■—•-■— 

She's 
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She's  a 

Handfome  young  Wench  j    what  Rogues  were  thefe  'to 
rob  her  ? 
Vtol.  Sir,  you  fee  all  I  dare  reveal,  and  as 
You  are  a  Gentleman  prefs  me  no  further  ; 
For  there  begins  a  Grief,  whofe  Bitternefs 
Will  break  a  ftronger  Heart  than  I  have  in  me. 
And  'twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing ; 
For  your  own  Goodncfs  fake  defire  it  not. 

Fal.   If  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  of  that. 
How  do  you  live  then  ?     Viol.  How  I've  liv*d,  is  (till 
One  Quedion,  which  mull  not  be  rcfolv'd— — — 
How  1  defirc  to  lire,  is  in  your  liking. 
So  worthy  an  Opinion  I  have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking?  How,  I  pray  thee?  Tell  me, 
'Faith  I'll  do  y*  any  good  lies  in  my  Power  ; 
She  has  an  Eye  would  raife  a  Bed- rid  Man  ; 
Come,  leave  your  Fear,  and  tell  me,  that's  a  good  Wench. 
VioL  Sir,  I  would  ferve — Val.  Who  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Don't  weep 
And  tell  me.     Fiol.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  Woman, 
And  fuch  a  Wife,  if  you  be  married, 
1  do  imagine  yours. 

Fell.  Alas  I 
Thou'rt  young  and  tender,  let  me  fee  thy  Hand, 
This  was  ne'er  made  to  wafli,  or  wind  up  Water, 
Beat  Cloaths,  or  rub  a  Floor  ; 
By  this  Light,  for  one  ufe  that  fhall  be  namelefs, 
'Tis  the  belt  wanton  Hand  that  e'er  1  lookt  on. 

Viol.  Dare  you  accept  me,  Sir,  my  Heart  is  honefl; 
Among  your  virtuous  charitable  Deeds, 
This  will  not  be  the  leaft. 

Fat.  Thou  canfl:  in  a  Chamber  ? 
Fiol.  In  a  Chamber,  Sir  ^. 
Fal.  I  mean,  wait  there  upon  a  Gentfewoman. 
How  quick  (lie  is,  I  like  that  mainly  too  -, 
I'll  have  her,  though  I  keep  her  with  main  ftrength 
Like  a  befieg'd  Town,  for  I  know  I  fhall 
Have  th'  Enemy  afore  me  in  a  Week. 

Viol.  Sir,  I  can  fow  too,  and  make  pretty  Laces,  ' 

Dreis 
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Drefs  a  Head  handfome,  teach  young  Gentlewomen, 
For  in  all  thefe  I  have  a  Jittle  Knowledge. 

Val.  'Tis  well,  no  doubt  I  (hall  encreafe  that  Knowledge. 
I  like  her  better  ftill,  how  fhe  provokes  me  j 
Pretty  young  Maid,  you  fhall 
Serve  a  good  Gentlewoman,  though  I  fay't. 
That  will  not  be  unwilling  you  fhould  pleafe  me. 
Nor  I  forgetful  if  you  do.     Viol.  I  am 
The  happier.     Val.  My  Man  Ihall  make  fome  fliift 
To  carry  you  behind  him  ;  can  you  ride  weil  ? 

Fiol  But  I'll  hold  faft  for  catching  of  a  fall. 

Val.  That's  the  next  way  to  pull  another  on  you< 
I'll  work  her  as  I  go,  I   know  flie's  Wax,  now. 
Now  at  this  time  could  I  beget  a  Worthy 
Upon  this  Wench.     Viol.  Sir,  for  this  Gentlenefs, 
May  Heav*n  requite  you  tenfold.      Val.   'Tis  a  good 

Wench, 
However  others  ufe  thee,  be  afllir'd 
PJl  be  a  loving  Mafter  to  thee  j  come.  \_Exeunt, 

Enter  Antonio  like  an  Irifli  Footman,  tjoith  a  Letter. 

Ant.  1  hope  I'm  wild  enough  for  being  known, 
I've  writ  a  Letter  here,  and  in  it  have 
Abus'd  myfelf  moft  bitterly,  yet  all 
My  Fear  is,  not  enough. 
For  that  mull  do  it,  that  muft  lay  it  on ; 
ril  win  her  out  o'th*  Flint,  'twill  be  more  famous ; 
Now  for  my  Language. 

Enter  Servingman. 

Ser.  Now,  Sir,  who*d  you  fpeak  with? 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  Maftres  Man  ?  I'd  fpeak  with  her, 
I  have  a  Letter.     Ser.  Cannot  I  deliver  it  ? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot,  and  fait,  canft  thou  not  Man. 

Ser.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  call  her  to  you,  pray  (hake  your  Ears 
without  a  little.  {Exit  Servingman, 

Ant.  Cran  a  Cree  do  it  quickly  ;  *  this  Rebel  Tongue 
fticks  in  my  Teeth  worfe  than  a  tough  Hen,  furc  it  was 

*   T/Vf  Note  26  in  Page  197. 

ne'er 
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ne*er  known  at  Bdbel^  for  they  fold  no  Apples,  and  this 
was  made  for  certain  at  the  firft  planting  of  Orchards, 
'tis  fo  crabbed. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Servingman, 

Mcir.  "What's  he  wou'd  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ser.  A  Killkenny  Ring,  there  he  ftands,  Madam. 

Mar.  What  would  you  have  with  me.  Friend  ? 

Ant.    He  has  a  Letter  for  other  Women,    wilt  thou 
read  it? 

Mar.  From  whence  ? 

Ant.  De  CrofTe  Creed  from  my  Mailer, 

Mar.  Who  is  your  Mafter  ? 

Ant.  I  pray  do  you  look. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  Fellow  ? 

Ser.  No, 
Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irijh  Footman  5 
Stand  further  Friend,  I  do  not  like  your  Rope-runners, 
What  Stalion  Rogues  are  thefe,  (17)  to  wear  fuchTrowfers, 
The  very  Cotton  may  commit  Adultery. 

Mar.  I  can't  find  whofe  Hand  this  fhould  be,  I'll  read. 
To  the  Beauteous  IVife  of  Don  Antonio  : 

Sure  this  is  fome  blind  Scribe well  now,  what 

follows  ? 

Ant.  Pray  God  it  take,  for  I  have  giv'n  her  that 
Will  ftir  her  Confcience,  how  it  works  with  her  i 
Hope,  if  it  be  thy  Will,  let  the  Flefh  have  it. 

Mar.  This  is 
The  moft  abhor'd,  intolerable  Knavery, 
That  Slave  e'er  trntertain'd,  fure  there  is  more 
Than  thine  own  Head  in 
This  Villany,  it  goes  like  pradlis'd  Mifchief  j 
Di fabled  in  his  Body  ?  O  good  God ! 

(17)  to  nxear  fuch  Dowfets, 

Ihe  ijery  Cotton ]      The  Senfe  of  this  Word  can  in  no 

Shape  tally  with  the  Contexc  here.  Do^jofets  fhould  without  all  Scru- 
ple be  wrote  Troiv/ers  or  Trojfers ;  and  thus  the  next  Page  Maria  in 
a  Sneer  fays  to  him, 

You     RogUCf 

Tou  Enemy  to  all,  but  little  Breeches. 

As 
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As  I  live  he  lyes  mod  fearfully,  and  bafely. 

Ha  I  I  fiiould  know  that  Jewel,  *tis  my  Husband, 

Come  hither.  Sirrah,  are  you  an  Iripo  Man  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  Woman  a  Cree  I  am  an  Irljb  Man. 

Mxr.  Now  I  know'c  perfectly  ;  is  this  your  Trick,  Sir  ? 
I'll  trick  you  for  it;  how  long  have  you  ferv'd 
This  Gentleman?     Ant.  Pleafe  thee  a  little  Day, 

0  my  Mac  Dermond  put  me  to  my  Maftree ;    'tis  done  I 

know. 
Mar.  Faith  he  fpeaks  as  well 
As  if  he  had  been  loufy  for  the  Language 
A  Year  or  two  -,  well,  Sir,  you  had  been  better 
Have  kept  in  your  own  Shape  as  I  will  ufe  you ; 
What  have  I  done  that  (hould  deferve  this  IVial  ? 

1  never  made  him  Cuckold,  to  my  Knowledge. 
Sirrah  come  hither. 

Ant.  Now  will  flie  fend  fome  Jewel,  or  fome  Letter, 
I  know  her  Mind  as  well ;  I  fhall  be  famous. 

Mar,  Take  tiiis  Irip  Bawd  here. 

Ant,  How  ? 

Mar.  And  kick  him  till  his  Breeches  and  Breech  be  of 
one  Colour,  a  bright  blue  both.- 

Ant.  I  may  be  well  fwing'd  thus,  for  I  dare  not  reveal 
myfelf,  I  hope  fhe  does  not  mean  it  -,  [^Servant  kicks  him.] 
O  hone !  O  hone!  O  St.  Patrick!  O  a  Cree  !  O  fweet 
Woman ! 

Mar.  Now  turn  him. 
And  kick  him  o'  t'other  fide,  that's  well. 

Ant.  O  good  waiting  Man,  I  befeech  thee  good  wait- 
ing Man a  Pox  lire  your  Legs. 

Mar.  You  Rogue, 
You  Enemy  to  all,  but  little  Breeches, 
How  darcft  you  come  to  me  with  fuch  a  Letter  ? 

Ant.  Prithee 
Pity  th'  poor  IriJIj  Man  v  all  this  makes  for  me. 
If  I  win  her  yet,  Pm  (till  more  glorious. 

Mar.  Nvjw  could  I  weep  at  what  Pve  done,  but  I'll 
Harden  my  Heart  again  ;  go  fhut  him  up, 
Until  my  Husband  comes  home  ;  yet  thus  much 
E'er  ye  go.  Sirrah  Thatch'd  Head,  would'it  not  thou 

Be 
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Be  whipt,  and  think  it  Juftice  ? 

Well  Aquavits  Barrel,  (18)  I'll  bounce  you. 

y^nt.  I  pray,  do  I  befeech  you,  be  not  angry. 

Mar.  O  you  hobby-headed  Rafcal,  I'li  have  you  flead, 
and  Trofiers  made  of  thy  Skin  to  tumble  in  ;  go  away 
with  him,  let  him  fee  no  Sun,  'till  my  Husband  come 
home :  Sir,  1  fliall  meet  with  you  for  your  Knavery,  I 
fear  it  not. 

j^nt.  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go  ?  I  do  not  like  this. 

Aliir.  Away  with  him. 

Scr   Come,  Til  lead  you  in  by  your  Jack-a-Ient  Hair, 
go  quietly,  or  I'll  make  your  Crupper  crack. 

Alar.  And  do  you  hear  me.  Sirrah  ?  when  you've  done. 
Make  my  Coach  ready. 

Ser.  Yes,  yes  forfooth.   [^Exii  Serz'iugman  witbAniomo. 

Mar.  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough, 
I'll  to  this  Gentleman,  and  know  the  reafon 
Of  all  this  Bufinefs,  for  I  do  fufpeft  it  ; 
If  h*as  laid  this  Plot,  I'll  ring  him  fuch  a  Peal, 
Shall  make  his  Ears  deaf  for  a  Month  at  leafl:.  [Exit, 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric.  Am  I  not  n^d  ?  Can  this  weak  temper'd  Head, 
That  will  be  mad  with  Drink,  endure  the  Wrong 
That  I  have  done  a  Virgin,  and  my  Love? 
Be  mad,  for  fo  thou  oughteft,  or  I  will  beat 
The  Walls  and  Trees  down  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  Memory  out,  or  Madnefs  in  ; 
But  fure  I  never  lov'd  fair  yiola^ 
I  never  lov'd  my  Father,  nor  my  Mother, 
Or  any  thing  but  Drink  -,  had  I  had  Love, 
Nay,  (19)  had  1  known  fo  much  of  Charity 

As 

(18)  ■      I  ^wi II  bounce  you. 

Ant.  I  pray  you  ^o,  I  befeech  you  he  not  angry  ]  I  pray  you, 
do  what  ?  Bounce  me,  fays  the  Coxcomb  Antonio  :  bat  as  big  Coxcomb 
as  he  is,  he  means  no  fuch  thing.     Read  and  point  with  (he  hrft  Folio. 

/'//  bounce  you. 

Ant.    1  pray,  do  I  befeech  you,  be  not  angry. 
And  the  Place  is  right. 

(19)  ^^'^  I  kno'wn  fo  much  Charity]     The   Omifllon  of  a  Par- 
ticle here  hurts  the  Senfe,  u  well  as  ihc  Meafure  :    To  know  fo  much 

Charity, 
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As  would  have  fav'd  an  Infant  from  the  Fire, 
I  had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  Street, 
With  half  a  Face,  gafliing  myfelf  with  Knives, 
Two  Hours  e*er  this  time. 

Enter  Pedro,  Silvio,  and  Uberto. 

Ted,  Good  Morrow,  Sir,    Ric.  Good  Morrov/,  Gen- 
tlemen, 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  I  have  my  Wits. 

Fed.  So  have  1  too,  but  they're  unfettled  ones  ; 
Would  rd  fome  Porridge. 

Ric.  The  Tavern  Boy  was  here  this  Morning  with  me» 
And  told  me,  that  there  was  a  Gentlewoman, 
Which  he  cook  for  a  Whore,  that  hung  on  me : 
For  whom  we  quarrel'd,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Fed.  V  faith  nor  I.    IJher.  I  have  a  glimmering 
Of  fome  fuch  thing.     Ric.  Was  it  you,  Sil-vWj 
That  made  me  drink  fo  much .?  *twas  you  or  Pedro. 

Fed.  I  know  not  who. 

Sil.  Wc  are  all  apt  enough. 

Rie.  But  I  will  lay  the  Fault  on  none  but  me. 
That  I  would  be  fo  entreated  ;  come,  come  Silvio, 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  Come,  Gentlemen, 
Why  do  you  flay,  let*s  never  leave  off  now, 
Whilft  we  have  Wine,  and  Throats  j  Pll  pradlifeif. 
Till  I  have  made  it  my  beft  quality  ; 
For  what  is  beft  for  me  to  do  but  that? 
ForHeav*n  fake  come  and  drink  -,  when  I  am  nam'dj 
Men  fhall  make  anfwer.  Which  Ricardo  mean  your 
The  excellent  Drinker  ?  I  will  have  it  fo  ; 
Will  you  go  drink  ^ 

Sil.  We  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Ric.  Why  there  is  then  the  lefs  behind  to  drink. 
Let's  end  it  all  -,  difpatch  that,  we'll  fend  abroad. 
And  purchafe  all  the  Wine  the  World  can  yield. 
And  drink  it  off,  then  take  the  Fruits  o'th'  Earth, 

Charily,  is  to  pofTefs  fo  much  Charity ;  but  to  kvotu  fo  much  of 
Charity,  is  to  hear  or  read  fo  much  of  it,  as  that  it  is  a  Duty  to 
fave  an  Infant  from  the  Fire  ;  which  is  a  ftroBger  Exdufion  of  him- 
felf  to  all  Pietence  of  Charity.  Mr.  Sevjard. 

Diftil 
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Diftil  the  Juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off ; 

We'll  catch  the  Rain  before  it  fall  to  Ground, 

And  drink  off  that,  (20)  that  never  more  may  grow; 

We'll  fet  our  Mouths  to  Springs,  and  drink  them  off^ 

And  all  this  while  we'll  never  think  of  thofe 

That  love  us  beft,  more  than  v/e  did  lad  Night. 

We  will  not  give  unto  the  Poor  a  Drop 

Of  all  this  Drink,  but  when  we  fee  them  weep. 

We'll  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  Tears  off  too. 

We'll  never  leave  whilft  there  is  heat  or  moifture, 

In  this  large  Globe,  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry. 

Till  we  have  made  it  Elemental  Earth, 

Merely  by  drinking.     Fed.  Is  it  flattery 

To  tell  you,  you  are  mad  ?     Kic.  If  it  be  falfe. 

There's  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a  Man  ; 

He  that  will  have  me  lay  my  Goods  and  Lands, 

My  Life  down  for  him,  need  no  more,  but  fay, 

FJcardo  thou  art  mad,  and  then  all  thefe 

Are  at  his  Service  ;  then  he  pleafes  me, 

And  makes  me  think  that  I  had  Virtue  in  me. 

That  I  had  Love  and  Tendernefs  of  Heart ; 

That  thougli  I  have  committed  fuch  a  Fault, 

As  never  Creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 

As  honeft  Men  (hould  do  for  fuch  a  Crime, 

I  have  expreit  fome  Worth,  though  it  be  late  ; 

But  I  alas  have  none  of  thefe  in  me. 

But  keep  my  Wits  ftill  like  a  frozen  Man, 

That  had  no  Fire  within  him.     Si/.  Nay,  good  Ricard$ 

Leave  this  wild  Talk,  and  fend  a  Letter  to  h^r^ 

1  will  deliver  it.     Ric.  'Tis  to  no  purpofc  i 

Perhaps  fhe*s  loft  laft  Night,  or  if  flie  is 

Got  home  again,  fhe*s  now  fo  ftridtly  look'd  to. 

The  Wind  can  fcarce  come  to  her  •,  or  admit 

She  were  herfelf,  if  fhe  would  hear  from  me. 

From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us'd  her  thus. 

She  were  fo  foolifh,  that  fhe  were  no  more 

To  be  belov'd. 

(20)  — ^  that  never  more  may  groiu  ;  ]     i.  e,  that  nothing  mwe 
may  ever  grow .     The  Exprcfiion  is  ftrong,  but  not  very  clear. 

Mr.  Seivard. 

Enter 
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Enter  Andrugio,  and  Servant  with  a  Night-gown, 

Ser.    Sir,   we  have  found   this  Night-gown  fhe  took 
with  her. 

Ric.  Where  ?  where  ?   fpeak  quickly.    Ser.  Searching 
in  the  Suburbs, 
We  found  a  Tinker  and  his  Whore  that  had 
It  in  a  Tap-houfc,  whom  we  apprehended. 
And  they  confcft  they  ftole  it  from  her. 

Ric.  And  murthered  her  .'* 

Sil.  What  ail  you  Man  ?    Ric.  Why  all  this  doth  not 
make 
Me  mad.    Sil.  It  does,  you  would  not  offer  this  elfe ; 
Good  Pedro  look  to's  Sword.     Ser.  They  do  deny 
The  kilh'ng  of  her,  but  fwore  they 
Left  her  i'th*  Fields,  ty'd  to  a  Tree,  next  thofe 
Suburbs  that  are  without  our  Lady's  Gate, 
Near  Day,  and  by  the  Road,  lb  that  fomc  Paflenger 
Muft  needs  unty  her  quickly. 

And.  The  Will  of  Heav'n  be  done :  Sir,  I  will  only 
Intreat  you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greateft 
Occafion  of  her  Lofs,  that  you'll  be  pleafed 
To  urge  your  Friends,  and 
Be  you rfelf  earned  i*th'  Search  of  her  ; 
If  file  be  found,  Ihe  is  yours,  if  Ihe  pleafc ; 
I  myfelfonly 
Will  fee  thefe  People 
Better  examined,  and  after  follow 
Some  way  in  fearch.  God  keep  you  Gentlemen.      [Exit, 

Sil.  Alas,  good  Man  ! 

Ric,  What  think  you  now  of  me  ?  I  think  this  Lump 
Is  nothing  but  a  Piece  of  Phlegm  congeal'd 
Without  a  Soul  ;  for  where  there's  fo  much  Spirit 
As  would  but  warm  a  Flea,  thofe  Faults  of  mine 
Would  make  it  glow,  and  flame  in  this  dull  Heart, 
And  run  like  molten  Gold  through  every  Sin, 
Till  it  could  burft  thefe  Walls,  and  fly  away. 
Shall  I  intreat  you  all  to  take  your  Horfes, 
And  fearch  this  Innocent .? 

Fed.  With  all  our  Hearts. 

Ric, 
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ilic.  Do  not  divide  yourfelves  till  you  come  there. 
Where  they  fay  fhe  was  fy'd  i  I'll  follow  too. 
But  never  to  return  till  flie  be  found. 
Give  Die  my  Sword,  good  Pedro^  1  will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  ir,  lam  now 
Far  better  temperM  ;  if  I  were  not  fo, 
I  have  enow  befides,  God  keep  you  all, 
And  fend  us  good  Succefs.  \_Exeunt, 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Servant, 
Mer.  T  T  7  H  O  is  it  ?  can  you  tell  ?  Ser.  By  my  Troth, 

I  know  not,  but  it  is  a  Gentlewoman. 

(21)  Mer.  A  Gentlewoman .?  Pll  lay  my  Life,  yon 
Puppy  h'ds  fent  his  Wife  to  me  ;  if  he  have,  fling  up  the 
Bed. 

Ser.  Here  fhe  is.  Sir. 

Enter  Maria  zvith  a  Letter, 

Mer.  I*m  glad  I  found  you,  Sir  i  there,    take  youf 
Letter, 
And  keep  it  till  you  have  another  Friend  to  wrong,] 
*Tis  too  malicious  falfe  to  make  me  Sin  ; 
You  have  provok'd  me  to  be  that  I  love  not, 
A  Talker,  and  you  fliall 
Hear  me.     Why  fliould  you  dare  t'imagine  me 
So  light  a  Houfcwife,  that  from  four  hours  Knowledge 
^ou  might  prcfume  to  offer  to  my  Credit 
This  rude  and  ruffian  Tryal  ?  1  am  fure 
1  never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  Tokens, 

(21)  Mer.  A  Gentleman, ]  There  is  neither  Senfe  nor  Hu- 
mour in  this  ABfwer,  and  our  Authors  muft  undoubtedly  have  wrot« 
it,  G  fntleiAiomani 

Vol,  IX,  N  That 
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That  might  (22)  concern  AfTurance  ;  youVea  FooL 
Mer.  I  cannot  blame  you,  now  I  fee  this  Letter, 
Though  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  muft  not ; 
Unlets  you*Jl  make  me  guilty  of  a  Wrong, 

My  worft  Affections  hate 

Mar.  Did  not  you  fend  it  ?     Mer.  No,  upon  my  Faith, 
And  which  is  more,  I  underftand  it  not  j 
The  Hand  is  as  far  from  my  Knowledge,  as 
The  Malice.     Mar,  This  is  ftrangc.  Mer.  It  is  fo,  and 
liad  been  much  llranger,  and  indeed  more  hateful. 
Had  I,  that  have  receiv'd  fuch  Courtefies, 
And  owe  fo  many  Thanks,  done  this  bafe  Office. 

Mar.  Your  Name  is  at  it.     Mer.  Yes,  but  not  my 
Nature, 
And  I  fhall  hate  my  Nameworfe  (23)  than  the  matter. 
For  this  bafe  broking  j  you  are  wife  and  virtuous,, 
Remove  this  Fault  from  me  ; 
For  on  the  love  1  bear  to  Truth  and  Goodnefs, 
This  Letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  Author. 

Mar,  Now  I  perceive  my  Husband's  Knavery  ; 
(24)  If  my  Man  can  but  find  where  he  has  been, 
I  will  go  with  this  Gentleman  whatever 
Comes  on't ;  and  as  I  mean  to  carry  it. 
Both  he  and  the  World  {hall  think  it  fit,  and  thank  me  for  it^ 

Mer.  I  muft  confefs  I  loved  you  at  firft, 
Howe'er  this  made  me  leave  your  Houfe  unmannerly^ 
That  might  provoke  me  to  do  fomething  ill. 
Both  to  your  Honour  and  my  Faith,  and  not 
To  write  this  Letter,  which  I  hold  fo  truly 
Wicked,  that  I  won*t  think  on't. 
Mar.  Ido  believe  y*,  and  fince  I  fee  you*rc  free, 

(22)  concern  JJfurance ]     Tho'  the  Senfe  of  this  PJace  be 

not  hard  to  find  out,  yet  I  am  afraid  the  Exprelfion  is  not  very  juili% 
fiable  ;  as  the  Word  Tokens  occurs  in  the  Line  above,  I  once  thought 
V/e  {hould  read, conjign^  or  contain  Jjfurance—— 

(23)  ■  than  the  manner,]  Manner  \%  certainly,  as  Mr.  Setuard 
faw  with  me,  a  Corruption,  and  the  true  Reading,  which  he  con- 
curr'd  in.  Matter,  i.  e.  the  Subftance  or  Contents  of  the  Letter  to 
which  his  Name  was  fubfcribed. 

(24)  ^any  Man J    My  I  hare  chang'd  for  any^  from  thc- 

Copy  of  1647. 

My 
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My  Words  were  not  meant  to  you  j  but  this  is  not 

The  half  of  my  Afflidlion.     Mer.  It  is  pity 

You  fhould  know  more  Vexation  j  may  1 

Enquire  ? 

Mar.  Faith,  Sir,  I  fear  I*ve  loft  my  Husband, 
Met.  Your  Husband  ?  it  can*t  be  :  I  pity  her, 

How  fhe  is  vext  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Mar.  How  now  ?  What  News  ?  nay  fpeak, 
For  we  mull  know.     Ser.   Faith  I  have  found  at  length. 
By  chance,  where  he  has  been.     Mar.  Where?    Ser.  In  a 

blind 
Out-houfe  i'th'  Suburbs,  pray  God  all  be  well  with  him. 

Mar.  Why? 

Ser.  There  are  his  Cloaths,  but,  what's  become  of  him, 
(25)  I  cannot  yet  enquire.     Mar.  I'm  glad  of  thisj 
Sure  they  have  murther'd  him,  what  fhall  I  do? 

Mer.  Be  not  fo  grieved,  before  you  know  the  Truth, 
You've  time  enough  to  weep,  this  is  the  fudden'ft 

Mifchief Did  you  not  bring  an  Officer 

To  fearch  there,  where  you  fay  you  found  his  Cloaths  ? 

Ser.  Yes,   and  we  fearcht  it,  and  charg'd  th'  Fellow 
with  him ; 
But  he,  like  a  Rogue,  a  (lubborn  Rogue,  made  anfwer. 
He  knew  not  where  he  was;  he  had  been  there, 
But  where  he  was  now,  'faith  he  could  not  tell : 
I  tell  you  true,  I  fear  him. 

Mar.  Are  all  my  Hopes  and  Longings  to  enjoy  him. 
After  this  three  Years  travel,  come  to  this? 

Ser.  It  is  the  ranked  Houfe  in  all  the  City, 
The  moft  curs'd  roguy  Bawdy-houfe.     Hell  fire  it ! 

Mer.  This  is  the  worft  I  heard  yet  -,  will  you  go  home  ? 
'I'll  bear  you  Company,  and  give  you  the 
Beft  help  I  may :  this  being  here  will  wrong  you. 

Mar.  As  you're  a  Gentleman,  and  as  you  lov'd 
Your  dead  Friend,  let  me  not  go  home. 
That  will  but  heap  one  Sorrow  on  another. 

(25)  Icannotyetenjuirf.-'-^'\  Enquire  meixis  here /n J  out. 

N  2  Af<r. 


196 


*The  Coxcomb, 


Mer.  Why  propofe  any  thing  and  I'll  perform't-, 
I  am  at  my  Wits  end  too.     Ser.  So  am  I, 

0  my  dear  Mafter ! 

Mer.  Peace,  you  great  Fool.     Mar.  Then  good  Sir, 
carry  me 
To  fome  retir'd  Place,  far  from  the  fight  of 
This  unhappy  City, 
Whither  you  will  indeed,  fo  it  be  far  enough, 

Mer.  If  1  might  counfel  you, 

1  think  'twere  better  to  go  home,  and  try 
What  may  be  done  yet,  he  may  be  at  home 
Afore  you,  who  can  tell?     Mar.  O  no,  I  know 
He's  dead,  I  know  he's  murther'd  ;  tell  me  not 

Of  going  home,  you  murther  me  too.     Mer.  Well, 

Since  that  it  pleafes  you  to  have  it  fo, 

I  will  no  more  periWade  you  to  go  home, 

I'll  be  your  Guide  into  the  Country,  as 

Your  Grief  doth  command  me, 

J  have  a  Mother  dwelling  from  this  Place 

About  fome  twenty  Miles ;  the  Houfe  though  homely. 

Yet  ab'e  to  fhew  fomething  like  a  Welcome ; 

Thirher  Pll  fee  you  fafe  with  all  your  Sorrows. 

Adar.  With  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be  thought  upon  ; 
I  have  a  Co.ich  here  ready,  good  Sir,  quickly  -, 
ril  fit  ycu,  my  fine  Husband.     Mer.  *T  fhall  be  foj 
If  this  Fellow  be  dead, 
I  ,ee  no  band  of  any  other  Man, 
To  tie  me  from  my  Will, 
And  1  will  follow  her  with  fuch  careful  Service, 
That  fhe  fhall  either  be  my  Love,  or  Wife. 
Will  you  walk  in  ? 

Mar.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  but  one  Word  with  my  Man, 
And  I  am  ready  i  keep  the  Irijh  Fellow 
Safe,,  as  you  love  your  Life,  for  he  I  fear 
Has  a  deep  Hand  in  this  •,  then  fearch  again. 
And  get  out  Warrants  for  that  naughty  Man, 
That  keeps  th'^bad  Houfe,  that  he  may  anfwer  it. 
If  you  find  the  Body,  give't  due  Burial ; 
Farewcl.    You  fliall  hear  from  me,  keep  all  fafc» 

Srr, 
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Ser.  O  my  fweet  Mafter !  [Exeunt. 

Antonio  knocking  within. 

jint.  Man-a-cree, 
The  Devil  take  thee,  wilt  thou  kill  me  here? 
I  prithee  now  let  me  go  feek  my  Mailer, 
I  ihali  be  very  cheel  elfe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Do  you  hear,  Man-a-cree,  I*J1  cree  your  Coxcomb, 
and  you  keep  not  ftill,  down  you  Rogue, 

Ant.  Good  fweet  fad  Serving-man,  let  me  out  I  befeech 
de,  and  by  my  trot  I  will  give  dye  Worfliip  two  Shillings 
in  good  argot,  to  buy  dye  Worlhip  Pipins. 

Ser,  This  Rogue  thinks  all  the  Worth  of  Man  confifls 
In  Pipins  ;  by  this  Light 
(26)  I'll  beat  Rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me  Man  ? 
Is  fetj  ril  give  thee  all  I  have  about  me. 

Ser.  I  thank  you.  Sir,    fo   I   {ly)  may   have  picking 
work. 

Ant.  Here  is  five  Shillings  Man.  Ser.  Here  is  a  Cudgel, 
A  very  good  one. 

Enter  two  Servingmen. 

1  Ser.  How  now,  wli^t's  the  rnatter .? 
Where  is  the  Iri/Lman.     i  Ser.   There,  a  wyth  take  him. 
He  makes  more  Noife  alone  there,  than  ten  Lawyers 
Can  do  (28)  with  double  Fees,  and  a  fcurvy  Cafe. 

(26)  r  II  heat  Rehellionout  of  you  for  ever']  A  fecond  Slur  this  upon 
the  Rebellious  Iri/o.  And  'tis  more  than  probable  that  our  Authors, 
had  they  liv'd  in  thefe  our  Day?,  would  have  had  a  lick  or  two  ac  our 
Neighbours  the  Scotch,  who  have  lately  dabbled  in  the  fame  PuddJe, 
and  have  lafh'd  them  as  feverely  how,  as  they  did  the  Iri/h  then. 

{27)    fuay  have  picking  ijuork.']     Meaning  he  tvas  loufy. 

(28)   •■a;;V^  doable,  and  a  fcur^uy  Cz^c]     Mr.  Seivard  pro- 

pos'd  reading  doubtful,  or  double  and  fcurvy,  i.  e.  dmbly  fuvvy. 
I  only  fuppote  a  Word  has  been  dropt  here  by  chance,  and  that  the 
whole  ran  once, 

double  Fees,  and  a  fcuriy  C&\lk, 

e.  doub'V  paid  to  plead  a  fcurvy  Caufe. 

N  3  2  Ser. 
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2  Ser,  Let  him  out,  I  muft  talk  with  him. 
Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me  fome  Drink,  O  hone?  I  am 
very  dry  Man. 

2  Ser.  You  (hall  have  that  (hall  quench  your  Thirft, 
my  Friend. 

Ant.  Fate  doft  thou  mean  Man  r 

2  Ser.  Even  a  good  tough  Halter. 

Ant.  A  Halter  f  O  hone ! 

2  Ser.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  mifchievous  Rogue,  that's  tht 
Truth. 

Ant.  No,  fet  I  am  not. 

1  Ser.  Shall  I  knock  out  his  Brains }  I  have  kill'd  Dogs 
have  been  worth  three  of  him  for  all  Ules. 

2  Ser.  Sirrah,  the  Truth  on*t  is,  you  muft  with  me  to 
a  Juftice.     O  Roger^  Roger. 

1  Ser.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  PFilliam  ? 

2  Ser.  Heavy  News,  Roger,  heavy  Nevvs ;  God  com- 

fort us. 

I  Ser.  What  is't  Man  ? 

Ant,  What's  the  matter  now .?  I  am 
Ev'n  weary  of  this  way,  would  I  were  out  on't. 

I  Ser.  My  Mafter  fure 
Is  murther'd,  Roger,  and  this  curfed  Rogue, 
1  fear,  has  had  a  hand  in't.    -^nt^  No,  fet  not. 

1  Ser.  Stand  away, 

I'll  kick  it  out  of  him :  come.  Sirrah,  mount, 

I'll  make  you  dance,  you  Rafcal kill  my  Mafter  ? 

If 

Thy  Breech  were  Cannon  proof,  having  this  good 
Caufe  on  my  fide,  I  would  encounter  it  j 
Hold  fair,  Shamrocke. 
Ant.  Why  how  now,  Sirs,  you  will  not  murther  me 
indeed  ^ 

2  Ser.  Blefs  us,   Roger  I 
Ant.  Nay,  I  am  no  Spirit. 

2  Ser.  How  do  you,  Sir .''  this  is  my  v^ry  Mafter. 
Ant.  Why  well , enough  ytt,    but  you  have  a  heavy 
Foot  of  your  own  5  Where's  my  Wife  ? 

I  Ser, 
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I  S,er.  Alas  poor  forrowful  Gentlewoman, 
She  thinks  you're  dead,  and  has  given  o'er  Houfe-keeping. 

Ant.  Whither  is  fhe  gone  then  ? 

I  Ser.  Into  the  Country  with  the  Gentleman, 
Your  Friend,  Sir, 
To  fee  if  flie  can  wear  her  Sorrows  out  there ; 

She  weeps  and  takes  on  too Ant.  This  Kills  ou!:  pat ; 

J  fhall  be  evcrlafting  for  a  Name  : 

Do  you  hear?  upon  your  Lives  and  Faiths  to  nif. 

Not  one  word  I  am  living. 

But  let  the  fame  Report,  that  I  am  murther*d. 

Still  pafs  along  ;  I'm  made  for  ever. 

I  Ser.  Why,  Sir? 

Ant.   I  have  a  Caufe,  Sir,  that's  enough  for  you  j 
Well,  if  I  be  not  famous,   I  am  wrongM  much  j 
For  any  thing  I  know  I  will  not  trouble  him 
This  Week  at  leaff,  no,  let  them  take  their  way 
One  of  another. 

1  Ser.  Sir,  Will  you  be  flill  an  Irijhman"^. 
Ant.  Yes,  a  while. 

2  Ser.  But  your  Worfhip  will  be  beaten  no  mere? 
Ant.  No,  I  thank  you  William. 

I  Ser.   In  truth.  Sir,  if  it  mull  be  fo,   I'll  do  it  better 
than  a  Stranger. 

Ant.  Go,  you're  Knaves  both,  but  I  forgive  you  :  I 
Am  almoft  mad  with  the  Apprehenfion 
Of  what  I  fhall  be ;  not  a  Word  I  charge  you.      {Exeunt, 

Enter  Valcrio,  and  Viola. 

Val.  Come,  pretty  Soul,  wa  now  arc  near  our  home, 
And  whilft  our  Horfesare  walktdown  the  Hill, 
Let  thou  and  I  walk  here  over  this  Clofc, 
The  Foot- way  is  more  plcafant ;  'tis  a  Time, 
My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away. 
For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  Love  ; 
Art  not  thou  fo  too  ?  ha  ? 

Viol.  Nay,  there  are  living  things  empty  of  Love, 
Or  I  had  not  been  here ;  but  for  myfelf, 
Alas,  I  have  too  much.     Val.  It  cannot  be. 
That  {^  much  B^-auty,  fo  much  Youth  and  G!ace, 

N  A  Should 
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Should  have  too  much  of  Love.     Viol.  Pray   what  '^ 

Love  ? 
For  I  am  full  of  that  I  do  not  know. 

Val   Why,  Love  fair  Maid  is  an  extream  Defire, 
That's  not  to  be  examined,  but  fuihli'd  i 
To  ask  the  reafon  why  tiiou  art  in  Love, 
Or  what  might  be  the  noblcft  end  in  Love, 
Would  overthrow  that  kindly  rifing  warmth. 
That  many  times  Aides  gently  o'er  the  Heart  •,  [be 

'Twould  make  thee  grave  and  (laid,  thy  Thoughts  would 
Like  a  thrice  married  Widow,  full  of  Ends, 
j\nd  void  of  all  CompafTion ;  and  to  fright  thee 
From  fuch  Enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  frefli,  and  fweet. 
And  but  fixteen,  the  knowing  what  Love  is, 
Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

Viol.  Would  it  would  make  me  nothing ;  I  have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  World's  upheld  by  Love, 
Bur  I  believe.   Women  maintain  ah  this, 
for  there's  no  Love  in  Men. 
Val.  Yes,  in  fome  Men, 

Viol.  1  know  them  not.  ^ 

Val.  Why,  there  is  Love  in  me. 
Viol.  There's  Charity  I'm  fure  towards  me.     Val.  And 
Love, 
Which  I  will  now  exprefs  ;  my  pretty  Maid, 
I  dare  not  bring  thee  home,   my  Wife  is  foul. 
And  therefore  envious,  fhe  is  very  old. 
And  therefore  jealous ;  thou  art  fair  and  young, 
'  A  Subjed  fit  for  her  unlucky  Vices 
To  work  upon,  fhe  never  ^iW  endure  thee. 

Viol.  She  may  endure, 
Jf  fhe  be  ought  but  Devil,  all  the  Friendfliip 
That  I  will  hold  with  you  ;  can  fhe  endure 
J  fliould  be  thankful  to  you  ?  May  I  pray 
For  you  and  Iter  ?  will  flie  be  brought  to  think, 
That  all  i\\^  honefl  Induftry  I  have, 
Deferves  brown  Bread  ?  If  this  may  be  endur'd 
She'll  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  flteping  Child, 
^*er  Ihe  fall  out  with  me» 

Val. 
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Vd.  But  truft  me,  flie  does  hate  all  handfomenefs. 

Viol.  How  fell  you  then  in  Love  with  fuch  a  Creature  ? 

Val.  I  never  lov'd  her. 

Vioi,  And  yet  married  her  ? 

Val.  She  was  a  rich  one.     Viol.  And  you  fwore,  I  war- 
rant you, 
She  was  a  fair  one  then  too.     Val.  Or  believe  me, 
J  think  1  had  not  had  her.     Viol    Are  you  Men 
AH  luch  ?  WouM  you  wou'd  wall  us  in  a  Place, 
Where  all  we  Women  that  are  innocent 
Might  live  together. 

Val.  Do  nor  weep  at  this ; 
Although  I  dare  not  for  Ibme  weighty  Reafon 
Difpleafe  my  Wile,  yet  I'll  not  forget  thee. 

Viol.  What  will  you  do  with  me? 

Val   Thou  fh.ilt  be  plac'd 
At  my  Man's  Houle,  and  have  fuch  Food  and  Raiment 
As  can  be  bought  with  Mony  :    1  hefe  white  Hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  (hall  play. 
As  thou  fay'ft  they  were  wont,  teaching  the  Strings 
To  move  in  order,  or  what  elfe  thou  wilt. 

Viol.  I  thank  you,  Sir ;  but  pray  you  cloath  me  poorly. 
And  let  my  Labour  get  me  means  to  live. 

Val.  But  fair  one,  you  I  know  do  lb  much  hate 
A  foul  Ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I  fhould  do  this  for  nothing.     Viol.   I  will  work 
As  much  out  as  I  can,  and  take  as  little,  and 
That  you  ihall  have  as  duely  paid  to  you 
As  ever  Servant  did.     Val.  But  give  me  now 
A  trial  of  it,  that  I  may  believe  : 
We  are  alone,  fhew  me  how  thou  wilt  kifs 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  I  have  ftol'n  away 
From  my  too  clamorous  Wife  that  watches  me. 
To  fpend  a  bleiled  Hour  or  two  with  thee. 

Viol.  Is  this  the  Love  you  mean  ?  You  would  have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give,  you  would  have  Lufb. 

Val.  Not  to  diflemble,  or  to  mince  the  Word, 
*Tis  Lull  I  wifh  indeed.     Viol.  And  by  my  Troth 
I  have  it  not ;  for  Hcav'n's  fake  ufe  me  kindly, 
Though  I  be  good,  and  fhew  perhaps  a  Monfler, 

As 
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As  this  World  goes,    Val.  I  do  but  fpeak  to  thee. 

Thy  Anfwers  are  thy  own  ;  I  compeJ  none. 

But  if  you  refufe  this  motion. 

Thou  art  not  then  for  me  ;  alas  good  Soul, 

What  profit  can  thy  Work  bring  to  me  ?      Fiol.  But 

I  fear ;  pray  go,  for  Lull  they  lay,  will  grow 

Outragious,  being  deny'd  ;   I  give  you  thanks 

For  all  your  Courtefies,  and  there's  a  Jewel 

That's  worth  the  taking,  that  I  did  preferve 

Safe  from  the  Robbers  -,  pray  you  leave  me  here 

Juft  as  you  found  me,  a  poor  Innocent, 

And  Heav'n  will  blefs  you  for  it.     VaL  ^xtvc^  Maid, 

I  am  no  Robber,  nor  no  Raviftier, 

J  pray  thee  keep  thy  Jewel,  I  have  done 

No  wrong  to  thee  ;  though  thou  beeft  virtuous. 

And  in  extremity,  I  do  not  know 

That  I  am  bound  to  keep  thee.     Viol.  No,  Sir,  but 

For  God*s  fake,  if  you  know  an  honed  Man 

In  all  thefe  Countries,  give  me  fome  diredions 

To  find  him  out.     Val,  More  honed  than  myfelf ; 

Good  footh  I  do  not  know  ;  I  would  have  lain 

With  thee,  with  thy  confent,  and  who  would  not 

In  all  thefe  Parts,  is  pad  my  Memory ; 

I'm  forry  for  thee,  farewel  gentle  Maid, 

God  keep  thee  fafe.  [£xzV.]  VioL  I  thank  you  Sir,  and  you. 

Woman,  they  fay,  was  only  made  of  Man. 

Methinks  *tis  drange  they  ftiould  be  fo  unlike  5 

It  may  be  all  the  bed  was  cut  away 

To  make  the  Woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 

Behind  with  him.  I'll  fit  me  down  and  weep. 

All  things  have  cad  me  from  'em  but  the  Earth  ; 

The  Evening  comes,  and  every  little  Flower 

Drops  now,  as  well  as  I. 

Enter  Nan  and  Madge,  two  Milk-maidi  with  Pailst 
as  from  milking. 

Nan.  Good  Madge ^ 
Let's  red  a  little,  by  my  Troth  I'm  weary. 
This  new  Pail  is  a  plaguy  heavy  one. 

Would 


Tlje  Coxcomb ,  203 

Would  'Tom  were  hang'd  for  chufing  it,    'tis  the  unto- 

ward'ft 
Fool  in  a  Country. 

Madge.  With  ail  my  Heart,  and  I  thank  you  too,  iV<3». 

Viol.  What  true  (29)  contented  Happinefs  dwells  here. 
More  than  in  Cities?  Wou*d  to  God  my  Father 
Had  ]iv*d  Jilce  one  of  tliefe,  and  bred  me  up 
To  milk,  and  do  as  they  do  ;  methinks  'tis 
A  Life  that  I  wou'd  chufe,  if  I  were  now 
To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a  Prince's  ; 
Maids, 

Give  a  poor  Wench  one  draught  of  Milk,  for  Charity, 
That  Wearinefs  and  Hunger  have  nigh  famifh'd. 

l>}an.  If  I'd  but  one  Cow's  Milk  in  all  the  World, 
Youfhould  have  fomeon't ;  there,  drink  more,  the  Checfe 
Shall  pay  for  it ;  alas  poor  Heart,  flie's  dry. 

Madge.  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts? 

Viol.  No,  would  I  did. 

ISlan.  Madge,  if  (lie  does  not  look  like  my  Coufin  Sut 
o'th*  Moor-lane^  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another 

Madge.  Nay,  Sue  has  a  hazle  Eye,  I  know  Sue  well, 
and  by  your  leave,  not  fo  trim  a  Body  neither,  this  is  a  feat 
bodied  thing  I  tell  you. 

Nan.  She  laces  clofe  by  the  Mafs  I  warrant  you,  and 
fo  does  Sue  too. 

Viol.  I  thank  you  for  your  Gentlenefs,  fair  Maids. 

Nan.  Drink  again,  pray  thee. 

Viol.  I'm  fatisfied,  and  Heav'n  reward  ye  for't  ; 
Yet  thus  far  I  will  compel  you  to  accept 
Thefe  trifles,  Toys  only  t'exprefs  my  thanks. 
For  greater  worth  I'm  fure  they  have  not  in  them  ; 
Indeed  you  fhall,   I  found  them  as  I  came. 

Nan.  Madge,  look  you  here,  Madge ! 

Madge.  Nay,  I  have  as  fine  a  one  as  you,  mine's  all 
Gold,  and  painted,  and  a  precious  Stone  in't ;  1  warrant 
it  coll  a  Crown,  Wench. 

(29)  contented  Happinefs ]     As  the  greateft  Ingredient 

jn  Happinefs  is  Content,   the  calling  Happinefs  contented  is  only  a  low 
Tautology.     I  would  chufe  to  read,  — ~—  Ce/itent  and  Happinejs. 

Nan» 


20  4  The  Coxcomb, 

Nan.  But  mine  is  the  moft  fumptuous  one,  that  e'er  I 
faw. 

VwJ.  One  Favour  you  muft  do  me  more,  for  you 
Arc  well  acquainted  here. 

Nan.  Indeed  we'll  do  you  any  kindnefs,  Sifter. 

Viol.  Only  to  fend  me  to  Ibme  honeft:  Place, 
Where  1  may  find  a  Service. 

Nan.  Uds  me,  our  Dorothy  went  away  but  laft  Week, 
and  I  know  my  Miltrefs  wants  a  Maid,  and  why  may  fhe 
not  be  plac'd  there  ?  This  is  a  likely  Wench,  I  tell  you 
truly,  and  a  good  Wench  I  warrant  her. 

Madge.  And  'tis  a  hard  cafe  if  we  that  have  ferv'd 
four  Years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  Servant,  we  will  pre- 
fer her  ;   hark  you  Sifter,  pray  what's  your  Name  ^ 

Viol.  Melvia. 

Nan.  A  feat  Name  i'faith,  and  can  you  milk  a  Cow  ? 
And  make  a  merry-bufti  ?  That's  nothing. 

Viol.  I  ftiall  learn  quickly. 

Nan.  And  drefs  a  Houfe  with  Flowers  ?   And  ferve  a 
Pig? 
This  you  muft  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  D.iiry, 
And  make  a  Bed  or  two  ?     Viol.  I  hope  I  Ihall. 

Nan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  Men  out,  they  will  mar 
all  that  you  make  elfe,  I  know  that  by  myfelf ;  for  I  have 
been  fo  touz'd  among  'em  in  my  Days  •,  come  you  fhall 
e'en  home  with  us,  and  be  our  Fellow,  our  Houfe  is  fo 
honeft,  and  we  ferve  a  very  good  Woman,  and  a  Gentle- 
woman, and  we  live  as  merrily,  and  dance  o'  good  Days 
after  Even-fong  :  Our  Wake  fhall  be  on  Sunday  ;  do  you 
know  what  a  Wake  is  ?  We  have  mighty  cheer  then,  and 
fuch  a  Coil,  'twould  blefs  ye ;  you  muft  not  be  bafliful, 
you'll  fpoil  all. 

Madge.  Let's  home  for  God's  fake,  my  Miftrefs  thinks 
by  this  time  we  are  loft ;  come,  we'll  have  a  care  of  you  I 
warrant  you ;  but  you  muft  tell  my  Miftrefs  where  you 
were  born,  and  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the 
ilrangeft  things  you  can  devife,  for  fhe  loves  thofe  ex- 
treamly,  'tis  no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no,  "fhe's 
ROt  fo  fcrupulous ;  you  muft  be  our  Sifter,   and  love  us 

beft, 
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beft,  and  tell  us  every  thing,  and  when  cold  Weathc^ 
comes,  we'll  lie  together  \  will  you  do  this  ? 

Viol.  Yes. 

iV<2».  Then  home  again  o*  God's  Name,  can  you  go 
apace  ? 

Viol.  1  warrant  you.  \E>:eunt^ 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

(50)  Enter  Pedro,  and  Silvio,  fever  ally  i 

Ped.T  T  O  W  now,  any  good  News  yet  ? 
JtX     ^^^-  Faith  not  any  yet. 

Ped.  This  comes  o'  tipling  5  would  t'were  Treafon 
and't  pleafe  God,  to  drink  more  than  three  Draughts  at 
a  Meal. 

Sil.  When  did  you  fee  Ricardo  P 

Ped.  I  croft  him  twice  to  Day. 

Sil.  You  have  heard  of  a  young  Wench  (31)  that  was 
{em  laft  Night. 

Ped.  Yes. 

6'//.  Has  Ricardo  heard  of  this  ?     Ped.  Yes,  and  I  think 
He's  ridden  after ;  farewcl,  I  will  have 
Another  round.     Sil.  If  you  hear  any  thing. 
Pray  fpare  no  Horfe-fiefli,  I  will  do  the  like. 

Ped.  Do.  lExeunf.. 

Enter  Ricardo,  and  Valerio. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  did  think  'twas  you  by  all  Defcriptions. 

Val.  'Tis  fo, 
I  took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You've  heard  already,  and  what  fhe'ad  about  her, 

(30)  Enter  Psdro,  and  Uberto,  feverally.]  The  Diffonance  between 
the  Perfons  in  the  Stage  Direftion,  and  thole  in  the  Text,  is  too  glar- 
ing to  be  overlook'd. 

(31)  — —  that  n.i:as  ften  laft.'\    The  Folio  of  1 647  has  it  right. 

_^.....  lafi  Night. 

(As 
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(As  Jewels,    Gold,  and  other  trifling  things  :  ) 

And  what  my  end  was,  which  becaufe  ihe  flighted, 

I  left  her  there  i'th*  Fields. 

Ric.  Left  her  i'th*  Fields  ?  Could  any  but  a  Rogue, 

That  had  defpis'd  Humanity  and  Goodnefs, 

Hcav'n's  Law  and  Credit,  and  had  let  himfelf 

To  lofe  his  nobleft  Part,  and  be  a  Beafl:, 

Have  left  fo  innocent  unmatch*d  a  Virtue 

To  the  rude  Mercy  of  a  Wildernefs  ? 

Val^  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  Houfe, 

I  do  not  ufe  to  have  fuch  Language  given 

Within  my  Doors  to  me  ;  as  for  your  Wench, 

You  may  go  feek  her  with  more  Patience, 

She's  tame  enough,  I  warrant  you. 
Ric.  Pray  forgive  me, 

(I  do  confefs  my  much  forgetfulnefs -, ) 

And  weigh  my  Words  no  farther,  I  befeech  you,   , 

Than  a  meer  Madnefs ;   for  fuch  a  Grief  has  feiz'd  me 

So  fl:rong  and  deadly,  as  a  Puniflimenty 

And  a  juft  one  too, 

(32J  That  'tis  a  greater  Wonder  I  am  living. 

Than  any  thing  I  utter  •,  yet  let  me  tell  you 

Thus  much,  it  was  a  Fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  Fields.     Val.  Sir,  1  will  think  fo  now. 
And  credit  me,  you  have  fo  wrought  me  with 
Your  Grief,  that  I  do  both  forgive  and  pity  you  : 
And  if  you'll  pleafe  to  take  a  Bed  this  Night  here. 
To  Morrow  I  will  bring  you  where  I  left  her. 

Ric.  I  thank  you,  no  ;  fliall  I  be  fo  unworthy 
To  think  upon  a  Bed,  or  Eafe,  or  Comfort, 
And  have  my  Heart  fl:ray  from  me,  God  knows  where. 
Cold  and  forfaken,  deftitute  of  Friends, 
And  all  good  Comforts  elfe,  unlefs  fbme  Tree 
Whofe  fpeechlefs  Charity  muft  better  ours. 
With  which  the  bitter  Eafl:  Winds  made  their  fport 
And  fung  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 

(32)  That  "'tis  a  general  lVortJer.—'\  This  general  greatly  difturbs 
the  Senfe,  and  ufurps  a  Piace  ic  has  no  Right  to.  Greater  <x.cnTt''d  to 
me  at  firil  Reading,  and  the  Edition  of  1647  coniirm'd  me  in  it. 

To 
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('33)  '^°  ^^^p  °^  ^^^^  ^  ^^y  ^  ^^^^'  ^^  ^^  ^^"^' 

And  I  draw  in  foft  Slumbers  ?  God  forbid. 
No,  N  ighc  and  bitter  Coldnefs,  1  provoke  thee, 
And  all  the  Dews  that  hang  upon  thy  Locks, 
Showers,  Hails,  Snows,   Frofts,  and  two-edged  Winds 

(34)  that  pine 
The  Maiden  Bloflbms,  I  provoke  you  all, 
And  dare  expofe  this  Body  to  your  fharpnefs. 
Till  I  be  made  a  Land-mark.     ral.  Will  you  flay  thsn 
And  eat  with  me  ? 

Ric.  You're  angry  with  me  now,  I  know  you're  angry. 
You  would  not  bid  me  eat  elfe ;  my  poor  Miftrefs, 
For  ought  I  know  thou'rt  famifh'd,  for  what  elfe 
Can  the  Fields  yield  thee,   and  the  ftubborn  Seafon, 
That  yet  holds  in  the  Fruit  ?  Good  gentle  Sir, 
Think't  not  ill  Manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  ofFer'd  Meat,  for  fure  I  cannot  eat 
"While  I  do  think  Ihe  wants.     Well,  I'm  a  Ralcal, 
A  Villain,  Slave,  that  only  was  begotten 
To  murther  Women,  and  of  them  the  beft. 

Val.  This  is  a  ftrange  Afflidlion.     If  you  will 
Accept  no  greater  Courtefie,  yet  drink.  Sir. 

Ric.  Now  I  am  fure  you  hate  me,  and  you  know 

(J3)  To  keep  off  half  a  Day? ]      'Tis    Pity  this  fine   Paflage 

'  Ihould  be  clog'd  with  the  leaft  Obfcurity.  But  what  is  half  a  Day 
here?  The  twelve  Hours  of  the  Night  ?  Or  may  Day  here  figni  fy 
the  open  Airy  as  the  Miners  ufe  it  in  Derby/hire.  When  the  Ore  is 
brought  from  under  Ground,  they  fay,  /rV  brought  to  Day.  U  this 
hft  may  be  ailow'd,  the  Sentiment  is  extremely  juft.  To  keep  off 
tnly  half  the  Inclemency  of  the  Air, 

(34) that  prime 

The  Maiden  Bloffoms, ]     Here  we  have  another  Diffi. 

eulty  to  encounter,  which  I  am  afraid  is  not  capable  of  being  ex- 
plained into  Senfe,  and  therefore  mult  be  cured  another  way.  To 
prime  Bloffoms,  i.  c.  to  nip,  or  make  them  ivither,  is,  I  fancy,  an 
Expreflion  for  which  there  can  be  found  no  Authority,  and  fo  the'  lelj 
likely  to  have  any  Claim  for  a  Place  here.     There  are  two  Ways  of 

making  this  Paffage  fenfe  ;    the  firft  is  by  reading  thus,  that 

prune  ^V.  which  Mr.  Se-iuard  concurred  with  me  in  ;  the  other,  and 
which  1  like  better,  is  this  ; 

that  pine 

Tht  Maiden  Blofotast-—^ 

What 
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What  kind  of  Man  I  am,  as  indeed  'tis  fit 
That  every  Man  fhould  know  me  to  avoid  me. 
If  you  have  Peace  within  you,  Sir,  or  Goodnefs, 
Name  that  abhor'd  Word  Drink  no  more  unto  me; 
You  had  fafer  flrike  me. 
I  pray  you  do  not,  if  you  Jove  me  do  not. 

Val,  Sir,   I  mean  no  ill  by't. 

Ric.  It  may  be  fo. 
Nor  let  me  fee  none,  Sir,  if  you  love  Heav*n  > 
You  know  not  what  Offence  it  is  unto  me, 
Nor  do  not  good  now  ask  me  why  :  I  warn 
You  once  again,  let  no  Man  elfe  fpeak  of  it  j 
I  fear  your  Servants  will  be  prating  to  me. 

Vol,   Why  Sir,  what  ail  you? 

Ric,  I  hate  Drink,  there's  the  end  on't ; 
{o^^  And  that  Man  that  drinks  with  Meat  is  damn*d, 
"Without  an  Age  of  Prayers  and  Repentance  ; 
And  there's  a  hazard  too ;  good  Sir,  no  more  : 
If  you  will  do  me  a  free  Courtefie, 
That  I  fhall  know  for  one,  go  take  your  Horfe, 
And  bring  me  to  the  Place  whereat  you  left  her. 

Val.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I  will ; 
But  I  will  wifh.  Sir,  you  had  ftaid  to  Night  ; 
Upon  my  Credit  you  fhall  fee  no  Drink. 

Ric.  Be  gone,  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy. 
Sir,  will  you  be  intreated  to  forbear  it, 
1  fhall  be  mad  elfe. 

Val.  I  pray  no  more  of  that,  I'm  quiet,  I'll 
But  walk  in,  and  away  flraight.     R\c.  Now  I  thank  you^ 

(35)  And  that  Man  that  drinks  with  Meat  is  damn'd,^  This  is 
carrying  his  Abhorrence  of  Drink  far  indeed.  The  Mifchief  he  had 
done  by  the  Abufe  of  Liquor,  may  be  1  ok'd  upon  as  a  Palliative  for 
his  raOi  (  not  to  call  it  extravagant)  Anathema  here  j  tho'  at  the  fame 
time,  I  cannot  help  thinking  the  Compliment  to  his  Miftrefs  is  pufh'd 
too  far,  by  the  Prehibition  of  Drink  even  at  our  Vidluals.  Indeed,  I 
fufpeft  our  Poets  never  defigned  Ricardo  to  fay  any  fuch  thing,  but 
only  to  interdidl  Mankind  who  (hould  be  guilty  of  drinking  a  drop  of 
Liquor  unlefs  at  Meal  times  ;  and  as  the  Line  is  deficient  by  a  Syllable, 
why  may  we  not  preferve  the  Sentiment,  and  reilore  the  Mealure,  by 
reading  thus ; 

And  that  Man  that  drinks  without  Meat  is  damned. 

But 
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But  what  you  do,  do  in  a  twinkling.  Sir. 

Val.  As  foon  as  may  be.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Mother ^  Viola,  and  two  Milk-7naids. 

Moth.  Is  this  the  Wench  ?  you've  brought  fome 
Catch,  I  warrant. 
How  daringly  fh€  looks  upon  the  matter  ? 

Madge.  Yes  forfooth,  this  is  the  Maiden. 

Moth.  Come  hither,  wou'd  you  ferve  ? 

Vicl.  If  it  fliall  pleafe  you  to  accept  my  Service, 
I  hope  I  fhall  do  fomething  that  lliall  like  you. 
Though  it  be  but  Truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Moth.  You  are  very  curious  of  your  Hand  methinks. 
You  preferve  it  fo  with  Gloves,  pray  let  me  fee  it ; 
I  marry,  here's  a  Hand  of  March-pane,  Wenches, 
This  pretty  Palm  never  knew  Sorrow  yet; 
How  foft  it  is  I  warrant  you,  and  fupple : 
Upon  my  Word,  'tis  fitter  for  a  Pocket 
{^6)  To  filch  withal  than  work  ;  I  fear  me  little  one. 
You  are  no  better  than  you  (hould  be  ;  go  to. 

Viol.  My  Confcience  yet  is  but  one  Witnefs  to  mc. 
And  that  Heav'n  knows,  is  of  mine  Innocence  i 
'Tis  true,  I  muft:  coiifefs  with  fhame  enough. 
The  time  that  I  have  led,  yet  never  taught  me 
What  'twas  to  break  a  Sleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Moth.  You  can  fay  well ; 
If  you  be  mine.  Wench,  you  muft  do  well  toOj 
For  Words  are  but  Qow  Workers,  yet  io  much 
Hope  I  have  of  you,  that  I'll  take  you,  fo 
You  will  be  diligent,  and  do  your  Duty  ; 
How  now  ? 

Enter  Alexander. 

JkK.  There  is  a  MefTenger  come  from  your  Son, 
That  brings  you  word  he  is  return'd  from  Travel, 

(36)  To  filch  "Mi thai  than  to  nuork  withal ; J  So  reads  the  Copy 

of  1 71 1.    That  of  1647, 

To  filch  ivithal  than  to  ivorl: ;  • 

By  the  retrenching  of  two  little  inconfideiHWe  Words,   I  have  affilkd 
the  Meafure  here,  and  not  injar'd  the  Scnfc- 

VcL.  IX.  O  And 
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And  will  be  here  this  Night. 

Moth.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it,  thou  art  ever 
A  bringcr  ot  good  Tidings,   there,  drink  that; 
In  troth  thou'tl  mach  contented  me  :   My  Son  ? 
Lord  how  thou  haft  pleas'd  me!  fhall  I  fee  my  Son 
Yet  e*er  I  die  ?  take  care  my  Houfe  be  handfome. 
And  the  new  Stools  fet  out,  and  Boughs  and  Rufhes, 
And  FJow'rs  for  th'  Window,  and  the  Turkey  Carpet, 
And  the  great  parcel  Salt,    'Nan^  with  the  Cruets  ; 
And  prithee,  Alexander,  go  to  th*  Cook, 
And  bid  him  fpare  for  nought,  my  Son's  come  home  ; 
"Who's  come  with  him  ? 

Ale-^.  I  hear  of  none  yet,  but  a  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  A  Gentlewoman?  what  Gentlewoman? 

Alex.  I   know  not,  but  fuch  a  one  there  is,  he  fays. 

Moth.   Pray  God  he  have  not  caft  away  himfelf 
Upon  fome  Snout-fair  Piece,  I  do  not  like  it. 

Alex.  No,  my  young  Mafter  fure  has  more  difcretion. 

Moth.  Well,  be  it  how  it  will,  he  fliall  be  welcome. 
Sirs  to  your  Tasks,  and  fliew  this  little  Novice 
Jiow  to  beflir  herfelf,  Pll  fort  out  things,  \Exit. 

Madge.  We  will  forfooth,  I  can  tell  you,  my  Miftrefs 
is  a  ftirring  Woman. 

Nan,  Lord  how  flie'll  talk  fometimes.?  'tis  the  maddeft 
Cricket • 

Viol.  Methinks  (lie  talks  well. 
And  fhev/s  a  great  deal  of  good  Houfewivery  ; 
Pray  let  me  deck  the  Chambers,  Ihall  I  ?     Nan,   \q.%^ 
You  (hall,  but  do  not  fcorn  to  be  advib'd, 
Sifter,  for  there  belongs  to  that  more  than 
You  are  aware  on  •,  why 
Should  you  fo  fondly  ventuiis  on  the  ftrowing  ? 
There's  mighty  matters  in  them  Pll  afTure  you. 
And  in  the  fpreading  of  a  Bough-pot,  you 
May  mifs,  if  you  were  ten  Years  older,  if 
You  take  not  an  efpecial  care  before  you. 

Yiol.  I  will  learn  willingly,    if  that  be  all. 
Nan.  Sirrah,   where  is't  they  'i^^']  my   young  Mafter 
hath  been  ? 

Madze. 
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■Madge.  Faith  I  know  not,  beyond  the  Sea,  where  they 
are  born  without  Nofes. 

(37)  Nan.  Blefs  us !  without  Nofes!  how  do  they  do 
for  Handkerchiefs  ? 

Madge.  So  Richard  fays,  and  Sirrah,  their  Feet  ftands 
in  their  Foreheads. 

Nan.  That's  fine  by  my  Troth,  thefe  Men  have  pefti- 
lent  running  Heads  then  ;  do  they  fpeak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge.   No,  they  never  fpeak. 

Nan.  Are  they  curfend  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  call  them  Infidels,  I  know  not  what 
they  are. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  we  (hall  have  fine  courting  now  my 
young  Mafter  is  come  home,  were  you  never  courted. 
Sifter  ? 

Fiol.  Alas,   I  know  it  not. 

Madge.  What  is  that  courting,  Sirrah  .?     Nan.    I  can 
tell,  for 
I  was  once  courted  in  the  matted  Chamber  ; 
You  know  the  Party,  Madge,  faith  he  courted  finely. 

Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is*t  ? 

Nan.  Faith,  nought,  but  he  was  fomewhat  figent  with 
me  faith  'tis  fine  Sporr,  this  courting. 

jllex.   [u>ithin.~\   Where  be  the  Maids  there  ? 

Madge.  We  fhall  be  hang'd  anon,  away  good  Wenches, 
And  have  a  care  you  dight  things  handfomely, 
I  will  look  over  you.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Maria. 

Mer.  If  your  Sorrow 
Will  give  you  fo  far  leave,  pray  think  yourfelf 
Mod  welcome  to  this  Place,  for  fo  upon 
My  Life  you  are,  and  for  your  own  fair  fike, 
Take  truce  awhile  with  thefe  immoderate  Mournings. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  Iliall  do  what  I  may  j 
Pray  lead  me  to  a  Chamber. 

(37)  Nan.  Blcfs  us! ]    The  Copy  of  \(',\-  reads, 

Jeffe  biefs  us  ! 

which  is  a  flight  Corruption  of  J  ejus  or  Jefu. 

O  2  Entci 
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Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Mer.  Prcfently, 
Before  your  BIcffing,  Mother,  I  intreat  ye 
To  know  this  Gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome. 
The  virtuous  Wile  of  him  that  was  myfclf 
In  all  my  Travels.  [^Kneels. 

Moth.  Indeed  llie  is  moft  welcome,  To  are  you  Son. 
Now  all  my  Bkfling  on  thee,  thou  haft  made  me 
Younger  by  twenty  Years,  than  I  was  yefterday^ 
Will  you  walk  in?  what  ails  this  Gentlewoman  ? 
Alas,  1  fear  fhe  is  not  well,  good  Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  You  fear  right. 

Moth.  Sh'as  fafted  over  long  ; 
You  fhall  have  Supper  prefently  o*th'  Board. 

Mer.  She  will  not  cat,  I  can  affure  you,  Mother  \ 
For  God's  fake  ]et  your  Maid  conduct  her  up 
Into  fome  fair  becoming  Chan-.ber,  fit  for 
A.  Woman  ot  her  Being,  as  foon  as  may  be, 
I  know  (he's  very  ill,  and  wou'd  have  Reft. 

Moth.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blue  Chamber. 

Mer.  'Tis  wtll,  1*11  lead  you  to  your  Chamber  Door, 
And  there  i*ll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,   Miftrcfs. 

Aiar.  I  thaiik  you,  Sir,  good  reft  to  every  one, 
You'll  fee  me  once  again  to  Niglic,  I  hope.  [j?x7/, 

Mer.   When  you  fliall  pleafe,  1*11  wait  upon  you,  Lady, 

Moth.  Where  are  thefe  Maids  ?  attend  upon  the  G^vi^' 
tlewoman. 
And  fee  flie  want  no  good  thing  in  the  Houfe  : 
Goodnight  with  all  my  Heart  forfooth.  Good  Lord, 
How  you  arc  grown  !   is  he  not,  Alexander  F 

Alex.  Yes  truly,  he's  fliot  up  finely,  God  be  thanked. 

Mer.  An  ill  Weed,   Mother,  will  do  fo. 

Alex.  You  fay  true.  Sir,  an  ill  Weed  grows  apace. 

Mer.  Alexander  the  fiiarp,  you  take  very  quickly. 

Moth.   Nay,  1  can  tell  you,  Alexander  will  do  it ; 
Po  you  read  Madcap  ftiil?  Alex.  Sometimes,  forfooth. 

Moth,  But  y'  taith  Son,  what  Countries  have  you  tra- 
vell'd  > 

Mer.  Why  many,  Mother,  as  they  Jay  before  me, 

As 
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^s  France y  Spaitiy  Italy  and  Germany, 
And  other  Provinces,   that  I  am  Ture 
You  are  not  better'd  by,  when  you  hear  of  them." 

Moth.  And  can  you  thefe  Tongues  perfedly  ?  Mdr.  Of 
fome 
A  little,  Mother.     Moth.  Pray,  Son,  fpout  fome  French, 

Mer.  You  underftand  it  not,  and  to  your  Ears  'twill 
Go  like  an  unfliod  Cart  upon  the  Stones, 
Only  a  rough  unhandfomc  Sound. 

Moth.  1  would  fain  hear  fome  French. 

Alex.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  fome  French  to  my  Miftrefs. 

Mer.  At  your  intreaty,  Alexander^  I  will,  who  fhall  I 
fpeak  to  ? 

Alex.    If  your  Worfhip  will  do  me  the  favour,  Sir, 
to  me. 

Mer.  Monfieur  Poltron^  Cocu,  Couillon^  baifez  mon  Cit 

Alex.  Oui^  Monfieur. 

Moth.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  fine  indeed  ; 
God's  blefllng  on  thy  Heart  Son,  by  my  troth 
Thou  art  grown 

A  proper  Gentleman  ;  cullen  and  pullen. 
Good  God  what  auk  ward  Words  they  ufe  beyond  Seas? 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Alex.  Did  not  I  anfwcr  right  ? 

Mer,  Yes,  Alexander^  if  you'd  done  fo  too. 
But,  good  Mother,  I  am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far 
to  Day,  and  am  fading. 

Moth.    You  fhall   have  your  Supper  prefently,    my 
fweet  Son. 

Mer.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe,  which  once  ended, 
I'll  go  and  vifit  yon  (ick  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  Come  then.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  a  Pojl,  with  a  Letter, 

Ant.  1  have 
Rid  like  a  Fury,  to  make  up  this  work. 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely,  e'er  I  leave  it ;  . 
This  is  the  Houfe  I  am  fure. 


O  s  Enter 
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Enter  Alexander. 

Ale^.  Who  would  you  fpeak  with, Sir?     Ant.  Marry 
Sir,  I  would 
Speak  with  a  Gentlewoman  came  this  Night 
Late  here  from  the  City  -, 
I  have  fome  Letters  of  importance  to  her  ; 
I.ama  Poft,  Sir,  and  would  bedifpatch'd 
In  hafte.     Alex.   Sir,  cannot  I  deliver  'em  ? 
For  the  truth  is,  Hie's  ill,  and  in  her  Chamber. 

Ant.  Pray  pardon  me,  I  mud  nscds  fpeak  with  her, 
My  Bufmefs  is  fo  weighty. 

Alex.  I'll  tell  her  fo,  and  bring  you  prefent  word. 

[Exit, 

Ant.  Pray  do  fo,  and  I'll  attend  here  ; 
Pray  God  the  Grief  of  my  imagin'd  Death 
Spoil  not  what  I  intend,   I  hope  it  will  not. 

Re-enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  Though  flie  be  very  ill,  and  defires  no  trouble, 
Ytrt  if  your  Bufmefs  be  fo  urgent,  you  may 
Come  up  and  fpeak  with  her.  Ant.  I  thank  you  Sir, 
I  follow  you.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  fhould  this  Fellow  be 
Pth'  Name  of  Heaven,  that  comes  with  fuch  poft  Bufmefs  ? 
Surely  my  Husband  hath  feveal'd  himfelf. 
And  in  this  hafte  fent  after  me. 
Are  you  the  Poft,  my  Friend  ? 

Enter  Antonio. 

*Ant.  Yes,  forfooth,  Miftrefs. 

Mar,  What  good  News  haft  thou  brought  me,  gentle 

Poft? 

For  I  have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant.  I  would  you  had  lefs,  Miftrefs,  I  could  wifli  it ;' 
Beftirew  my  Heart  ftie  moves  me  cruelly. 

Mar.  Have  I  found  you  once  more,  Jugler  ? 
Well  lewd,  ihou  haft  only  Virtue  in  thee,       i 

Of 
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Of  all  I  read  of  yet  j 

What  Ears  has  this  Afs  to  betray  him  with  ? 

Well,  what's  your  Bufinefs  theri  ? 

Ant.  I've  brought  a  Letter  from  your  Servant,  Miftrefs, 
In  haftc.     Mar,   Pray  give  it  me,  1  hope  the  bi'ft  dill. 

Ant,  This  is  the  upfhot,  and  I  know  I've  hit  it  j 
Well  if  the  Spirits  of  the  dead  do  walk, 
1  fliall  hear  more  of  this  one  hundred  Years  hence. 

Maria  reads  the  Letter. 
By  any  means  you  wujl  have  fpecial  care, 
for  now  the  City  is  pojjefl  for  certain^ 
My  Majler  is  mad/^  away  with,  which  for  ought 
I  know  is  truth  indeed ; 

Good  Mifirefs  leave  your  Griefs  and  fee  your  Danger^ 
And  let  that  wife  and  noble  Gentleman 
With  whom  you  are^  he  your  right  hand  in  all  things. 

Ant.  Now  do  I  know  I  have  the  better  on't ; 
By  th'  languifhing  of  her  Eye  at  this  near  inftant,   • 
*Tis  Hill  fimming  in  her  Blood, 
In  coining  fomewhat  to  turn  Mercury, 
I  know  it.     Mar.  He's  my  Husband,  and  'tis  reafonable 
He  fhould  command  in  all  things  -,  fince  he  will  be 
An  Afs  againfl:  the  Hair,  at  his  own  Peril 
Be  it ;  i'th'  Morning  you  fliall  have  a  Pacquer, 
Till  when  I  mud:  intreat  you  ftay,  you  fhall 
Not  lofe  by  it.     Ant.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  Miftrefs ; 
ril  leave  you  to  your  refV,  and  wait  your  pleafure. 

Mar.  Do,  and  feek  out  the  Gentleman  of  the  Houfe, 
Bid  him  come  to  meprefently. 

Ant.   Who,  Mr.  Mercury? 

Mar.  Do  you  know  him,  Pofl: } 

Ant.  Only  by  fight,  forfooth  j  now  I  remember 
Your  Servant  will'd  me 
To  let  you  know  he  is  the  only  Man, 
You  and  your  Fortunes  now're  to  reft  upon. 

Mer.  Prithee  no  more,  I  know  all  this  already. 

Ant.  I'll  take  my  leave  now,  I  am  made  forever.  [Exit, 

Mer.  Good  Night, 
I  am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  Youth,  [Exit, 

O  4  EnUT 
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Enter  Mother,,  heating  Viola,  and  Alexander  with 
a  broken  Glafs. 

Moth,  rjl  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Viol.  Good  Miflrefs  pardon  me. 

Mcth.  Thou'Ic  ne'er  be  good  I  warrant  thee,  can  your 
fine  Fingers  hold  no  fafter  ? 

Viol.   Indeed  it  was  againft  my  Will. 

Moth,  jilexandevy  let's  fee  the  Glafs ;  as  I  am  a  true 
kirfome  Woman,  it  is  one  of  the  chryftal  GlafTes  my 
Coufin  fent  me,  and  the  Baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it 
cannot  be  mended  j  Alexander,  can  Humphry  mend  this, 
think  you  ? 

Alex.  No  truly,  this  will  ne'er  be  mended.     Viol.  Truly 
I  meant  to  wafh  it  but  for  th'  Gentlewoman 
That's  fick  above,  and  fliaking  out  the  Water, 
Knockt  it  againft  the  Pail  fide.     Moth.  Did  you  fo  ? 
Be  fure  I'll  flop  it,  'twill  make  a  good  gap  in  your  Quar- 
ter's Wages,  I  can  tell  you. 

VioL  I  pray  forgive  me. 
And  let  me  have  no  Wages  this  firft  Qiiarter. 

Moth.  Go  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  three  grating 
Loaves  out  of  the  Kitchin,  to  make  Ginger-bread  of:  'tis 
fuch  an  untoward  thing  !  \^Exit  Viola. 

Alex.  She's  fomewhat  fimple  Indeed,  fhe  knew  not 
what  a  (38)  Kimnel  was,  fhe  wants  good  Nurture 
mightily. 

Moth.  My  Son  tells  me,  Alexander, 
That  this  young  Widow  means  to  fojourn  here. 
She  offers  largely  for  her  Board,  I  may 
Offer  her  good  cheer  ;  prithee  make  a  flep 
I'th*  Morning  down  to  th'  Parfonage  for  fome  Pigeons-. 
What  are  you  mad  there?  Ha  !  What  Noife  is  that  ? 
Are  you  at  Bowls  within  ?  Why  do  you  whine? 

Enter  Viola  iveeping. 

Viol.  I  have  done  another  fault,  I  befeech  you  fweet 
Miftrefs  forgive  me. 

Moth.  What's  the  matter? 

(38)  Kimnel}    Or  AV?7//.'r,  ij  a  Powdering  tub. 

ViO^, 
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Viol.  As  I  was  reaching  for  the  Bread  that  lay 
Upon  the  Shelf,  I  have  thrown  down  the  minc*d  Meat, 
That  (hould  have  made  the  Pies  to  Morrow.    Moth,  Get 

thee 
Out  of  my  Houfe,  thoa  filthy  deftroying  Harlot,  thou, 
I'J]  not  keep  tht  c  an  Hour  longer. 

Viol.  Good  Mnlrefs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  Fault, 
As  much  as  it  dciervcs  j  I  do  not  know 
Whither  to  go. 

Moth.  No,  I  warrant  thee,  out  of  my  Doors  f 

Viol.  Indeed  I'll  mend,  I  pray  fpeak  you  for  me. 

Alex.  If  thou  hadft  hurl'd  down  any  thing  but  th* 
Pie-mtat, 
I  would  have  fpoke  for  thee,  but  now  I  cannot 
Find  in  my  Heart. 

Moth  Art  thou  here  yet  ?  I  think  I  muft  have  an  Of- 
ficer to  thruft  thee  out  of  my  Doors,  muft  I  ? 

Viol.  Why,  you  may  ftop  this  in  my  Wages  too. 
For  God's  fake  do  ;  I'll  find  myfelf  this  Year, 
And  let  me  ftay.     Moth.  Thou't  fpoil  ten  times  as  much  j 
Pll  cudgel  thee  out  of  my  Doors. 

Viol.  I  am  aflur'd  you  arc  more  merciful. 
Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difcharge  me  too. 

Moth.  Doft  thou  difpute  with  me  ?  Alexander ^  carry 
(39)  the  prating  Hilding  forth. 

Viol.  Good  iMiftrefs  hear  me  ;  I  have  here  a  Jewel 
My  Mother  left  me,  and  *tis  fomething  worth. 
Receive  it  j  and  when  all  my  Faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth. 
Till  then  I  pray  you  keep  me. 

Moth.  What  Giggombob  have  we  here  ?  pray  God 
you  have  not  pilfred  this  fomewhercj  th*art  fuch  a  pu- 
ling thing,  wipe  your  Eyes,  and  rife,  go  your  ways  ; 
Alexander.^  bid  the  Cook  mince  fome  more  Meatj  come, 
and  get  you  to  Bed  quickly,  that  you  may  up  betimc 
i'th'  Morning  a  milking,  or  you  and  I  fhall  fall  out 
worfe  yet. 

\Exeiint  Mother  and  Alex, 

(39)  ^—  tht  ■prating  Hilding  ]    i.  e.  bafc  Baggage,  Slut. 

Vioh 
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Viol.  She  has  hurt  my  Arm  j 
I  am  afraid  (he's  a  very  angry  Woman, 
But  blefs  him  Heav*n  that  did  me  the  moil  wrong ; 
I  am  afraid  Aritonio*%  Wife  fliould  fee  me,  flie  will  know  mc. 
Moth,  [within.']  Melvia. 
Viol.  Tm  coming ;  fhc's  not  angry  again  I  hope, 

[_Emt. 
Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  Now  what  am  I  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  Woman  that  I  lov'd  fo  ?  all  I  find. 
That  I  before  imagined  to  be  happy, 
Now  I  have  done  it,   turns  to  nothing  elfe 
But  a  poor,  pitied,  and  a  bafe  Repentance. 
Udsfoot,  lam  monftrous  angry  with  myfelf: 
Why  Ihould  a  Man,  that  has  Difcourfe  and  Reafon, 
And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  ail  in  thefe  things. 
Covet  to  have  his  Wifhes  fatisfied  ; 
Which  when  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  Ihame. 
I  do  begin  to  loath  this  Woman  ftrangely. 
And  I  think  juftly  too,  that  durft  adventure. 
Flinging  away  her  Modefty,  to  take 
A  Stranger  to  her  Bed,  her  Husband's  Body 
Being  fcarce  cold  in  the  Earth,  for  her  content. 
It  was  no  more  to  take  my  Senfes  with, 
Than  if  I  had  an  idle  Dream  in  Sleep : 
Yet  I  have  made  her  Promifes,  which  grieves  me,  "■_ 

And  I  mult  keep  'em  too  ;  1  think  fhe  hunts  me  ; 
The  Devil  cannot  keep  thefe  Women  off. 
When  they  are  (40)  flefh'd  once. 

Enter  Maria  in  Night  Attire. 

Mar.  To  Bed  for  God's  fake.  Sir,  why  (lay  you 
Here  ?  Some  are  up  i'th*  Houfe,  I  heard  the  Wife. 
Good  dear  Sweet- heart  to  Bed. 

Mer.  Why,  I  am  going :  Why  do  you  follow  me  } 
You  would  not  have  it  known  I  hope  •,  pray  get  you 

(40)    fletched  once.  ]     Flefi?''d  is  the  true  Ledion,    and  was 

eafily  chang'd  into  Jletch'd.       Mr.  Se-ward  and  Mr.  neobald,  bpth 
concurred  in  the  fame  Correction. 

Back 
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Back  to  your  Chamber,  the  Door*s  hard  by ;  for  me 
Let  me  alone  I  warrant  you ;  this  'tis 
To  threfh  well,  I  have  got  a  Cuftomer. 
Will  you  go  to  Bed  ? 
Mar.  Will  you  ? 
Mer.  Yes,  I  am  going. 

Mar.    Then  remember  your  Promife  you  made  to 
marry  me. 

Mer.  I  will  ;  but  it  is  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  muft  need  remembrance  ; 
For  out  of  Honefty  I  ofFer'd  you 
To  marry  y'  firft;  why  did  you  flack  that  Offer  ? 

Mar.  Alas  1  told  you  th'  inconvenience  of  it. 
And  what  a  wrong  it  would  appear  to  th'  World, 
If  I  had  married  you  in  fuch  Poft-hafte 
After  his  Death :  Befide,  the  foolilh  People 
Wou'd  have  been  bold  t*  have  thought  we'd  lain  together 
In  his  Life-time,  and  like  enough  imagin'd 
We  two  had  murther'd  him. 

Mer.  I  love  her  Tongue  yet ; 
If  I  were  a  Saint, 

(41)  A  gilded  Saint,  and  fuch  a  thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  Holinefs,  I  cannot  tell. 
But  I  fear  flirewdiy  I  fliould  do  fomething 
That  would  quite  fcratch  me  out  o'th*  Kalendar; 
And  if  I  ftay  here  longer  talking  with  her. 
Though  I  am  mad  at  what  I  have  done  already. 
Yet  I  fhall 
Forget  myfelf  again  ;  I  feel  the  Devil 

(41)  A  gilded  Saint, ]     When  an  Exprefljon  has  any  thing  of 

Indecency  in  it,  'tis  a  fort  ot  Mortification  to  reflore  it ;  but  the  Word 
here  is  undoubtedly  gelded.  Mr.  Se-mard. 

I  cannot  fubfcribe  to  Mr.  Seivard^s  Alteration,  as  thinking  the 
Text  uncorrupted  :  For  if  he  were  caftratcd  he  might  be  alive,  and  if 
alive,  then  no  Name  could  he  challenge  in  the  Calendar,  Saintihip 
and  Red  Letters  being  things  that  arrive  long  after  Death.  The 
Meaning  only  feems  to  be,  that  his  Image  fo  much  honoured  (for  the 
Miraclei  thought  to  be  performed  by  his  mean;^)  as  to  be  gilt ;  I  fay, 
the  Image  itfelf  would  do  fomething  that  would  quite  unfaint  him, 
and  caufc  his  Name  to  be  erab'd  out  of  the  Calendar, 

Ready 
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Ready  to  hold  my  Stirrup ;  pray  to  Bed, 

Good  Night.     tFife.  Tfiis  Kifs,  and  then  good   Night 

fweet  i^ove, 
And  Peace  go  with  thee  ;  thou  haft  prov'd  thyfelf 
Th'  honefteft  Man  that  ever  was  cntic'd 
To  that  fweet  Sin  as  People  pleafe  to  call  it, 
Of  lying  with  another*s  Wife  j  and  I, 
I  think  the  honefteft  Woman  without  bluftiing. 
That  evtr 

Lay  with  another  Man.     I  fent  my  H-Jsband 
Into  the  Cellar,  Poft,  fearing,  and  jullly, 
He  fhould  have  known  him,  which  1  did  not  purpofe 
Till  I  had  had  my  end. 
Well,  now  this  Plot  is  perfe6t,  let  him  brag  on't. 

[Exit, 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Jujiice  and  Curio  with  a  Paper, 

ady.  Sir,  you  have  rid  hard,  that  y 

Cur.  They  that  have  Bufinefs,  muft  do  fo. 


7/{/?.  T)  Irlady,  Sir,  you  have  rid  hard,  that  you  have. 

I  take  It. 

Juji.  You  fay  true,  pray  wh>n  fet  you  out,  my  Friend  .'' 

Cur.  About  ten  a  Clock,  and  I  have  rid  all  Night. 

JuJi.  By  th'  Mafs  you're  tough  indeed,  Tve  feen  the 
Days 
I  would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudeft  of  them. 
And  fling  dirt  in  their  Faces,  and  I've  done't  with 
(42)  This  fooiifli  Body,  Sir,  many  a  time  ; 
But  what  can  always  laft  ?  *Tis  done,  'tis  done  now.  Sir, 
Age,  Care,  and  Office,  bring  us  to  our  Footcloaths, 
The  more  the  pity.     Cur.  I  believe  that,  Sir, 
But  will  it  pleafe  you  pray  to  read  the  Bufinefs  ^ 

JuJi,  My  Friend,  I  can  read,  and  I  can  tell  you  when. 

(42)  This  ft/olijh  Boy, ]     As  Boy  has  nothing  to  which  it  can 

be  refer'd,  I  conjedlur'd  we  fliould  read  Body^  and  Mr.  Theobald,!  found, 
kad  wrote  the  fame  in  his  Margin. 

Cur, 
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Cur.  Would  I  could  too.  Sir,  for  my  haftc  requires  it. 

Jujt.  Wlience  comes  it,  do  you  fay  ? 

Cur.  Sir,  from  the  City. 

Ji4ji.  Oh,  from  the  City,  'tis  a  reverend  Place 

Cur.  And  his  Juftice  be  as  {hort  as  his  Memory,  a 
Dudgeon  Dagger  will  ferve  him  to  mow  down  Sin  withal; 
what  clod-pole  Commiflloner  is  this  ? 

Juft.  And  by  my  Faith,  govern'd  by  worthy  Members. 
Difcreetand  upright.     Cur.  Sir,  they're  beholding  to  you, 
You*ve  given  lome  of  them  a  Commendation, 
They  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  Years. 

Jujl.   Go  to,  go  to,  you  have  a  merry  meaning, 
I've  found  you  Sir,  i'faiih,  you  are  a  Wag, 
Away,  away,  fie  now  I'll  read  your  Letter. 

Cur    Pray  do  Sir  ;  what  a  Mifery  it  is 
To  have  an  urgent  Bufi/)efs  wait  the  Juftice 
or  fuch  an  old  Tuff-taliata  that  knows  not, 
Nor  can  be  brought  to  underftand  more  Senie, 
Than  how  torelt-.'re  fuppreft  Ale  houfes. 
And  have  his  Man  compound  fmall  TrefpafTes, 
For  ten  Groats.     JuJl.  Sir,  it  it^m&  here  your 
Bufinefs  is  of  a  deeper  Circumftance 
Than  I  conceiv'd  it  for;  what  do  you  mean,  Sir? 

Cur.  *Tis  for  mine  own  eafe,  I'll  aflure  your  Worfliip, 

Juft.  It  fliall  not  be  i'faith  Friend  i  here  I  have  it. 

That  one  Antonio  a  Gentleman 

I  take  it  fo.  Yes,  it  is  fo,  a  Gentleman 

Is  lately  thought  to  have  been  made  away. 

And  by  my  Faith,  upon  a  (43)  parlous  Ground  too. 

If  you  confider  ;  well,  there's  Knavery  in't, 

I  fee  that  without  Spedlacjcs. 

Cur.  Sure  this  Fellow  deals  in  Revelation,  he's  fo  hid- 
den i  go  thy  ways,   thou  wil  (44)  flick  a  Bench,   fpit  as 

(43)  pearls  Ground  tno^       Mr.  Theobald  and   Mx.  Seward 

agree  with  me  in  rejecting /f«r/i,  and  fubilituting /ar/ea/,  which  is  a 
Corruption  oi perilous. 

I44)  ■ flick  a  Bench  Spit ]     k  Bench  Spit  is  an    Inflru- 

jncnc  our  Rtadcr  would  be  haid  put  too  to  come  at.  The  Meliora- 
tion of  the  Text,  by  lo  fmall  thing  as  an  additional  Comma,  will, 
I  hope,  recommend  jtfclf  to  the  Reader,  without  any  further  Elu- 
cidation. 

•   formally. 
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formally,  and  Hiew  thy  Agot,  and  hatch'd  Chain,  as  well 
as  the  beft  of  them. 

Juji.  And  now  I  have  confider'd,  I  believe  it. 

Cur.  What,  Sir? 

JuJl.  That  he  was  murthered. 

Cur.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

JuJl,  No. 

Cur.  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos'd  ? 

JuJi.  No,  nor  I  care  not  two-pence,  thofe  are  Toys, 
And  yet 

I  verily  believe  that  he  was  murthered. 
As  fure  as  I  believe  thou  art  a  Man, 
I  never  fail'd  in  thefe  things  yet. 
Beware  a  Man  that's  beaten  to  thefe  matters. 
Experience  is  a  certain  conceal'd 
Thing  that  fails  not :  Pray  let  me  ask  you  one  thing,  • 
Why  do  you  come  to  me  ?  Cur.  Becaufe  the  Letter  is 
Addreft  to  you,  being  the  neareft  Juftice. 

JuJl.  The  neareft  ?  Is  that  all  ?  Cur.  I  think  it  be,  Sir, 
I  would  be  loth  that  you  fhould  be  t^r\Q.  wifeft. 

JuJi.   Well,  Sir,  as  'tis,  I  will  endeavour  in  it ; 
Yet  if 't  had  come  to  me  by  Name,  I  know  not, 
But  I  think  it 

Had  been  as  foon  difpatch'd  as  by  another. 
And  with  as  round  a  Wifdom, 
Ay,  and  as  happily,  but  that's  all  one  : 
I've  born  this  Place  this  thirty  Years,  and  upwards. 
And  with  fufficient  Credit,  and  they  may 
When  they  pleafe  know  me  better  j  to  the  neareft  ? 
Well.  Cur.  Sir,  'tis  not  my  Fault,  for  had  I  known 
You  fooner- 

JuJl.  I  thank  you  Sir,  I  know  it.     Cur.  I'll  be  fworn 
You  ihould  have  plaid,  for  any  Bufinefs  now. 

jufl.   And  further,  they  have  fpecify'd  unto  me, 
His  Wife's  fufpedlcd  forely  in  this  matter. 
As  a  main  Caufe.     Cur.  I  think  jfhe  be,  Sir,  for 
No  other  Caufe  can  be  yet  found. 

JuJi.  And  one  Mercury  a  Traveller,  wkh  whom 
They  fay  direftly  fhe  is  run  away. 
And  as  ihey  think  this  way.     Cur.  I  knew  all  this 

Before, 
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Before.     Juft.  Well  Sir,  this  Mercury  I  know, 
And's  Breeding,  he's  a  Neighbour's  Child  hard  by  ; 
You  have  been  happy,  Sir,  in  coming  hither. 

Cur.  Then  you  know  where  to  have  him,  Sir?   Juji.  I 
do.  Sir, 
He  dwells  near  me.     Cur,  I  doubt  your  Worfhip dwells 
Near  a  Knave  then. 

Juft.  I  think  fo,  pray  put  on  :  But  'tis  a  Wonder 
To  lee  how  gracelefs  People  are  now  given. 
And  how  bafe  Virtue  is  accounted  with  them 
That  fhould  be  all  in  all,  as  lays  a  wile  Man." 
I  tell  you  Sir,  and'i's  true,  that  there  have  been 
Such  Murthers,  and  of  late  Days,  as  'twould  make 
Your  very  Heart  bleed  in  you  -,  and  Tome  of  them. 
As  I  Ihall  be  enabled,  I  will  tell  you. 
It  fell  out  of  late  Days.     Cur.  It  may  be  fo. 
But  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in  this  ? 

Juft.  An  honed  Weaver,  and  as  good  a  Workman 
As  e'er  fliot  Shuttle,  and  as  clofe, 
But  ev'ry  Man  muft  die ;  this  honefl  Weaver 
Being  a  little  mellow  in  his  Ale, 
That  was  the  Evidence  verhatirn.,  Sir, 
God  blefs  the  Mark,  fprung  his  Neck  juft  in  this  Place  j 
Well,  JarviSy  thou  hadft  Wrongs,  and  if  I  live 
Some  of  the  bell  fliall  fwcat  for't.     Then  a  Wench 

Cur.  But,  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  Bufinefs. 
Juft.  A  fober  pretty  Maid  about  feventeen 
They  fay,  and  certainly,  howe'er  'tis  Ihuffled, 
She  burll  herfelf,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  fo. 
With  Furmety  at  a  Churching,  but  I  think 
The  Devil  had  another  Agent  in't; 
Hither  of  which,  if  I  can  catch,  fhall  ftretch  for't. 

Cur.  'Tis  a  mad  Juftice  that  will  hang  the  Devil } 
But  I  would  you  would  be  Ihort  in  this,  before 
That  other  Notice  can  be  given.     Juft.  Sir, 
I'll  do  difcreetly  what  is  fitting;  what 
jintonio  ?     Ant.  [within^   Your  Worfhip. 

Juft.    Put  your  belt  Coat  on,  and  let  Mark  your  Fellow 
Go  to  the  Conftable,  and  bid  him  aid  me 
With  all  the  fpeed  he  can,  and  all  the  Power, 

And 
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And  provide  Pen  and  Ink  to 
Take  their  Confeffions,  and  my  long  Sword  : 
1  cannot  tell  what  Danger  we  may  meet  with  \ 
You'll  go  with  us  ?     Cur.  Yes,  what  elfe  ? 
I  came  to  that  end  to  accufe  both  Parties. 

Juft.  May  I  crave  what  you  are  ? 

Cur.  Faith,  Sir,  one 
That  to  be  known  would  profit  you  nought,  more 
Than  a  near  Kinfman  of  the  dead  Antonio*^. 

Jujl.  *Tis  well,  Pm  forry  for  my  Neighbour,  truly 
That  he  had  no  more  grace,  'twill  kill  his  Mother  j 
She  is  a  good  old  Woman,  will  you  walk  in  ? 
I  will  but  put  my  Cloak  on,  and  my  Chain  off. 
And  a  clean  Band,  and  have  my  Shoes  blackt  over. 
And  (hift  my  Jerkin,  and  we'll  to  our  Bufinefs, 
And  you  fhall  lee  how  1  can  bolt  thefe  matters. 

Cur.  As  foon  as*t  plealc  you.  Sir.  [ExiK 

Enter  Valerio,  and  Ricardo. 

Val.  This  is  the  Place ;  here  did  I  leave  the  Maid 
Alone  laft  Night,  drying  her  tender  Eyes, 
Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  defirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Ric.  How  rude  are  all  we  Men, 
That  take  the  Name  of  Civil  toourfelves! 
If  Ihe  had  fet  her  Foot  upon  an  Earth 
Where  People  live  that  we  call  barbarous  ; 
Though  they  had  had  no  Houfe  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  fpoil*d  the  Glory  that  the  Spring 
Has  deckt  the  Trees  in,  and  with  willing  Hands 
Have  torn  their  Branches  down,  and  every  Man 
Would  have  become  a  Builder  for  her  fake. 
What  time  left  you  her  here?     FaL  I  left  her,  when 
The  Sun  had  fo  much  to  his  fet,  as  he 
Is  now  got  from  his  Place  of  rife.     Ric.  So  near 
The  Night  fhe  could  not  wander  far  ;  fair  Fiola  / 

Fal.  it  is  in  vain  to  call,  flie  fought  a  Houfe 
Without  all  queftion. 

Ric.  Peace,  fair  Fiola  ! 
Fair  Ficla  !  Who  would  have  left  her  here 

On 
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On  fuch  a  Ground  ?  (45)  If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her, 
You  might  have  found  where  there  no  Echoes  were 
To  take  her  Name,  and  carry  it  about. 
When  her  true  Lover  came  to  mourn  for  her. 
Till  all  the  neighbouring  Valleys  and  the  Hills, 

Refounded  Viola And  fuch  a  Place 

You  fhould  have  chofe (46}  You  pity  us 

Bccaufe  the  Dew  a  little  wets  our  Feet, 
Unworthy  far  to  feek  her,  in  the  wet, 
And  what  becomes  of  her  ?  where  wandred  fhe. 
With  two  Showers  raining  on  her,  from  her  Eyes 

(45)  If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her. 

You  might  ha've  found  there  were  no  Echoes  here 
*ro  take  her  Name,  and  carry  it  about ^ 
When  her  true  Lo'ver  came  to  mourn  for  her. 
Tilt  all  the  neighbouring  Valleys  and  the  Hi  lis  t 
Refounded  Viola,  . 

And  fuch  a  Place 

You  fhould  ha've  chofe  •  ]     The  Reafoning  here  Is  vafily 

abfurd,  becaufe  it  tends  to  a  Conclufion  direftly  contrary  to  what 
Ricardo  defigned  ;  for  this  was  no  Place  where  there  were  no  Echoes 
to  refound  Fiola'i  Name,  but  quite  the  reverfe,    as  is  plain  from  his 
repeating  her  Name  fo  often  till  the  Hills  and  Valleys  return'd  it  vi 
him  again.     The  Paffage  however,  I  think,    with  a  little  Alteration, 
may  be  perfe£lly  reftored  to  good  Senfe,  by  reading  thus ; 
— —  If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her. 
You  might  have  found  where  there  no  Echoes  were 
To  take  her  Name,  and  carry  it  about, 
IVhen  her  true  Lo'ver  came  to  mourn  for  her. 
Till  all  the  neighbouring  Valleys  and  the  Hills, 

Refounded  Viola And  fuch  a  Place 

You  fhould  have  chofe • 

(46)    You  pity  us  becaufe 

The  Deiv  a  litle  &c  ]  I  really  widi  the  Curtailer  of  this 
Play  had  expunged  this  Part  of  the  Speech,  when  he  undertook  thar 
difficult  Task.  The  Lines  are  fo  unworthy  of  uur  Authors,  that  I  can 
hardly  think  'em  theirs ;  and  I  am  fure  the  Author  of  Jeronimp^ 
(whom  our  Poet?,  as  well  as  Zh.ikcfpear  and  Jahufan,  abufe)  might, 
when  they  quote  in  derifion  this  Line  of  his, 

IVho  calls  ]<:xox\'\mo  from  his  naked  Bed  ? 
have  juftly  retorted, 

'  luhere  ivandredfhe. 

With  tiv$  Shoivers  raining  on  ber.  from  her  Eyes 
Continually,   abundantly,  from  •which 
There's  neither  Tree  nor  Hiufe  tofhelter  her? 

Vol.  IX.  P  There's 
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Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There's  neither  Tree  nor  Houfe  to  ihelter  her  ? 
"Will  ycu  go  with  me  to  Travel  ? 
Val   Whither? 
Rk.  Over  all  the  World. 

Va],  No,  by  my  Faith,  I'll  make  a  (horter  Journey 
W^hen  I  do  travel. 

Rk.  But  there  is  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  fhorter  way. 
Val.  W  hy,  what's  your  end } 
Rk.  It  is  to  fearch  the  Earth, 
Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  fliapes  of  Men, 
As  v/icked  as  ourfeives.     Fal.  'Twere  not  fo  hard 
To  find  out  thofe.     Ric.  Why,  if  we  find  them  out. 
It  were  the  better,  for  what  brave  Villany 
Might  we  four  do  ?  We  would  not  keep  together. 
For  every  one  has  Treachery  enough 
For  twenty  Countries  -,  one  fhould  trouble  y^/ia. 
Another  fhould  fow  ftrife  in  Afrka ; 
But  you  Ihould  play  the  Knave,  at  home  in  Europe^ 
And  for  Amerka  let  me  alone. 

Val.  Sir,  I  am  honefter. 
Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong'd,  but  I  fhall  find  myfelf  a  right, 

Rk.  It  you  had  any  fpark  of  Honcfty, 
You  would  not  think  that  honefter  than  I, 
Were  a  Praife  high  enough  to  ferve  your  turn : 
If  Men  were  commonly  fo  bad  as  I, 
Thieves  would  be  put  in  Kalcndars  for  Saints  ; 
And  Bones  of  Murth'rers  would  work  Miracles. 
I  am  a  kind  of  Knave,  of  Knave  fo  much 
There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vileft  elfe— — 
But  the  next  Place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  two  Milk-maids  and  Viola  with  PailSf 

Val.  That  lad  is  fhe,  'tis  fhe.    Ric.  Let  us  away. 
We  Ihall  infedl  her,  let  her  have  the  Wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here.    Viol.  Wenches  away. 


For 
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For  here  are  Men.     Vai.  Fair  Maid,  I  pray  you  ftay. 

[rakes  bold  of  Viola. 

Viol.  Alas,   again?     Ric,  Why  Jay  you  hold  on  her? 
I  pray  heartily  Jet  her  go. 

Val.  With  ali  my  Heart,  I  do  not  mean  to  hurt  h:;r. 

Ric.  But  (land  away  then,  for  the  pureft  Bodies 
Will  fooneft  take  Infedion,   Hand  away  ; 
But  for  infecting  her  myfelf,  by  Heav*n, 
I  would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  off. 

Fiol.  I  know  that  Voice  and  Face.    Val.  You're  finely 
mad. 
Sir,  God  be  with  ye  now  you're  here  together 
ril  leave  you  fo,  God  fend  you  good  luck,  both  ; 
When  you  are  foberer,  you'll  give  me  thanks.         [Exit. 

Madge.  Wilt  thou  go  milk  ?  Come. 

Nan.  Why  dofl:  not  come  ? 

Aladge.  She  nods,  file's  afleep. 

Nan.  What,  wert  up  fo  early  ? 

Madge.  I  think  yon 
Man's  mad  to  kneel  there,  nay  come,  come  a.vjy, 
Uds  Body,  Nan^  help,  llie  looks  black  i'th'  Face, 
She's  in  a  Swound. 

Nan.    And  you  be  a  Man,  come  hither,  and  help  a 
Woman. 

Ric.  Come  hither?  You  are  a  Fool. 

Nan.  And  you  a  Knave  and  a  Beaft,  that  you  are. 

Ric.  Come  hither,  'twas  my  being  now  fo  near 
That  made  her  fwound,  and  you  are  wicked  People, 
Or  you  wou'd  do  fo  too  ;  my  venom'd  Eyes 
Strike  Innocency  dead  at  fuch  a  diftance  ; 
Here  I  will  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  diftance. 

Nan.  Thou'rt  a  prating  Afs,  there's  no  Goodnefsin  thee, 
I  warrant,  how  doft  thou  ?  [  V^iola  recoiers  out  of  her  Swoon, 
V     Viol.  Why  ?  Well. 

Madge.  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Viol.  No,  pray  go  you  and  milk ;  if  I  be  abh 
To  come.  Til  follow  youj  if  not,  I'll  fit  here 
Till  you  come  back. 

Nan.  I  am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  Fool. 

P  2  VioU 


2  28  T*l3e  Coxcomb, 

Viol.  I  know  him  well,  I  warrant  th'  he*Il  not  hurt  me. 

Madge.  Come  then,  Nan.  [^Exeunt  Maids, 

Ric.  How  do  you  ?  be  not  fearful,  for  1  hold 
My  Hands  Before  my  Mouth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 
My  Breath  can  never  blaft  you.     yiol.  'Twas  enough 
To  ufe  me  ill,  though  you  had  never  fought  me 
To  mock  me  •, 
Why  kneel  you  fo  far  off", 
Were  not  that  Gefture  better  us*d  in  Prayer  ? 
Had  I  dealt  fo  with  you,  I  fhould  not  fleep. 
Till  Heav*n  and  .you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Ric.  I  do  not  mock,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a  Villain 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible 
To  you  •,  but  1  do  kneel,  becaufe  it  is 
An  Adion  very  fit  and  reverent. 
In  prefence  (47)  of  fo  pure  a  Creature, 
And  fo  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend 
One  too  much  wrong'd  already. 

Viol.  You  confefs  you  did  the  Fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come 
So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  Pardon  for't ; 
Which  I  could  willingly  afford  to  come 
To  you  to  grant ;  but,  good  Sir,  if  you  have 
A  better  Love,  may  you  be  bleft  together. 
She  fhall  not  wifh  you  better  than  I  will. 
I  but  offend  you,   there  are  all  the  Jewels 
I  ftole,  and  all  the  Love  I  ever  had, 
I  leave  behind  with  you,  I'll  carry  none 
To  give  another ;  may  th*  next  Maid  you  try 
Love  you  no  worfe,  nor  be  no  worfe  than  I. 

Ric.  O  !  do  not  leave  me  yet  for  all  my  Fault  j 
Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoflible. 
And  put  me  on  them  i  when  they  are  effefted, 

(^^j  .  of  fo  pure  a  Creature,]  Creature  here,  for  the  fake  of 
Mealure,  muft  be  read  as  a  Word  of  three  Syllables.  It  may  be  un- 
ufual,  but  is  not  unprecedented.  Thus  in  Muflapha,  of  Sir  Tulk  Grfvilf 
Aft  II.  Scene  If. 

■  nuken  Princes  by  defeEl  of  Mind, 

yi  Pronenefs  feel  to  Jink  into  their  Sla'ves  ; 

Whtrein  tbey  make  their  Creatures  their  Graves,  &c 
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I  may  with  better  Modcfty  receive 
Forgivenefs  from  you. 

Viol.  1  will  fee  no  Penance, 
To  gain  the  great  Forgivenefs  you  defire, 
But  to  come  hither  and  take  me  and  it  -, 
Or  elfe  TJl  come  and  beg,  fo  you  will  grant. 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven. 

Rk.  Nay,  I  will  come  fince  you  will  hiive  it  fo, 
And,  fince  you  pleafe  to  pardon  mc,   I  he  pe 
Free  from  Infedlion  ;   here  I  am  by  you, 
A  carelefs  Man,  a  breaker  of  my  Faith, 
A  lothfome  Drunkard  j  and  in  that  wild  Fuiy, 
A  hunter  after  Whores  ?  I  do  befeech  you. 
To  pardon  all  thefe  Faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honeft,  fober,  and  a  faithful  Man. 

VioL  For  Heav'n*s  fake,  urge  your  Faults  no  more,  but 
mend  ; 
All  the  Forgivenefs  I  can  make  you,  is, 
To  love  you,  which  I  will  do,  and  defire 
Nothing  but  Love  again,  which  if  I  have  not 
Yet  I  will  love  you  ftill. 

Rk.  Oh  Women!  that  fomeone  of  you  will  take 
An  everlafting  Pen  into  your  Hands, 
And  grave  in  Paper,  which  the  Writ  Ihall  make 
More  lading  than  the  marble  Monuments, 
Your  matchlefs  Virtues  to  Pofterities  ; 
Which  the  defedive  Race  of  envious  Man 
Strive  to  conceal. 

'VkL  Methinks  I  would  not  now  for  any  thing. 
But  you  had  mill  me  ;  I  have  made  a  Story 
Will  ferve  to  wafte  many  a  Winter's  Fire ; 
When  we  are  old,  Pll  tell  my  Daughters  then. 
The  Miferies  their  Mother  had  in  Love, 
And  fay,  my  Girls  be  wifer  ;  yet  I  would  not 
Have  had  more  wit  myfelf.     Take  up  thofe  Jewels, 
For  I  think  I  hear  my  Fellows  coming. 

Enter  the  Milk-maids  with  their  Pails. 
Madge,  How  doft  thou  now  ? 

P  3  F;ol. 
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Viol.  Why,  very  well  I  thank  you ;  it  is  late. 
Shall  I  hafte  home? 

T'ian.  I  prithee,  we  fhall  be  (48J  fhent  foundly. 

Madge.   Why  docs  that  railing  Man  go  with  us  ? 

Viol.  I  prithee  Tpcak  well  of  him,  on  my  Word 
He's  an  honefl:  Man. 

Na7i.  There  was  never  any  fo  on's  Complexion,  a  Gen- 
tleman? I'd  be  alham'd  to  have  fuch  a  foul  Mouth. 

[ExcukL 

Enter  Mother,  Alexander,  Andrugio,   and  his 
Man  Rowland. 

Moth.  How  now  Alexander,  what  Gentleman  is  this  ? 

Alex.  Indeed,  forfooth,  I  know  not, 
I  found  him  at  the  Market  full  of  woe. 
Crying  a  loft  Daughter, 
And  telling  all  her  Tokens  to  the  People, 
And  what  you  wot? 

(49)  By  all  Defcription  in  the  World,  it  fhould  be 
Our  new  Maid  Melvia,  one  would  little  think  it. 
Therefore  I  was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her,   Miftrefs. 

Moth.  Melvia  ?  Fool,  it  cannot  be,  alas 
You  know  Ihe  is  a  poor  Wench,  and 
I  took  her  in  upon  mere  Charity. 

And.  So  feem'd  my  Daughter  when  fhe  went  away. 
As  fhe  had  made  herfelf. 

Moth.  What  Stature  was  your  Child  of.  Sir  ? 

And.  Not  high,  and  of  a  brov/n  Complexion, 
i^er  Hair  auburn,  a  round  Face,  which  fome  Friends 
That  flatter'd  me,  would  fay  'twould  be  a  good  one. 

Alex.  This  is  ftill  Melvia,  Miftrefs,  that's  the  Truth 
on't. 

Moth,  ft  may  be  jfb,  1*11  promife  you. 

Alex,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  Flower  of  our  Town, 

(48)  Shesit']    1.  c.  blamed,   fcolded. 

(49)  By  all  Subfcription  in  the  World,']  U Alexander  was  an  af- 
fe(!tcr  of  hard  Words,  I  ftioul^  be  inclined  to  let  this  ftand  ;  but  as  he 
feems  throughout  a  fcniible  good-natur'd  Fellow,  I  would  choofe  to 
read,   Defcription» 

For 
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For  a  Hand  and  Foot,  I  fhali  ne*er  fee  thy  Fellow. 

Moth.  But  had  rtic  not  fuch  Toys,  as  Bracelets,  Rings, 
And  Jewels?     And,  She  was  foniething  bold  indeed. 
To  take  fuch  things  that  Night  flie  left  me.  Moth.  Then 
Belike  (he  run  away  ?     And.  Though  fhe  be  one 
I  love,  I  dare  not  lye,  fhe  did  indeed. 

Moth.   What  think  you  of  this  Jewel  ? 

And.  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine; 
You've  made  me  a  new  Man,  I  thank  you  for  it. 

Moth.  Nay, 
And  {he  be  giv'n  to  filching,  there's  your  Jewel, 
I  am  clear  on't  : 

But  by  your  leave.  Sir,  you  fhall  anfwer  me 
For  what  is  loft  fince  fhe  came  liither,  I  can 
Tell  you,  there  lie  things 
Scattering  in  ev'ry  Place  about  the  Houfe. 

Alex.  As  I  am  virtuous,  1  have  the  lyingfl: 
Old  Gentlewoman  to  my  Miftrefs, 

And  the  moft  malicious 

The  Devil  a  good  Word  will  flie  give  a  Servant, 
That's  her  old  Rule  i  and  God  be  thanked,  they  will 
Give  her  as  few,  there's  perfedl  love  on  both  Sides ; 
It  yearns  my  Heart  to  fee  the  Wench  mifconftrued  j 
A  careful  Soul  fhe  is,  I'll  be  fworn  for  her  \ 
And  when  fhe's  gone,  let  them  fay  what  they  will, 
They  may  all  call  their  Caps  at  fuch  another. 

And.  What  you  have  lolt  by  her,  with  all  my  Heart 
I'll  fee  you  double  paid  for  ;   you  have  fav'd. 
With  your  kind  Pity,  two  that  muft  not  live 
Unlefs  it  be  to  thank  you  ;  take  this  Jewel, 
C50)  This  ftrikes  oiT  one  of  her  Offences,  rvliftref?, 

(50)   This  Jlrikes  off  nont  of  her  Ofences, ]     Why  then  he  pftid 

his  Jewel  for  nothing  ;  but  did  he  mean  iol  -No,  'tis  tno  p'aiii  \m  in- 
tended to  mdte  up  her  [Miftrefs's]  Lofies  double  ;  and  therefore  wi 
mull  read,  either, 

one  of  her  O^enccs, 

■  fomc  cf  her  Offerees, 

A%  t}i«  firrt  is  the  ncaitll  the  Trace  of  the  Letter?,  I  have  put  It  iato 
the  Text. 

P  4  Would 
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Would  1  might  fee  her.     Mcth.  Alexander.,  run. 

And  bid  her  make  hade  home,   (he's   at  the  milking 

Clol'e  i 
But  tell  her  not  by  any  means  who's  here, 
I  know  fhe'll  be  too  fearful.     Alex.  Well,  we'll  have 
A  PolTcc  yet  at  parting,  that's  my  Comfort, 
And  one  round  too,  or  elfc  I'll  lofe  my  Will.       [Exit, 

And.  [To  Rowland.]  You  fiiall  find  Silvioy  Uberto 
and  Pedro  enquiring  for  the  Wench  at  the  next  Town  ; 
tell  them  flie  is  found,  and  where  I  am,  and  with  the 
Favour  of  this  Gentlewoman,  defire  them  to  come  hi- 
ther. 

Moth.    I  pray   do,    they   fhall  be  all  welcome. 

[Exit  Servanttt 

Enter  Juflice^  Curio,  and  Mark. 

'Jufi.  By  your  leave,  Forfooth ;  you  fliall  fee  me  find 
the  Parties  by  a  Slight. 

Moth,  Who's  that,  Mr.  Juftice?  how  do  you.  Sir? 

Jiiji.  Why,  very  well,  and  bulie,  where's  your  Son  ? 

Moth.  He's  within,   Sir. 

^lift.  Hum,  and  how  does  the  young  Woman  my  Cou- 
fin,  that  came  down  with  him. 

Moth.  She's  above,  as  a  Woman  in  her  Cafe  may  be. 

Juji.  You  have  confeft  it?  [then.  Sirrah,  call  in  the 
Officers ;  fhe's  no  Coufin  of  mine  j  a  mere  Trick  to  dif- 
cover  all. 

Moth.  To  difcover  ?  what  ? 

Enter  Mark  and  Officers, 

Juji.  You  (hall  know  that  anon  ;  I  think  I  have  over- 
reach'd  you -,  oh,  welcome,  enter  the  Houfe,  and  by  Vir- 
tue of  my  Warrant  which  you  have  there,  feize  upon  the 
Bodily  Perfons  of  thofc  vvhofe  Names  are  there  written, 
to  Wit,  one  Mercury^  and  the  Wife  of  one  Antonio, 

Moth.  For  what  ? 

JuJl.  Away,  I  fay,  this  Gentleman  Ihall  certifie  you 
for  what.  [^Exit  Officer; 

Moth,  He  can  accufe  my  Son  of  nothing, 

He 
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He  came  from  Travel  but  within  thefe  two  Days. 

Jujl.  There  hangs  a  Tale. 

Motb.  I  fliould  be  forry  this  Ihould  fall  out  at  any  time, 
but  efpecially  now  ;  Sir,  will  you  favour  me  fo  much,  as 
to  let  me  know  of  what  you  accufe  him  ? 

Cur.  Upon  Sufpicion  of  Murther. 

Moth.  Murther  ?  I  defie  thee. 

Cur.  I  pray  God  he  may  prove  himfclf  innocent. 

Juji.  Fie,  fay  not  fo,  you  (hew  yourfcif  to  be  no  good 
Common-wealth's  Man ;  for  the  more  are  hang'd,  the 
better  'tis  for  the  Common- wealth. 

Moth.  By  this  Rule  you  were  bed  hang  yourfelf. 

JuJl.  I  forgive  your  honeft  Mirth  ever. 

Enter  Mark  and  OJicerSy  with  Mercury  and  Maria. 

Oh  welcome,  welcome,  Mark,  your  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper, 
to  take  their  Examinations. 

Mer.  Why  do  you  pull  me  fo }  1*11  go  alone. 

JuJl.  Let  them  fland. 
Let  them  ftand  quietly,  whilfl:  they're  examin*d. 

Mar.  What  will  you  examine  us  of  ? 

JuJi.  Of  Antonio's  Murther. 

Mer.  Why,  he  was  my  Friend. 

Mar.  He  was  my  Husband. 

Jujl.  The  more  Ihame  for  you  both  ;  Mark,  your  Pen 
and  Ink. 

Moth.  Pray  God  all  be  well,  I  never  knew  any  of 
thefe  Travellers  come  to  good  ;  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  be 
favourable  to  my  Son. 

JuJl,  Gentlewoman,  hold  you  content,  I  would  it  were 
come  to  that. 

Mer.  For  God*s  fake  Mother, 
Why  kneel  you  unto  fuch  a  Pig-brib'd  Fellow  ? 
He  has  furfeited  of  G^tk,  and  they  have  put  him 
Into  a  fit  of  Juftice,  let  him  do 
His  worft. 

Juft.  Is  your  Paper  ready  ? 

Mark,  I  am  ready,  Sir, 

Enters 
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fitter  Antonio. 

7«/?.  Accufe  them  ;  Sir,  I  command  yoa  to'  lay  down 
Accufations  againft  thefe  Perfons,  in  behalf  of  the  State». . 
and  firft  look  upon  the  Parties  to  be  accus'd,  and   deliver: 
your  Name.  v. J 

Cur.  My  Name  is  Curio ;  my  murthered  Kinfman, 
If  he  were  living  now,  I  fhould  not  know  him, 
It  is  fo  long  fince  we  faw  one  another. 

jlnt.  My  Coufin  Curio  ? 

Cur.  But  thus  much,  from  the  Mouths  of  hi.?  Servants 
and  others,  whofe  Examinaiions  I  have  in  writing  about 
me,  I  can  accufe  them  of  ;  this  Mercury,  the  laft  Night, 
but  this  laft,  lay  in  Antonio''^  Houfe,  and  in  the  Night  he 
rofe,  raifing  Antonio^  where  privately  they  were  in  talk  an 
Hour,  to  what  end  I  know  not ;  but  of  likelyhood,  find' 
ing  Antonio*s  Houfe  not  a  fit  Place  to  murther  him  in, 
he  fuffer'd  him  to  go  to  Bed  again,  but  in  the  Morning 
early  he  train*d  him  I  think  forth,  after  which  time  he 
never  faw  his  home  ;  his  Cloaths  were  found  near  the 
Place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the  People  at  firft  deny'd 
they  faw  him  ;  but  at  laft  they  made  a  frivolous  Tale,  that 
there  he  fhifted  him  into  a  Footman's  Habit  j  but  in  ftiort, 
the  next  Hour  this  Woiraii  went  to  Mercury  and  in  her 
Coach  they  pofted  hither  ;  true  Accufations,  I  have  no 
more,  and  I  will  make  none. 

Jufi.    No  more  ?    we   need  no  more :     Sirrah,    be 
drawing 
Their  Mittimus  before  we  hear  their  Anfwer. 
What  fay  you.  Sir?  are  you  guilty  of  this  Murther  ? 

Mer.   No,  Sir. 

Juft.  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confefs,  it  will  be  the 
better  for  you. 

Mer.  If  I  were  guilty^  your  Rhetorick  could  not  fetcll 
it  forth  i  but  though  I  am  innocent,  I  confefs,  that  if  I 
were  a  Stander-by,  jhefe  Circumftances  urg'd,  which  ard 
true,  would  make  me  doubtlefs  believe  the  accufed  Parties 
to  be  guilty. 

Juji.  Write  down,  that  he  being  a  Stander-by,    for  fo 

you 
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you  fee  he  is,  doth  doubtlefly  believe  the  accufed  Parties, 
which  is  himfelf  to  be  guilty. 

Mar.  I  fay  no  fuch  thing. 

Juji.  Write  it  down  I  fay,  we'll  try  that. 

AJer,  I  care  not  what  you  write  •, 
Pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him  for  my  Love, 

\_A/ide  to  Maria, 
Though  I  am  free  from  this,  we  both  deierve 

Mar.  Govern  your  Tongue  I  pray  you,  all  is  well. 
My  Husband  lives,  1  know  it,  and  I  fee  him. 

Juft,  They  whifper,  fever  them  quickly  I  fay.  Officers, 
why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another?  Gentlewoman, 
what  fay  you  to  this,  are  not  you  guilty  ? 

Mar.  No,  as  I  hope  for  Mercy. 

Juft.  But  are  not  thofe  Circumftanccs  true,  that  this 
Gentleman  hath  fo  fliortly  and  methodically  delivered  ? 

Mar.  They  are  •,  and  what  you  do  with  me,  I  care  not. 
Since  he  is  dead,  in  whom  was  all  my  care : 
You  knew  him  not  ^ 

Juft.  No,  an't  been  better  for  you  too,  and  you  had 
never  known  him. 

Mar.  Why  then  you  did  not  know  the  World's  chief 

Joy; 

His  Face  fo  manly  as  it  had  been  made 

To  fright  the  World,  yet  he  fo  fweetly  temper'dj 

That  he  would  make  himfelf  a  natural  Fool, 

To  do  a  noble  kindnefs  for  a  Friend. 

He  was  a  Man  whofe  Name  I'll  not  out-live. 

Longer  than  Heav'n,  whofe  Will  muft  be  obey'd. 

Will  have  me  do. 

Ant.  And  I  will  quit  thy  Kindnefs.  [A/ide, 

Juft.  (51)  Before  me,  flie  has  made  the  Tears  ftand 

(51)  Before  me, ]  I  had  once  alter'd  this  Paflage  thus, 

Beflirew  me,  — — 
Imagining  ths  old  Text  had  neither  Senfe  nor  Authority  to  plead  in  its 
defence  :    But  Ben  Johnfon  has  fince  that  time  fufficiently  convinc'd  me 
of  the  Soundnefs  of  this  Phrafe,  by  his  ufmg  it  more  more  than  once 
in  the  Body  of  his  Woiks. 

in 
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in  mine  Eyes,  but  I  muft  be  auftere :  Gentlewoman,  you 
muft  confcfs  this  Murder. 

Mar,  I  cannot,  Sir  •, 
I  did  it  not,  but  I  defire  to  fee 
Thofe  Examinations  which  this  Gentleman 
Acknowledges  to  have  about  him,  for 
But  late  laft  Night  I  receiv'd  Letters  from 
The  City,  yet  1  heard  of  no  ConfeiTion,  then. 

Juji.  You  fhall  fee  them  time  enough  I  warrant  you  ; 
but  Letters  you  fay  you  had,  where  are  thofe  Letters  ? 
Mar.  Sir,  they  are  gone. 
Juji.  Gone }  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
How  have  you  difpos'd  of  'em  ? 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  they  are  for  Womens  matters,  and  fa 
I  ufe  'em. 

Juji.  Who  writ  'em  ? 
Mar.  A  Man  of  mine. 
Juji.  Who  brought  'em  ? 
Mar.  A  Pofl. 

Juft.  A  Poft  P  there  is  fome  great  hafte  fure,  ha,  ha, 
where  is  that  Poft  \ 

Mar.  Sir,  there  he  ftands. 

Juji.  Does  he  fo  ?  bring  hither  that  Poft,  I  am  afraid 
that  Poft  will  prove  a  Knave ;  come  hither,  Poft,  what  ? 
what  can  you  fay  concerning  the  Murder  of  Antonio  ? 
Ant.  What's  that  to  you .? 

Juji.  O  Poft,  you  have  no  Anfwer  ready,  have  you  ? 
I'll  have  one  from  you. 

Ant.  You  ftiall  have  no  more  from  me  than  you  have, 
you  examine  an  honeft  Gentleman  and  Gentlewoman 
here  .^  'Tis  pity  fuch  Fools  as  you  ftiould  be  i'th*  Com- 
milTion. 

Juji.  Say  you  fo,  Poft,  take  away  that  Poft,  whip  him 
and  bring  him  again  quickly,  I'll  hamper  you  Poft. 

Mer.  'Tis  Antonio^  1  know  him  now  as  well  — —  what 
an  irregular  Fool  is  this  t 
Ant.  Whip  me  ?   hold  off. 

Mar.  Oh  good  Sir,  whip  him  \  by  his  murmuring 
He  fliould  know  fomething  of  my  Husband's  Death, 

That 
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That  may  quit  me  j  for  God*s  fake  fetch  it  out. 

Juji.  Whip  him  I  fay. 

Ant.  Who  is't  dares  whip  me  now  ? 

[Throws  off  his  Difguife. 

Mar.  Oh  my  lov*d  Husband.     Mer.  My  moft  worthy- 
Friend  ? 
Where  have  you  been  fo  long  ? 

Ant.  I  cannot  fpeak  for  Joy. 

JuJl.  Why,  what's  the  matter  now,  and  fliall  not  Law 
then  have  her  Courfe  ? 

And.  It  fliall  have  no  other  Courfe  than  it  has,  I  think. 

Jufi.  It  fhall  have  other  Courfe  before  I  go,  or  I'll 
beat  my  Brains  ;  and  I  fay  it  was  not  honeftly  done  of 
him  to  difcover  himfclf,  before  the  Parties  accus'd  were 
executed,  that  Law  might  have  had  her  Courfe,  for 
then  the  Kingdom  flourifhes. 

Ant.  But  fuch  a  Wife  as  thou,  had  never  any  Man, 
And  fuch  a  Friend  as  he,  believe  me  Wife, 
Shall  never  be  j  good  Wife,  love  my  Friend  ;  Friend,  love 
my  Wife ;  hark  Friend. 

Jufi.  Marky  if  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  fhall 
fwear  the  Peace  of  fomebody. 

Mark.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  By  my  Troth 
l*m  ferry  my  Wife  is  fo  obflinate ; 
Sooth,  if  I  could  yet  do  thee  any  good, 
I  wou'd,  i'  faith  I  wou*d.     Mer.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
I've  loft  that  PafTion.     Ant.  Coufin  Curioy 
You  and  I  muft  be  better  acquainted. 

Cur.  It  is  my  Wifh,  Sir. 

Ant.  I  fhould  not  have  known  you  neither,  'tis  fo  long 
fmce  we  faw  each  other,  we  were  but  Children  then  j  but 
you  have  (hew'd  yourfelf  an  honeft  Man  to  me. 

Cur.  I  would  be  ever  fo. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 
Moth.  Look  you,  who's  there  } 

And. 
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(51)  And.  Say  nothing  to  me,  for 
Thy  Peace  is  made.     Ric.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay. 
But  that  you  are  her  Father  ;  you  can  both 
Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a  Wrong, 
But  love  where  youVe  receiv'd  moft  Injury. 

Juft.  I  think  I  fhall  hear  of  no  hanging  this  Year ; 
there's  a  Tinker  and  a  Whore  yet,  the  Cryer  fliid,  that 
robb'd  her,  and  are  in  Prifon,  I  hope  they  Ihall  be 
hang'd. 

And.  No^  truly  Sir,  they  have  broke  Prifon. 

Jujt,  *Tis  no  matter,  then  the  Jaylor  fhall  be  hang'd. 

And.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  that  too.  Sir,  'twas  known 
To  be  againft  his  Will,  and  he  hath  got 
His  Pardon,  I  think,  for  nothing. 
But  if 't  doth  coft  him  any  thing,  I'll  pay  it. 

Jufi.  Marki  up  with  your  Papers,  away. 

Mer.  No, 
You  fhall  ftay  Dinner,  I've  a  couple  of  brawling 
Neighbours,  that  I'll  afTure  you  won't  agree. 
And  you  fhall  have  the  hearing  of  their  Matter. 

Juji.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Mer.  Go,  Gentlemen,  goiTi. 

Ric.  Oh  Viola^  that  no  fuccceding  Age 
Might  lofe  the  Memory  of  what  thou  wert  j 
But  fuch  an  overfwayed  Sex  is  yours,  ; 

That  all  the  virtuous  Adions  you  can  do. 
Are  but  as  Men  will  call  them  ;  and  I  fwear, 
'Tis  my  Belief,  that  Women  want  but  Ways 
To  praife  their  Deeds,  but  Men  want  Deeds  to  praife. 

[^Excunt  Omnes, 

(52)  Ant.  Say  nothing  to  me, —  ]  My.  ^heohald^  from  the  Copy 
of  1679,  '"^^'^^  Andrugio  here,  and  fo  on  to  the  End  of  the  Play  ; 
but  he  might  have  ajded,  that  no  Copy  but  that  of  171 1  »  guilty  of 
this  Mi  Hake. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Jrr^  IS  ended^  hut  my  Hopes  and  Fears  begin ^ 

—  -*•  -    Nor  can  it  he  imputed  as  a  Sin 

In  me  to  wijh  it  Favour ;  if  this  Night 

To  the  Judicious  it  hath  giv*n  Delight, 

I  have  my  Ends ;  and  may  fuch,  for  their  Grace 

Vouchfafd  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every  Place. 
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MEN. 

SIR  Perfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  Knighi^    a  great  M- 
mircr  of  IVit. 
Witty-pate  Oldcraft,  his  Father^s  own  Son, 
Sir  Gregory  Fop,  a  witlefs  Lord  of  Land. 
Cunningham,  a  difcreet  Gentleman,  Sir  Gregory';  Comrade 

and  Supplanter. 
Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  a  decaf  d  Knight,    i    'two  /harking 
Prifcian,  a  poor  Scholar,  3      Co?npanions. 

Pompey  Doodle,  a  Clown,  Sir  Gregory*;  Man,  a  piece 

of  Puff-pafte,  like  his  Mafier, 
Mr.  Credulous,    Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidious,    a  Jhallow' 

hrain^d  Scholar, 


WOMEN. 

Neice  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  rich  and  witty  Heir. 

Lady  Ruinous,  ff^ife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 

Giiardianefs  to  Sir  Perfidious  his  Neice^    an  old  doting 

Croane. 
Mirabel],  the"  Guardianefs^s  Neice. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE      I. 

Fjitcr  Sir  Pcrhdious  OlJ-craft,  j;;:/  Wiity-pate 
/j!S  So^i. 

Witt  v. 
^..v-     ^^-«,  J  j^^  j»j^  j^Q  g(^y^  j»j^^  jj^(,p  jj^  Qj^g  jj^(^  twenty, 
i-  _^  The  fecond  Year's  approaching.     Old  K.  A 

^^^^  A  Youth  to  h've  by's  Wits  then,  I  Ihculd  think, 
feasi-SbiA^^s  If  e'er  he  meant  to  make  Account  of  any. 

i^iny.  Wics,  Sir? 

Old'K.  Ay  Wits,  Sir;  if  it  be  fo  ftrange  to  thee, 
I'm  forry  I  fpent  my  time  to  get  a  Fool, 
I  might  have  employed  my  Pains  a  great  deal  better ; 
Thou  know'ft  all  that  I  have,   I  ha'  got  by  my  Wits, 
And  yet  to  fee  !jow  urgent  thou  art  too  j 
It  grieves  me  thou  art  fo  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  Means,  I  never  offer'd  it 
My  Parents  from  a  School-boy,  paft  Nineteen  once 
Serj  what  thefe  Times  are  grown  to,  before  twenty 
1  rufli'd  into  the  World,  which  is  indeed 
Much  like 

Tlie  Art  of  fwimming,  he  that  will  attain  to'c 
Mufl:  fall  in  Plump,  and  duck  himfclf  at  firit. 
And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  advent'rous, 
A  ,d  not  Hand  putting  in  one  Foot,  and  (hivcr, 

Q  2  And 
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And  then  draw  t*other  after,  like  a  Qiiake-buttock  ; 

Well,  he  may  make  a  Padler  in  the  World, 

From  Hand  to  Mouth,  but  never  a  brave  Swimmer, 

Born  up  by  th'  Chin,  as  I  bore  up  myfelf, 

Wi:h  my  ftrong  Induftry  that  never  fail'd  me; 

For  he  that  lies  born  up  with  Patrimonies, 

Looks  like  a  long  grc^at  Als  that  fwims  with  Bladders  i 

Come  but  one  Prick  of  adverfc  Fortune  to  him 

He  fi  nks,  becaulc  he  never  try'd  to  fwim, 

"When  Wit  plays  with  the  Billows,  that  choak'd  him. 

TVitty.  Why  is  it  not  a  Fafhion  for  a  Father,  Sir, 
Out  of  his  yearly  thoufands,  to  allow 
Flis  only  Son  a  competent  Brace  oi  Hundreds 5 
Or  fuch  a  Toy  ? 

Old  K.  Yes,  if  he  mean  to  fpoil  him. 
Or  mar  his  Wits  he  may,  but  never  I, 
This  is  my  Humour,  Sir,  which  you'll  find  conftant ; 
I  love  Wit  fo  well,  'caufe  I  liv'd  by't,  that  V\\ 
Give  no  Man  Power  out  of  my  Means  to  hurt  it. 
And  that's  a  kind  of  Gratitude  to  my  Raifer, 
Which  great  ones  oft  forget ;  I  admire  much 
This  Age's  Dulnefs ;  when  I  fcaice  writ  Man, 
The  fjilt  Degree  tliat  t'er  I  took  in  thriving, 
I  lay  Intelligencer  clofe  for  wenching. 
Could  give  this  Lord  or  Knight  a  true  Certificate 
Of  all  the  Maiden-heads  extant ;  how  many  lay 
'Mongfl:  Chamber-maids,   (i)  how  many  *mong{l   Ex- 
change Wenches,  ' 
Though  never  many  there  I  muft  confefs, 
They  have  a  Trick  to  utter  Ware  fo  fafl ; 
I  knew  which  Lady  had  a  mind  to  fall, 
Which  Gentlewoman  new  divorc'd,    which  Tradefman 

breaking. 
The  Price  of  every  Sinner  to  a  Hair, 
Ard  where  to  raife  each  Price  ;  which  were  the  Termers 
That  v/ould  give  Velvet  Petticoats,  TifTue  Gowns, 
Which  Pieces,  Angels,  Suppers,  and  half  Crowns  : 

(  I  )  fjcvj  r,:a)iij  '' mor.gji  Exchange, 

Though  never  many  there — ]     So  read  the  Copies  of  1679,  and 
i-i  I  ;  whicii  Imperfection  is  remedied  by  that  of"  1O47. 
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I  knew  too  how  to  match,  and  make  my  Marker, 

Could  give  Intelh'gence  where  the  Pox  Jay  Jeidger, 

And  then  to  fee  the  Letchers  fhif'c  a  Point, 

'  I'was  Sport  and  Profit  too  ;  how  they  would  iliun 

Their  ador'd  Miltrefs's  Chambers,  and  (2)  run  fearfu'Iy, 

Like  Rats  from  burning  Ploufes  j  fo  brought  I 

My  Clients  o*  the  Game  ftill  fife  together, 

And  noble  Gamelleis  lov'd  me,  and  I  foi't  it. 

Give  me  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits,  fay  f, 

And's  never  left  a  Groat,  there's  the  true  Gallant. 

When  I  grew  fomewhat  purfy,  I  grew  then 

In  Mens  Opinions  too,  and  Confidences, 

They  put  things  call'd  Executorfhips  upon  me. 

The  charge  of  Orphans,  little  fenfciefs  Creatures, 

Whom  in  their  Childhoods  I  bound  forth  to  Felt-makers, 

To  make  'em  lofe,  and  work  away  their  Gentry, 

Difguile  their  tender  Natures  with  hard  Cuitom, 

So  wrought  'em  out  in  time,  there  I  rife  ungently. 

Nor  do  1  fear  to  difcourfe  this  unto  thee, 

I'm  arm*d  at  all  poinrs  againft  Treachery, 

1  hold  my  Humour  firm  j  if  1  can  lee  thee  thrive  by 

Thy  Wits  while  I  live,  I  fhall  have  the  morecouragti 

To  truft  thee  with  my  Lands  when  I  die  ;  if  not. 

The  next  beft  Wit  1  can  hear  of,  carries  'em  : 

For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge,  fo  many  rich  Children 

Of  the  City  conclude  in  Beggary,  I'd  rather 

Make  a  wife  Stranger  my  Executor,  than  a  foolilh 

Son  my  Heir,  and  to  have  my  Lands  cali'd  after  my 

Wit,  than  after  my  Name  ;  and  that's  my  Nature. 

Witty.  *Tis  a  ftrange  harfh  one,  mud  I  ftill  fliift  then  .? 
I  come,  brave  Cheats,  once  to  my  Trade  again. 
And  I'll  ply't  harder  now  (3)  than  e'er  I  did  bekre , 
You'll  part  with  nothing  then.  Sir  } 

Old  K.  Not  a  jot.  Sir. 

IVUty.  If  I  fhould  ask  you  BlefTing  e*er  I  go,  Sir, 
I  think  you  would  not  give't  me. 

(2)  r<xt  fearfully, '\     Rue  for  run,  as  Mr.  S^xtwi  obfcrved 

too,  is  only   ihe  Reading  ot  the  fall  Ottavo, 

(3)   that!  eer  I  did  for'c  ;]    Probably  \vc  l]iou!d  z\ierfor''t 

into  y»r^,  or  btfvt. 
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Old  K.  Let  me  but  hear  thou  liv'ft  by  thy  Wits  once 
Thou  fhalt  have  any  thing,  thou'rt  none  of  mine  elfe. 
Then  why  fhould  I  take  care  for  thee  ? 

Witty.  Thank  your  Bounty.  \_Exit. 

Old.  K.  So  Weakh  love  me,  and  long  Life,  I  befeech  it. 
As  I  do  love  the  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits, 
He  comes  fo  near  my  Nature ;  I'm  grown  old  now. 
And  even  arriv*d  at  my  laft  Cheat  1  fear  me. 
But  'twill 

Make  fhift  to  bury  mc,  by  Day-light  too. 
And  difcharge  all  my  Legacies,  'tis  fo  wealthy. 
And  never  trouble  any  Intcreft  Mony. 
I've  yet  a  Neice  to  wed,  over  whofe  Steps 
]  have  plac'd  a  trufty  watchful  Guardianefs, 
For  fear  fome  poor  Earl  (leal  her,  't  has  been  threat'ned. 
To  redeem  niortgag'd  Land,  but  he  fhall  mifs  on't ; 
I'o  prevent  which,  I  have  fought  out  a  Match  for  her,       1 
Fop  of  Fop'Hall^  he  writes  himfelf,  1  take  it. 
The  ancient'ft  Fop  in  England^  with  whom  I've  privately 
Compounded  for  the  third  Part  of  her  Portion, 

Eviter  Sir  Gregory  Fop,  and  Cunningham. 

And  (he  Teems  pleas'd,  fo  two  Parts  reft  with  me—- 
He's  come  ;  Sir  Gregory^  welcome  ;  what's  he.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Young  Cunningham,  a  Norfolk  Gentleman, 
One  that  has  liv'd  upon  the  Fops,  my  Kindred, 
Ever  (ince  my  remembrance ;  he's  a  Wit  indeed. 
And  we  all  drive  to  have  him,  nay.,  'tis  certain 
Some  of  our  Name  has  gone  to  Law  for  him  ; 
Now  'tis  my  turn  to  keep  him,  and  indeed 
He's  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  Wits  are. 
But  I  will  give  him  over  when  I  lift, 
I  ha'  us'd  Wits  fo  before. 

Old  K.  I  hope  when  you're  married.  Sir,  you'll  fhake 
him  olf. 

Sir  Greg.  W^hy  what  do  you  take  me  ro  be,  (4)  old 
Father-i'-law  that  fhall  be  ?    do  you  think  Pll  have  any  of 

the 

(4)  Old  Father-i'-law  thnt  fmll  he  ? — ]  But  that  'tis  plain  he  never 
coiiid  be.  The  miftaking  of  one  Letter  tor  another  is  very  ufual  ;  but 
here  the  Editor  has  made  a  greater  Slip,   aud  has  changed  one  Word 

ior 
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the  PFits  hang  upon  me  after  I  am  married  once?  none 
of  my  Kindred  ever  had  before  me  ;  but  where's  this 
Neice  ?  is't  a  Fafliion  in  London  to  marry  a  Woman,  and 
never  fee  her  ? 

OldK.  Excufe  the  nicenefs.  Sir,  that  Care's  your  Friend; 
Perhaps  had  /he  been  (een,  you  had  never  {^*i.n  her ; 
There's  many  ^  /pent  thing  call'd,  andH pleafe your  Honour^ 
That  lies  in  wait  for  her  ;  at  firft  fnap  (he*s  a  Countefs, 
Drawn  with  fix  Mares  through  Flectjireet^  and  a  Coachman, 
Sitting  bare-headed  to  their  Flanders  Battoclcs : 
This  whets  him  on.  \_Afide, 

Sir  Greg.  Tray  Jet's  clap  up  the  Bufinefs,  Sir, 
I  long  to  iee  her ;  are  you  fure  you  have  her, 
Is  file  not  there  already  ?  Hark,  hark,  oh  hark. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what's  that.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Every  Caroach  goes  by. 
Goes  ev'n  to  th*  Heart  of  me. 

Old  K.  I'Jl  have  that  Doubt  eas'd.  Sir, 
Inllantly  eas'd,  Sir  Gregory,  and  now  I  think  on't 
A  Toy  comes  i'  my  Mind,  feeing  your  Friend  there. 
We'll  have  a  little  Sport,  give  you  but  way  to't. 
And  put  a  Trick  on  her,  1  love  Wit  prcc:ouQy  ; 
You  fhall  not  be  feen  yet,  we'll  (tale  your  Friend  firft, 
If't  pleafe  but  him  to  ftand  (5)  for  th'Ante-mask.     [per 

Sir  Greg.  Puh,  he  Ihall  (land  for  any  thing ;  why  his  Sup- 
Lies  i*  my  Breeches  here,  I'll  make  him  fall  t\{c. 

Old  K.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpefledly 
The  Mask  itfelf,  a  thoufand  a  Year  Jointure, 
The  Cloud,  your  Friend  will  be  then  drawn  away. 
And  only   you  the  Beauty  of  the  Play.  [lers. 

Sir  Greg.  For  Red  and  Black  I'll  put  down  all  your  Ful- 

Let  but  your  Neice  bring  White,   and  we  have    three 

Colours.  [Exit  Sir  Greg. 

Old  K.  I'm  given  to  undcrftand  you  are  a  /Fi/,  Sir. 

Cun.  I'm  one  that  Fortune  Oiews  fmall  favour  to.  Sir. 

for  another.     Unclein-law  is  what  Sir  Gregory  defigns  to  call  him.  So 
in  this  A61  a  little  lower.  OU  Kniaht  fays  to  Sir  Gregory, 

Tufh,  Nephew,  I'll  call  you  fo, 

And  in  A6t  the  Third  Sir  Gregory  lays  to  hini. 

It^ s  as  fine  a  Nolfe,  Uncle,   as  Htart  can  -wi//?. 
{5)  ——for  the  Anii-majk.]    The  true  Reading  is  Ante-tn'>sk. 

Q^  4  OldK. 
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Old  K.   Why  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  you  will 
or  no.  Sir  ; 
To  tell  you  truth,  Tm  taken  with  a  Wit. 

Cun.  Fowlers  catch  Woodcocks  fo,  let  not  them  know 
fo  much. 

Old  K.  A  Peftilence  mazard !  a  Duke  Humphrey  Spark, 
H'ad  rather  lofe  his  Dinner  than  his  Jeft  5 
I  fay  I  love  a  Wit  the  beft  of  all  things. 

Cun.  Always  except  yourfelf. 

Old  K.  H'as  giv'n't  me  twice  now 

Enter  Neice  and  Guardianefs. 

All  with  a  breath,  I  thank  him  ;  but  that  I  love  a  Wit 
I  fjiOuId  be  heartily  angry  ;  cuds,  my  Neice, 
You  know  the  Bufinefs  with  her  ? 

Cun.  With  a  Woman  ? 
'Tis  ev*n  the  very  fame  it  was,  I'm  fure. 
Five  thoufand  Years  ago,  no  Fool  can  mifs  it. 

Old  K.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I  promis'd  Neice, 
To  prefent  to  your  Affedion. 

Cun.  Ware  that  Arrow. 

Old  K.  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your  liking. 

Cun.  I'm  fpoil'd  already,  that  fuch  poor  lean  Game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I  am. 

Old  K.  Go  fet  to  her.  Sir ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cun,  How  noble  is  this  Virtue  in  you,  Lady  ? 
Your  Eye  may  feem  to  commit  a  thoufand  Slaughters 
On  your  dull  Servants,  which  truly  tafted 
Conclude  all  in  Comforts. 

OldK.  Puh. 

Neice.  It  rather  fliews  what  a  true  Worth  can  make. 
Such  as  yours  is. 

Old  K.  And  that's  not  worth  a  Groat ; 
How  like  you  him,  Neice  ? 

Neice.  It  Ihall  appear  how  well,  Sir, 
I  humbly  thank  you  for  him.    Old  K.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Good  Gullery,  he  does  it  well  i'faith, 
'Slight,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip-land  there ; 
Hold,  hold,  bear  off  I  fay,  [ries. 

31id  your  Part  hangs  too  long.  Cun.  My  Joys  are  Mocke- 

Newe. 
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Neice.  You've  both  exprefs'd  a  worthy  Care  and  Love, 
Sir; 
Had  mine  own  Eye  been  fet  at  liberty. 
To  make  a  publick  Choice  (believe  my  Truth,  Sii-j 
It  could  not  ha'  done  better  for  my  Heart 
Than  your  good  Providence  has. 

Old  K.  You  will  fay  fo  then, 
Alas  fweet  Neice,  all  this  is  but  the  Scabbard, 
Now  I  draw  forth  the  Weapon. 

Neice.  How  ? 

Old  K.  Sir  Gregory^ 
Approach  thou  Lad  of  Thoufands. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Who  calls  me  ? 

Neice.  What  Motion's  this,  th'  Model  of  Nwi'vie  ? 

Old  K.  Accoft  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advile  thee. 

Sir  Greg.  I  was  advis'd  to  bellow  dainty  Coft  on  you. 

Neic^.    You  were  ill  advis'd,    back,    and  take  better 
counfel  ; 
You  may  have  good  for  an  Angel ;  the  leafl:  Coft 
You  can  bellow  upon  a  Woman,  Sir, 
Trebles  ten  Counfel lors  Fees,  in  Lady- ware, 
You*re  over  Head  and  Ears,  e'er  you  b'  aware  : 
Faith  keep  a  Batchelor  ftill,  and  go  to  Bowls,  Sir, 
Follow  your  Miftrefs  there,  and  prick  and  fave.  Sir  ; 
For  other  Miftrefles  will  make  you  a  Slave,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  So,  fo,  I  have  my  lerrepoop  already. 

Old  K.    Why  how  now,    Neice  ?    this  is  ti^  M:in  I 
tell  you. 

Neice.  He,  hang  him,  Sir,  I  know  you  do  but  mock. 
This  is  the  Man  you  would  fay. 

Old  K.  The  Devil  rides,  I  think. 

Cun.  I  mud  ufe  cunning  here. 

Old  K.  Make  me  not  mad  i  ufe  him  with  all  relp-:<5l. 
This  is  the  Man  i  fwear. 

Neice.  Would  you  could  perfwade  me  to  tlut ; 
Alas,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me,  UncL% 
You  carry  a  Jell  well,  I  mufl  confel.s. 

For  a  Man  ol  your  Year:,  but — 

Old  K. 
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Old  K.  I'm  wrought  befide  myfelf. 

Cun.  I  ne'er  beheld  Comlinefs  'till  this  Minute. 

[To  the  Gnard'ianefs, 

Guard.  Oh  good  fweet  Sir,  pray  offer  not  thefe  Words 
To  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Ncice.  Sir. 

Cun.  Away  Fifteen, 
Here's  Fitry  one  exceeds  thee. 

Neice.  What's  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Cun.  Give  me  thefe  motherly  Creatures  ;  come,  ne'er 
fmother  it, 
I  know  you  are  a  teeming  Woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth  a  young  Gentleman  might  do  much  I 
think.  Sir. 

Cun.  Go  too  then. 

Guard.  And  I  fliould  play  my  part,  or  I  were  ingrateful. 

Neice.  Can  you  fo  foon  negleft  me  ? 

Cun.  Hence,  Vm  bufy.  [Baggage, 

Old  K.  This  crofs  Point  came  in  luckily  5    impudent 
Hang  from  the  Gentleman,  art  thou  not  'Iham'd 
To  be  a  Widow's  Hind'rance  ? 

Cun.  Are  you  angry.  Sir  ? 

Old  K.  You're  welcome,  pray  court  on,  I  fhall  defirc 
Your  honeft  wife  Acquaintance  ;  vex  me  not 
After  my  Care  and  Pains  to  find  a  Match  for  thee. 
Left  I  confine  thy  Life  to  fome  Out-chamber, 
Where  thou  flialt  wafte  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  Youth, 
Like  a  confuming  Light  in  her  own  Socket, 
And  not  allow'd  a  Male-Creature  about  thee  5 
A  very  Monkey,  thy  Neceflity 
Shall  prize  at  a  thouland  Pound,  a  Chimney-fweeper 
At  fifteen  hundred. 

Neice.  But  are  you  ferious.  Uncle .? 

Old  K.  Serious. 

Neice.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  Gentleman 
With  more  heed  ;  then  I  did  but  hum  him  over 
In  hafte,  good  faith,  as  Lawyers  (6)  Chancery  Sheets  ; 

(6)  •  Chancery  Sheets ;  ]     Mr.  Seivard  propofes  reading  Suits  ; 

but  as  Sheets  is  a  mighty  intelligible  Word,'  and  fits  the  Place  very 
well,  I  have  chofe  to  retain  it. 

Befhrew 
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Befiirew  my  Blood,  a  tolerable  Man, 
Now  I  diftin(5tly  read  hitn. 

Sir  Greg.  Hum,   hum,   hum. 

Neice.  Say  he  be  black,  he's  of  a  very  good  pitch  ; 
Well  ankled,  two  good  confident  Calves,  they  look 
As  it" they  would  not  fiirink  at  the  ninth  Child; 

The  Rednefs  in  the  Face why  that's  in  Fafliion, 

Mofl:  of  your  high  Bloods  have  it,  *tis  a  figa 

Of  Greatnefs  marry  ; 

'Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  May-hun^r, 

V\\  fend  to  my  Lady  Spend  tail  for  her  Medicine. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum. 

Neice.  He's  qualified  too,  believe  me. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum. 

Neice.  Where  was  my  Judgment? 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  tedum,  te  dum. 

Neice.  Perfections  cover'd  mefs. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum. 

Neice.  It  fmoaks  apparently  :  Pardon,  fweet  Sir, 
The  Error  of  my  Sex. 

Old  K.  Why,  well  faid,  Neice  j 
Upon  SubmilTion  you  mult  pardon  her  now,  Sir, 

Sir  Greg.  I'll  do  it  by  courle  ;  do  you  think  Pm  an  Afs, 
Knight  ? 
Here's  firft  my  Hand,  now  it  goes  to  the  Seal-Omce. 

Old  K.  Formally  finifh'd  •,  how  goes  this  Suir  forward  ? 

Cun.  Pm  taking  meafure  of  the  Widow's  Mind,  Sir, 
I  hope  to  fit  her  Heart, 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a  young  Morfel  now  ?  Things  come  in  Minutes. 

Sir  Greg.    Truft  him   not,  Widow,    he's  a  younger 
Brother, 
He'll  fwear  and  lye  ;  believe  me  he's  worth  nothing. 

Guard.  He  brings  more  Content  to  a  Woman  with  that 
nothing. 
Than  he  that  brings  his  Thoufands  without  any  thing  ; 
We  have  Precedents  for  that  amongll  great  Ladies. 

Old  K.  Come,  Come,  no  Languj^e  now  fhall  be  m 
fafliion. 

But 
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But  your  Love-phrafe,  the  Bell  to  Procreation.     [Exeunt^ 
Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  Witty-pate,  afid  Prifcian. 

IViUy.  Pox,  there's  nothing  puts  me  befides  my  Wits, 
but  this  fourth,  this  Lay  illiterate  Share,  there's  no  Con- 
fcience  in*t. 

Ruin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  fo,  where  I  have  pradis'd, 
and  muft  be  ftill  where  I  am,  nor  has  it  been  undeferv'd 
at  the  Year's  End  ;  and  fliuffle  the  Almanack  together. 
Vacations  and  Term-times,  one  with  another,  tho'  I  fay*t, 
my  Wife  is  a  Woman  of  a  good  Spirit,  then  it  is  no 
Lay-fhare. 

Prif.  Faith  for  this  five  Year,  Ego  pojfum  prohare,  I 
have  had  a  hungry  penurious  Share  with  'em,  and  fhe  has 
had  as  much  as  1  always. 

Witty.  Prefent,  or  not  prefent. 

Prif.  Refidens  aut  non  refidens^  per  fidem. 

Witty.  And  what  Precedent's  this  for  me  ?  becaufe  your 
Hie  ^  hac,  ^urpis  and  ^i  inihi  difcipulus  Brains  ( that 
jiever  got  any  thing  but  by  Accidence  and  Uncertainty) 
did  allow  it,  therefore  1  muft,  that  have  grounded  Con- 
clufions  of  Wit,  Hereditary  Rules  from  my  Father  to 
get  by 

Ruin,  Sir,  be  compendious,  either  take  or  refufe,  I 
will  'bate  no  Token  of  my  Wife's  Share,  make  even 
the  lafl:  Reckonings,  and  either  fo  unite,  or  here  divide 
Company, 

Prif.  A  good  Refolution,  profeSlOy  let  every  Man  beg 
his  own  way,  and  happy  Man  be  his  dole. 

Witty.  Well,  here's  your  double  Share,  and  fingle 
Brains,  Pol^  cBdipol.^  here's  tov/ard,  a  Caflor  ecajior  for  you, 
I  will  endure  it  a  Fortnight  longer,  but  by  thefe  juft  five 
Ends » 

Prif  Take  heed,  five's  odd,  put  both  Hand^  together 
or  feverally,  they  are  all  odd  unjuft  Ends. 

Witty.  Mediiis  fidius,  hold  your  Tongue,  I  depofe  you 
from  half  a  Share  prefently  clfc  ;  I  will  make  you  a  Par- 
ticiple, and  decline  you  now,  you  underftand  me  •,  be  you 
a  quiet  Conjunftion  amongft  the  undeclined  ;  you  and 
vour  Latin  Ends  fhall  go  Ihift,  Solus  cum  folOy    together 

elfe 
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elfe,  and  then  if  ever  they  get  Ends  of  Gold  and  Silver, 
enough  to  ferve  that  Gerundine  Maw  of  yours,  that  with- 
out Do  will  end  in  D'l  and  Bum  inilantly' • 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Ruin,  Enough,  enough,  here  comes  Company,  vve  lofc 
five  Shares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

IVitty.  My  Father !  put  on  Prifiian,  lie  has  Latin  Frag- 
ments too,  but  1  fear  him  not,  I'll  cafe  my  Face  with  a 
little  more  Hair,  and  relieve. 

Old  K.Tudi, 
Nephew,  (I'll  call  you  fo)  for  if  there  be 
No  other  Obftacles  than  thofe  you  fpeak  of 
They  are  but  Powder-Charges  without  Pellets, 
You  may  fafely  front  *em,  and  warrant  your  own  Danger, 

Sir  Greg.  No  other  that  I  can  perceive  i'faith.  Sir, 
for  I  put  her  to't,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I  could,  and 
the  ftrongeft  Repulfe  was,  (he  faid,  fhe  would  have  a 
little  Soldier  in  me,  that,  if  need  were,  fhould  defend  her 
Reputation. 

Old  K.  And  furejy.  Sir,  that  is  a  Principle 
Amongft  your  principal  Ladies,  they  require 
Valour  either  in  a  Friend  or  a  Husband. 

Sir  Greg.  And  f  allow  their  Requefts  i'faith,  as  well 
as  any  Woman's  Heart  can  defire,  if  I  knew  where  to 
get  Valour,  I  would  as  willingly  entertain  it  as  any  Man 
that  blows. 

Old  K.  Breaths,  breaths,  Sir,  that's  the  fweeter  Phrafe. 

Sir  Greg.  Blows  for  a  Soldier,  i'faith  Sir,  and  I'm  in 
Pradice  that  way. 

Old  K.  For  a  Soldier,  I  grant  it. 

Sir  Greg.  'Slid,  I'll  fwallow  fome  Bullets,  and  good 
round  ones  too,  but  I'll  have  a  little  Soldier  in  me. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  fteal  and  be  hang'd .? 

(8)  Sir  Greg.  And  fome  Scholar  fhe  would  have  me 
befidcs. 

(R)   Sir  Greg.   j^nJ  fume  Sclolar  /he  ii-ovld  have  me  hcJiJes, 

Tu/h,  that  Jhall  be  vo  Bar^  &c.]  The  Impropriety  of  mak- 
ing 5/V  Gregory  both  tell  the  Tale  and  give  the  Anlwer,  inclined  me 
to  prefix  OU  Kniiht  before  7V/6,  that  Ihall  kc. 

'  OUK. 
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Old  K.    Tufli,  that  fliall  be  no  Bar,  it  is  a  Quality 
In  a  G-n.leman,  but  of  the  Jeaft  Qucftion. 

pyif.  Si'.hete^  Domini  bcm^nifftm:,  munificsntiffimi. 

Old  K.  Satvcte  dicis  ad  ms  ^  jubeo  te  jarcere. 
Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latin^  and  other  Metal  in  us  too.  Sir, 
you  fhall  fee  me  talk  with  this  Fellow  now. 

Sir  Greg.  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  talk  with  him 
too,  if  I  cuuld  underftund  him. 

(9)  Prif.  ChariJJimiy  Do^ijfimique,  Domini,  ex  ahundantia 
Charitalis  vejira  ejlote  propitii  in  me  juvenem 

Mifertim,  ■pauperem,  6?  07}ini  conjolatione  exulem. 

Old  K.  A  pretty  Scholar  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  but  1*11  to 
him  again. 

Sir  Greg.  Does  he  beg  or  deal  in  this  Language,  can 
you  tell  Sir  ?  He  may  take  away  my  good  Name  from 
me,  and  I  ne'er  the  wifer. 

Old  K.  He  begs,  he  beg?,  Sir. 

Prif.  Ecce.,  ecce,  in  oculls  lachrymariim  flumen,  in  ore 
(10)  Fames  fitifque  igfus  in  yultu,  pudor  ^  impudentia. 
In  omni  parte  necejfitas  6?  indigentia. 

Old  K.  Audi  tu  bonus  focius.,  tu  es  Scholafiicus^ftc  intelligo. 
Ego  faciam  argumentum,  Mark  now,  Sir,  now  I  fetch 
Him  up. 

(9)  Prif.   Charijftinly  DoEliJJimique,  Domini,  ex  ahundantia 
Charitatis  vefircs  ejlote  propitii  in  tne  jejunum 

Miferum, J     ClariJJlmi  I  prefer  to  Charijjimi.     Jejunum 

too  T  can  by  no  means  approve,  tho'  Senfe,  becaufe  it  is  only  an  ar- 
bicrary  Reading  of  the  Editor  of  the  Copy  of  1679.     That  of    1647, 

reprelents  the  faffage  thus; ejlote  propitii  in  /«^  juvenem,  which, 

tho'  not  Senfe,  becaufe  not  Latin,  will  yec  be  the  Hand-maid  to  lead 
us  to  what  might  very  pofiibly  have  been  the  original  Reading  ;  and 
that  with  no  more  trouble  than  turning  of  an  n  inco  an  u,  —  propitii 
in  7ne  juvenem. 

(10)  Fames  fitifque  ignis  in  vuitu,  pudor  impude/itia,']  Mr.  SewarJ, 
after  obferving  that  this  Paffage  is  corruptly  pointed,  fuppofes  too  that 
there  is  a  Word  drop'd  which  would  heighten  the  Humour  of  it  : 
Sitis  ignis,  the  Fire  of  Ihirjl,  he  fays,  is  to  be  defended  but  by  the 

Word  impudentia  ;    he  believes  the  Original  run,   in  ore  fames 

fuifque,   ignis  in  nafo,   in  vu'tu.  Sec. 

This  Paffage  is  certainly  corrupted,  and  I  would  propofe  reltoring 
it  in  this  manner  : 

-~—in  or  t  fames  fitifque  ingens,  in  ~cultu  puday  SiC. 

Sir  Greg, 
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Sir  Greg.  I*ve  been  fetcht  up  a  hundred  times  for  this. 
Yet  I  could  never  learn  half  fo  much. 

OldK.  Audii  y  refponde^  hoc  eft  Argumentiun.  Nomen  eft 
Jsfomen —  ergo^  quod  eft  tihi  Nomcn  ?  Refponde  nunc, 
Rejponde  Argumentummeum.  Have  I  not  put  him  to't,  Sir? 
Sir  Greg.  Yes,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 
ff^iUy.  Step  in,  the  Rafcal  is  put  out  of  his  penn'd  Speech, 
And  he  can  get  no  farther. 
Old  K.     Cur  non  refpondcs  ? 

Prif.  Oh  Domine,  tajita  inca  eft  miferia 

IFitty.  So,  he's  almoft  in  again. 
Prif.  Ut  no^e  mecum  perno^et  egeftas,  luce  qnotidie 
Paupertas  hahitet. 

OldK.  Sed  quod  ejl  tihi  Nomen :  ^  ([uisdedit?  Refponde 
Argiunentum. 

Prif  Hem,  hem. 

Witty.  He's  dry,  he  hems,  on  quickly. 
Ruin.  Courteous  Gentlemen,  if  the  Brow  of  a  Military 
Face  may  not  be  ofFcnfive  to  your  generous  Eye-Balls,  let 
his  Wounds  fpeak  better  than  his  Words,  for  fome  Branch 
or  fmall  Sprig  of  Charity  to  be  planted  upon  this  poor 
barren  Soil  of  a  Soldier. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what,  Arms  and  Arts  both  go  a 
begging? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  Pofl-progrefs  of  cold  Charity  now 
a-days,  who  (for  Heat  to  her  frigid  Limbs)  pafTes  in  fo 
fwift  a  Motion  that  two  at  the  leaft  had  need  be  to 
ftay  her. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  let's  reward  'em  I  pray  you,  and  be  gone. 
If  any  Quarrel  fliould  arife  amongll  us,  I  am  able  to  an- 
fwer  neither  ot  them  ;  his  Iron  and  Steel  Tongue  is  as  hard 
as  the  t'other's  Latin  one. 

Old  K.  Stay,  ftay.  Sir,  I  will  talk  a  little  with  him  firft. 
Let  me  alone  with  both,  1  will  try  whether  they 
Live  by  their  Wits  or  no;  for  fuch  a~Man  I  love. 
And  what  ?  You  both  beg  together  then  ? 
Prif  Conjnn5lis  manibusy  prcfe^Oy  Dcniine. 
Ruin.  With  equal  Fortunes,  equal  Dillribution, 
There's  not  the  Breadth  of  a  Sword's  Point  uneven 
In  our  Divifion. 

Sir  Greg'. 
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Sir  Grc^.  What  two  Qualities  are  here  caft  away  upon 
two  poor  Fellows  ?  If  a  Man  had  'em  that  could  maintain 
'em,  what  a  double  Man  were  that?  If  thefe  two  Fellows 
might  be  bought  and  fodden,  and  boil'd  to  a  Jelly,  and 
eneen  tailing  every  Morning,  I  do  not  think  but  a  Man 
fnould  find  llrange  things  in  his  Stomach. 

Old  K.  Come,  Sir,  join  your  Charity  with  mine,  and 
we'll  make  up  a  couple  of  Pence  betwixt  us. 

Sii'  Greg.  If  a  Man  could  have  a  pennyworth  for  his 
Fenny,  1  vvould  bellow  more  Mony  with  'em. 

M'llly.  Save  you.  Gentlemen,  how  now?  What,  are 
you  encounter'd  here  ?  What  Fellows  are  thefe? 

Old  K.  Faith,  Sir,  here's  M<3rj  and  M^r^Kry,  a  pair  of 
poor  Planets  it  feems,  that  Jupiter  has  turn'd  out  to  live 
by  their  Wits,  and  we  arc  e'en  about  a  little  Spark  of 
Charity  to  kindle  'em  a  new  Fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  ftay.  Sir,  you  may  abufe  your 
Charity,  nay,  make  that  Goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than 
a  Vice  ;  fo  many  Deceivers  walk  in  thefe  Shadows  now- 
a-days,  that  certainly  your  Bounties  were  better  fpilt,  than 
referv'd  to  fo  lewd  and  vicious  Ufes  ;  which  is  he  that 
profefles  the  Soldier  ? 

Ruin.  He  that  profefles  his  own  Profeflion,  Sir,  and 
the  dangerous  Life  he  hath  led  in  it,  this  Pair  of  half- 
fcore  Years. 

IVitty.  In  what  Services  have  you  been,  Sir  ? 
Ruin.    The   firft  that  fleflit  me  a  Soldier,  Sir,  was 
that  great  Battel  at  Alcazar  in  Barhary^    where  the  no- 
ble EngliJId  Stukely  fell,  and  where  that  Royal  Portugal 
Sehajiian  ended  his  untimely  Days. 

Witty,  Are  you  fure  Sehafiian  dy'd  there  ? 
Ruin.  Faith,  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  Rumour 
(ii)  hop'd  amongft  us,  that  he,  wounded,  efcap'd,  and 
touch'd  on  his  Native  Shore  again,  where  finding  his 
Country  at  home  more  diftrefs'd  by  the  Invafion  of  the 
Spaniard^  than  his  Lofs  abroad,  forfook  it,  Itill  fupporting 

(\\) hop'd  among fl  us, —  ]     Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Setorad 

prefer  hopt  btfore  hop'd :  As  I  think  the  prelent  Reading  Scnfe,  I  have 
chole  to  let  it  remain  undillurbed. 


Wit  at  fever al  Weapons.  157 

3  mlfcrable  and  unfortunate  Life,  which  (where  he  ended) 
is  yet  uncertain. 

fViity.  By  my  Faith,  Sir,  he  fpeaks  the  neareft  Fame 
of  Truth  in  this. 

Ruin.  Since,  Sir,  I  fcrv'd  in  France^  and  the  Low  Coun^ 
iriest  laftly,  at  that  memorable  Sivirmifh  at  Newport, 
where  the  forward  and  bold  Scci  there  fpent  his  Life  fo 
freely,  that  from  every  fingle  Heart  that  there  fell,  came 
home,  from  his  Refolution,  a  double  Honour  to  liis 
Country. 

fFitly.  This  Ihould  be  no  Counterfeit,  Sir. 

Old  K.  I  do  not  think  he  is,  Sir. 

ff^irty.  But,  Sir,  methinks  you  do  not  (hew  the  Marks 
of  a  Soldier,  could  you  fo  freely  fcape,  that  you  brought 
home  no  Scars  to  be  your  Chronicle  ?   " 

Ruin.  Sir,  I  have  Wounds,  and  many  ;  but  in  thofe 
Parts  where  Nature  and  Humanity  bids  me  fliame  to 
publifh. 

fViliy.  A  good  Soldier  cannot  want  thofe  Badges. 

Sir  Greg.  Now  am  not  I  of  your  Mind  in  that,  for  I 
hold  him  the  beft  Soldier  that  fcapes  beft  •,  (12)  always 
at  a  Mock-fencing  1  give  him  the  beft:  that  has  the  fewed 
Knocks. 

fVitiy.  Nay,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  your  Scholar,  too  ; 
to  ask  you  why  you  fhould  be  poor,  yet  richly  learn'd, 
were  no  Queftion,  at  leaft,  you  can  eafily  anfwer  it  j  but 
whether  you  have  Learning  enough  to  delerve  to  be  poor 
or  no  f  fince  Poverty  is  commonly  the  meed  of  Learning) 
is  yet  to  be  trv'd  :  You  have  the  Languages,  I  mean  the 
chief,  as  the  Hebrew,  Syriack,  Greek,  Latin,  6cc. 

Prif  Aliquantulurn,  non  totaliter,  Domine. 

Old  K.  The  Latin  I  have  fufHcientiy  try'd  him  ih,  and 
I  promife  you,  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

IVitty.   I  will  prove  him  in  fome  of  the  reft. 
Toia  miois  fathcrciis  ijie  Cock-fcomhcy  ? 

Prif.  Kay  yonkeron  nigitton  oy  fouleroi  Afmifoy, 

Witty.  Lbeatcron  ion  hitcn  ? 

{12)  ahvnvi  at  a  Cock-fencing —  ]  For  the  AUeraticn  of  the 

Text  here,   Vide  Notes  on  Ike  Captain. 

Vo  L.  IX.  .  R  Prif. 
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Prif.  Tous  poUous  Jtrikerous^  Angela  to  peefo. 

Wit 'J.  Certainly,  Sir,  a  very  excellent  Scholar  in  the 
Greek. 

Old  K.  I  do  note  a  wondrous  Readinefs  in  him. 

Sir  Greg.  I  do  wonder  how  the  Trojans  could  hold  out 
ten  Years  Siege,  as  'tis  reported,  againft  the  Greeks  \  if 
Achilles  fpoke  but  this  Tongue,  I  do  not  think  but  he 
might  have  fhaken  down  the  Walls  in  a  fevennight,  and 
ne*cr  troubled  the  wooden  Horfe. 

IVitly.  I  will  try  him  fo  far  as  I  can  in  the  Syr  lack. 
Kircom  hragmen^  fi>^l  ^  ^^u  ma  dell  fnathou. 

Prif,  llnjhagath  rahgahajh  Jhohos  onoriadka. 

Witty.  Colpack  Ruhafca^  gnawerthem  Jhig  Jhag, 

Prif.  Napfhafnothem  Rihfhe  hongomofh  lafhemecb  nagothi, 

Wit'y.  Gentlemen  I  have  done,  any  Man,  that  can,  go 
farther,  I  confefs  myfelf  at  a  ]<lonplus. 

Sir  Greg.  Faith  not  I,  Sir,  I  was  at  my  fartheft  in  my 
natural  Language,  I  was  never  double-tongu'd,  I  thank 
my  hard  Fortune. 

Witty.  Well,  Gentlemen,  'tis  pity,  (walk  farther  off  a 
little  my  Friends)  I  fay,  'tis  pity  fuch  Fellows  foendow'd, 
fo  qualify *d  with  the  Gifts  of  Nature  and  Arts,  yet  fliould 
have  fuch  a  Scarcity  of  Fortune's  Benefits,  we  mud 
blame  our  Iron-hearted  Age  for  it. 

Old  K.  'Tis  pity  indeed,  and  our  Pity  fhall  fpeak  a 
little  for  'em  ;  come.  Sir,  here's  my  Groat. 

Witty.  A  Groat,  Sir  ?  oh  fie,  give  nothing  rather,  'twere 
better  you  rail'd  on  'em  for  begging,  and  fo  quit  yourfelf ; 
1  am  a  poor  Gentleman,  that  have  but  little  but  my  Wits 
to  live  on. 

Old  K.  Troth,  and  I  love  you  the  better.  Sir. 
Witty.  Yet  I'll  begin  a  better  Example  than  fo  ;  here 
Fcllcws,  there's  between  you,  take  Purfe  and  all,  and  I 
would  it  were  here  heavier  for  your  fakes  j  there's  a  Pair 
of  Angels  to  guide  you  to  your  Lodgings,  a  poor  Gen- 
tleman's good  Will. 

Prif  Gratias,  rnaximas  gratias^  henigniffme  Domine. 
Old  K.  This  is  an  ill  Example  for  us,  Sir  ;  I  would  this 
bountiful  Gentleman  had  not  come  this  way  to  Day. 
Sir  Greg,   Pox,   we  muft  not  fhame  ourfelves  now. 

Sir  ; 
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Sir  *,  I'll  give  as  much  as  that  Gentleman,  though  I  never 
be  Soldier  or  Scholar  while  I  live  5  here  Friends,  there's 
a  Piece,  that  if  he  were  divided  would  make  a  Pair  of 
Angels  for  me  too,  in  the  Love  I  bear  to  the  Sword  and 
the  Tongues. 

Old  AT.  My  Largcfs  fhall  be  equal  too,  and  much  good 
do  you  i  this  Bounty  is  a  little  Abatement  of  my  Wit 
though,  I  feel  that. 

Ruin.  May  Soldiers  evef  defend  fuch  Charities. 

Pr'tf.  And  Scholars  pray  for  their  Increafe. 

Old  K,  Fare  you  well  ;  Sir,  thefe  Fellows  may  pray 
for  you,  you  have  made  the  Scholars  Commons  exceed 
to  day,  and  a  Word  with  you,  Sir,  you  faid  you  liv'd 
by  your  Wits,  if  you  ufe  this  Bounty,  you'll  beggar  your 
Wits,  believe  it. 

Witty.  Oh,  Sir,  I  hope  to  encreafe  'em  by  it,  this  Seed 
never  wants  his  Harveft  ;  fare  you  well,  Sir.  \Ex\t, 

Sir  Greg.  I  think  a  Man  were  as  good  meet  wirh  a  rea- 
fonable  Thief,  as  an  unreafonable  Beggar  fometimes  ;  I 
could  find  in  my  Heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  again  : 
Can  you  change  my  Piece,  my  Friends  ? 

Prif.  Tempora  mutantur^  (^  ms  mutamur  in  illis. 

Sir  Greg.  My  Gold  is  turn'd  into  Latin. 

Re-enter  Witty- pate. 

Witty.  Look  you,  good  Fellows, 
Here's  one  round  Shilling  more  that  lay  conceal'd. 

Old  K.  Sir,  away,  we  fhall  be  drawn  farther  into  Da- 
mage fife. 

*  Sir  Greg.  A  Pox  of  the  Fool,  he  live  by  his  Wits  ?  If 
his  Wits  leave  him  any  Mony,  but  what  he  bfgs  or  fteals 
very  (hortly,  Pll  be  hang*d  for  him. 

[^Exeunt  the  tivo  Knighis» 

Ruin.  This  Breakfaft  Parcel  was  well  letch'd  oil'  i*- 
faith. 

Witty.  Tufli,  a  by-blow  for  Mirth,  we  mud  have  bet- 
ter Purchafe,  we  want  a  fourth  f  jr  another  Project  that  I 
have  ripened. 

Ruin.  My  Wife  flie  fhares,  and  can  defer ve  it. 

R  2  Wittv, 
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IVUty,  She  can  change  her  Shape,  and  be  Mafculine  ? 

Ruin,   'Tis  one  of  the   free'ft  Conditions-  (he 

fears  not  the  crack  of  a  Piftol,  Ihe  dares  fay,  Stand,  to 
a  Grazier. 

Prif.  Prohatum  fuity  profeElo  Doming . 

Witty,  Good,  then  you  Sir  Bacchus  Apollo^  fnall  be 
difpatch'd  with  her  Share,  and  fome  Contents  to  meet  us 
to  Morrow,  at  a  certain  Place  and  Time  appointed,  in 
the  Mafculine  Gender  ;  my  Father  has  a  Nephew,  and  I 
an  own  Coufin  coming  up  from  the  Univerfity,  whom  he 
loves  mod  indulgently,  eafy  Mafter  Credulous  Oldcraft, 
(13)  for  you  know  what  your  meer  Academick  is,  your 
Carrier  never  mifles  his  Hour  j  he  muft  not  be  robb*d, 
becaufe  he  has  but  little  to  lofe  ;  but  he  muft  join  with  us 
in  a  Device  that  I  have,  that  fhall  rob  my  Father  of  a 
hundred  Pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid  on*t :  for  there's 
the  Ambition  of  my  Wit,  to  live  upon  his  profeft  Wit, 
that  has  turn'd  me  out  to  Jive  by  my  Wits. 

Pref,  Cum  hirundinis  alis  tibi  regratulor. 

Witty.  A  Male  Habit,  a  Bag  of  an  hundred  Weight 
though  it  be  Counters,  for  my  Alchimy  fhall  turn  'em  into 
Gold  of  my  Father's  j  the  Hour,  the  Place,  the  Ad:ion 
fhall  be  at  large  fee  down  ;  and  Father,  you  fhall  know, 
that  I  put  my  Portion  to  ufe,  that  you  have  given  me  to 
live  by ; 

And  to  confirm  yourfelf  in  me  renate, 
I  hope  you'll  find  my  Wit's  legitimate.  \_Exiunt, 


(T.3)    {for you  knoiu  nvhat your  meer  Academick  is) your  Carritt 

never  mijfes  bis  Hour  ;  — ]  Without  taking  away  the  Parenthefis,  I 
know  not  how  to  make  Scnfe  of  the  fecond  Sentence  :  I  read  it  thus  j 
for  you  knoiu  nuhat  your  meer  Academick  is,  your  Carrier  never 
miffes  his  Hour  ;  i.  e.  Your  meer  Academick  is  a  Carrier  in  the  Regu- 
larity of  bis  Mttions.  Mr.  Seixjard. 


ACT 
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A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  xN  E     I. 

Enter  Lady  Gentry  and  Servants 

ServrKi:  A  Y  Lady. 

J^^      Lady.  Put  me  not  in  mind  on't,  prithee,^ 
You  cannot  do  a  greater  wrong  to  Women  ; 
For  in  our  Wants,  'tis  the  mod  chief  Afflidlion 
To  have  that  Name  rcmembred  ;  'tis  a  Title 
That  Mifcry  modes  us  by,  and  the  World's  M  illce  : 
Scorn  and  Contempt  has  not  wherewith  to  work. 
On  humble  Callings ;  they  are  fafe,  and  lie 
Level  with  Pity  (till,  and  pale  Diftrefs 
Is  no  great  Stranger  to  *em ;  but  when  Fortune 
Looks  with  a  ftormy  Face  on  our  Conditions, 
We  find  Afflidion  Work,  and  Envy  l^aftime, 
(14)  And  our  worft  Enemy  then,  that  moftabufes  us. 
Is  that  we  arecall'd  by.  Lady.     Oh  my  Spirit, 
Will  nothing  make  thee  humble?  Pm  well  mcthinks, 
And  can  live  quiet  with  my  Fate  fometimes, 
Until  I  look  into  the  World  again  \ 
Then  1  begin  to  rave  at  my  Stars  bitternefs. 
To  fee  how  many  Muckhills  plac'd  above  me ; 
Peafants  and  (15)  Droyls,  Caroches  full  of  Dunghills, 
Whofe  very  Birth  {links  in  a  generous  Noftril,    (^Streets, 
Gliftring  by  Night  like  Glow-worms  through  the  High 
Hurried  by  Torch- light  in  the  Footmens  Hands, 
That  (hew  like  running  Fire-drakes  through  the  City, 
And  I  put  to  my  Shifts  and  Wits  to  live, 
(Nay  fometimes  Danger  too  ; )  on  Foot,  on  Horfcback, 
And  earn  my  Supper  manfully  e'er  I  get  it  i 
Many  a  Meal  l*ve  purchased  at  that  race, 

(14)  And  our  ixiorfi  Enemy  than  thaty  •  •]  Mr.  Sevjard  rc]e£is  the 
TdTUcle  than,  and  the  Comma  afcer  tbaf,  as  prejudicial  bath  to  Senfeand 
Meal'ure:  I  once  thought  fo  too,  but  am  now  convinc'd,  that  the 
Change  of  a  Letter,  with  the  difplacing  of  a  Comma,  is  all  that  is 
neceffdry  to  be  done  here;  for  thus  reads  the  folio  of  164.7. 

And  our  nuorji  Enemy  then,  that  &CQ. 

(15)  DroylSf  i.  e.  Drudges, $iz. 

R  3  Entfr 
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Enter  Prifcian. 

Fed  with  a  Wound  upon  me,  ftampt  at  midnight. 
Hi,  what  are  you  ?  Pnf  Now  you  may  tell  yourfelf, 
Lady.[P////j  off's  Beard.^  Lady.  Oh  Mr.  Pn/a<j«, what's 

the  Projedl? 
For  you  neVr  come  without  one. 

Prif.  Firft,  your  Husband, 
Sir  Ruinous  Gentry^  greets  you  with  bed  Wifhcs, 
And  here  has  fent  you  your  full  Share  by  mc 
In  five  Cheats  and  two  Robberies. 

Lady.  And  v/hat  comes  it  to  ? 

Prif.  Near  upon  thirteen  Pound. 

L'idy.  A  goodly  Share  I 
n^wiil  put  a  Lady  fcarce  (16)  in  Philip  and  Cheyney, 
With  three  fmall  Bugle  Laces,  like  a  Chamber-maid  i 
Here's  precious  lifting. 

Prif.  'Las  you  mull  confider,  Lady, 
'Tis  but  young  Term,  Attornies  ha'  fmall  doings  yet. 
Then  Highway  Lawyers,  they  muft  needs  ha*  little  j 
We've  had  no  great  good  luck  to  fpeak  troth,  Beauty, 
Since  your  ftout  Ladyfhip  parted  from's  at  Highgat$y 
But  there's  a  fair  hope  now  for  a  prefent  Hundred, 
Here's  Man's  Apparel,  your  Horfe  (lands  at  Door. 

Lady.  And  what's  the  virtuous  Plot  now  ? 

Prif  Marry,   Lady, 
You,  like  a  brave  young  Gallant,  (17)  muft  be  robb'd. 

[Gives  her  a  Letter, 

(16)   ■  in  Philip  and  Cheyney.']     What  fort  of  Staff  Pi>i Zip  is, 

I  dcn'c  remember  ever  to  have  heard  or  read  of:  I  imagine  the  origi- 
nal Reading  run  thus, 

Philippine  Cheyney, 

which  is  a  fore  of  Stuff  at  prefent  in  common  ufe,  but  goes  now  by 
the  Appellation  of  Harrateen. 

{17)   muji  be  rohb'd  ]  But  can  any  one  tell  •where,  or  nuhen? 

If  the  Reader  will  turn  to  the  laft  Speech  of  Witty,  in  the  A£l  above, 
he  will  find,  that  as  the  Lady  was  to  have  a  Male  Habit,  and  a  Bag  of 
Counters,  fo  fhe  was  likewife  to  have  a  Note  fent  her,  in  which  every 
Particular  belonging  to  this  Robbery  was  exadly  to  be  fet  down.  As 
Prifcian  brings  her  the  two  firft,  he  may  very  weH  be  fuppofed  to 
bring  the  lali  too  ;  and  'tis  but  making  him,  by  a  Stage  Dircdlion,  de- 
liver her  here  a  Letter,  and  every  thing  then  will  be  right  and  con- 
fiilent. 
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Lady.  I  robb*d  ? 

Prif.  Nay  then 

Lady.   Wei  J,  well,  go  on,  let's  hear.  Sir. 

Prif.  Here's  a  feal'd  Bag  of  a  Hundred,  which  iideed 
Are  Counters  all,  only  lome  fixttcn  Groats 
Of  white  Mony  i'th*  Mouth  on't. 

Lady.  So,   what  Saddle  have  1  ? 

Prif.  Monfieur  Larron\  the  Frenchman''^. 

Lady.  That  again  ? 
You  know  fo  well  it  is  not  for  my  ftride  ; 
How  oft  have  I  complain'd  on't  ? 

Prif  You  may  have  Jocky^s  then,  the  little  Scotch  one. 
You  muft  difpatch.  [_Exit  Pnfcian, 

Lady.  1*11  foon  be  ready,  Sir, 
Before  you  ha*  Ihifted  Saddles.     Many  Women 
Have  their  Wealth  flow  to  'em,  I  was  made,  1  fee. 
To  help  my  Fortune,  not  my  Fortune  me.  [Exit, 

Enter  Cunningham. 
Cun.  My  ways  are  Goblin-led,  and  the  Night-Elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  Home,  and  yet  I  follow  j 
Sure  *tis  not  altogether  fabulous. 
Such  Haggs  do  get  Dominion  of  our  Tongues 
And  fo  foon  as  we  fpeak,  the  Enchantment  binds  ; 
I  have  diflembled  fuch  a  Trouble  on  me. 
As  my  bcft  Wits  can  hardly  clear  again  ; 
Piping  through  this  old  Reed,  the  Guardianefs, 
With  Purpole  that  my  Harmony  fhall  reach 
And  pleafe  the  Lady's  Ear,  Ihe  flops  below. 
And  echoes  back  my  Love  unto  my  Lips, 
Perfwaded  by  moft  violent  Arguments 
Of  Self-love  in  herfelf,  I  am  lb  Self-fool, 
To  doat  upon  her  hundred  wrinkl*d  Face  ; 
(i8)  I  could  e*en  beggar  her  t'  accept  the  Gifts 
She'd  throw  upon  me  ;    it  were  Charity, 
But  1  for  Pity*s  fake  will  be  a  Niggard 
And  undo  her,  refufine  to  take  Irom  her  5 

Pm 

(18)    /  could  heggar  her  to  accept  the  Gfts 

She  lAjould  throuo  upon  me  ;  ''tnjoere  Charity f 
But  for  Pity  s  fake  I  nxiill  be  a  l^tggard 

And  undo  her^  refujtng  to  take  from  ker  ;  ]     The  Senfc  here 
R  4  itena 
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Tm  again  haunted,  if  it  take  not  now 
ril  break  the  Speli. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

(ig)  Guard.  Welcome,  {vtcci  Cunningham  y 
What  ?  abfent  a  whole  Day  ?  Birds  that  build  Nefts 
Have  care  to  keep  'em  warm, 

Cun.  That's  indeed  granted. 
But  not  continually  to  lit  upon  'em, 
'Lefs  in  the  youngling  Seafon  ;  elfe  they  defire 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  Labours, 
Then  they  return  with  freflier  Appetite 
To  work  again. 

Guard.   Well,  well,  youVe  built  a  Neft 
That  will  (land  all  Storms,  you  need  not  miftruft 
A  Weather- wrack  j  and  one  day  it  may  be 

fcems  obfcure,  tho'  it  is  certainly  explicable.  //  luere  Charity  and 
Ctnerofity  to  beggar  her,  the  Refufal  of  her  Gifts  luill  fo  mortify  her  j 
hut  I  iviit  he  charitable  another  luay,  Vll  be  a  Niggard  and  undo  her 

by  7ny  Refufal But  furely  this  is  very  iliff,  and  as  the  Meafure  is 

greatly  injured  by  either  Omiflions  or  Tranfpolitions,  therefore  'tis 
highly  probable  the  Senfe  has  fhared  its  Fate  j  and  1  propofc  the  fol- 
lowing Cure  to  both. 

1  could  e'en  beggar  her  t*  accept  the  Gifts 
She'd  throiu  upon  me  ;  ivere  it  Charity, 
But  I  for  Pity  s  fake  iviil  be  a  Niggard 

And  undo  her,  refufing  to  take  from  her  \  Mr.  Seixiard, 

(19)  Gu3fd.  5TV^<r/ Canningham,  ^welcome  \ 

What  ?  a  luhole  Day  abfent  ?    Birds  that  huild  Nejis 
Have  care  to  keep  'em. 
Cun,  That's  granted,"]  As  thefe  Plays  were  moftly,  if  not  all, 
printed  from,  the  Players  Copies,  it  is  no  Wonder  the  Meafure  ihould 
be  fo  frequently  confufed  ;   the  Tranfpofitions,  Additions,   and  Omif- 
lions of  Words  that  did  not  feem  very  material  to   the  Senfe,  are  all 
very  naturally  made  by  Perfons  who  had  no  regard  to,    and   perhaps 
no  Ear  for,  Verfe.     I  always  endeavour,  in  my  Part  of  the  Work,  tq 
rellore  the  Meafure,  tho'  I  am  obliged  to  take  as  great  Liberties  as  \ 
\vould  wilh  might  be  done  in  this  Place ; 
Guard.  Wekoine,  fweet  Cunningham  ; 

What,  abfent  a  nuhole  Day  !  Birds  that  build  Nefii 
Have  care  to  keep  'em  warm. 
Cun.  That's  indeed  granted. 
I  think  the  Senfe  and  Humour  improved  by  the  Addition  in   the 
ihird  Line,  and  that  it  was  very  probably  the  original  Reading. 

Mr.  Seaward. 

Th§ 
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The  Youngling  Seafon  too,  and  then  1  hope 
You'll  ne*er  fly  out  ot  fight. 

Clin.  There  will  be  pains 
I  fee  to  (hake  this  Bur  off;  (20)  and  now  fweetell. 
Prithee  how  fares  thy  Charge  ?  has  my  good  Friend, 
Sir  Gregory^  the  Countenance  of  a  Lover  ? 

Guard.  No  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  Mind,  methink* 
(Setting  his  Worfliip  afide)  he  looks  like  a  Fool. 

Cun.  Nay,  iM'aith,  ne*er  divide  his  Worfhip  from  hini 
For  that  fmall  matter  ;  Fool  and  Worfhip  are  no 
Such  Strangers  now-a-days  ;  but  my  Meaning  is. 
Has  he  thy  Lady's  Contcnance  of  Love  ? 
Or  docs  (he  look  like  a  welcome  on  him  ?  plainly. 
Have  they  two  as  good  hope  of  one  another, 
As,  Cupid  blefs  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard,  Troth  1   know  nor, 
I  can  perceive  no  forwardnefs  in  my  Charge, 
But  1  protefl: 
I  wifli  the  Knight  better  for  your  fake.  Bird. 

C«;z.  Why  thanks fweet  Bird,  and  with  my  Heart  I  wifh. 
That  he  had  as  flrong  and  Jikcly  hope  of  her. 
As  thou  haft  of  me. 

Guard.  Well,  he  is  like  to  fpeed  never  the  worfe 
For  that  good  wifh,  and  I  will  tell  you.  Bird, 
(For  Secrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two) 
My  Charge  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cun.  Of  me  ?  for  what  ? 

Guard.  For  my  fake,  1  mean  fo ;  I  have  heard  her 
A  hundred  times  fay,  lince  her  Uncle  gave  her 
The  firft  bob  about  you,  that  fhe'd  do  fomcwhat 
For  my  fake,  if  things  went  but  well  together  ; 
We've  fpoke  of  Doors  and  Bolts,  and  things,  and  things— 

(20)  ' ■  and fiueetejl. 

Prithee  boiM  fares  thy  Charge  ? ]  How  much  more  natural 

is  the  Senfe  as  well  as  Mcafure,   when  the  proper  Particle,  now  omit- 
ted, is  reilored. 

■  and  now,  fweet eji, 

fritbet  how  fares  thy  Charge  ?     ■    ■ 

Mr.  Seward. 

Go 


2  66         TVit  at  fever al  Weapons. 

\i.\)  Go  too,  rjl  not  tell  all,  but  you'll  find  fome 
Advancement,  for  my  fake,  I  do  believe. 

Cun.  Faith  be  not  fparing,  tell  me. 

Guard.  By  my  Lady 
You  Ihail  pardon  me  for  that,  it  were  a  Shame 
If  Men  Ihouid  hear  all  that  Women  fpeak  behind 
Thcir  Backs  fometimes. 

C'Uii,   Yet  you  muft  give  me  leave 
At  leail  to  give  her  thanks. 

Guard.  No,  nor  that  neither. 
She  mull  not  take  a  notice  of  my  blabbing  ; 
It  is  iufTicient  you  fhall  give  me  thanks,  for 
'Tis  for  my  fake  if  ihe  be  bountiful  \ 
She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  fake. 

Cun.  How  (hall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate, 
Not  to  repay  her  with  my  dearefl  Duty. 

Guard,  1,  but  you  muft  not  know  it*,  if  you  tell 
All  that  I  open  to  you,  you'll  fliame  us  both  ; 
Afar  otf  you  may  kifs  your  Hand,  blufh  or  fo. 
But  1*11  allow  no  nearer  Conference, 

Cun.  Whoop !  you'll  be  jealous  I  perceive  now.  Guard, 
Jealous } 
Why  there  is  no  true  Love  without  it.  Bird : 
I  muft  be  jealous  of  thee  ;  but  for  her, 
(Were  it  within  my  Duty  to  my  Mafter) 
I  durft  truft  her  ev'n  with  the  ftrongeft  Tempter, 
And  I  dare  fwear  her  now  as  pure  a  Virgin 
As  e'er  was  welcomd  to  a  Marriage- Bed  j 
If  Thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  fo. 

Cun.  And  where's  the  Caufe  of  your  Fear  then  ,'' 

Guard.  Well,  well  ; 

{21)  Go  too,  I'Jl  tell  you  all, ]    But  how  can  this  agree  with 

what  follows  ? 

Cun.  Faith  be  not  fparing,  tell  me. 
Guard.   By  my  Lady 

You  /hall  pardon  me  for  that, 
And  a  little  lower, 

to  kindle  better  Firef 

Then  I'll  tell  you  more. 
Jflduced  by  thefe  Paffages,  I  have  altered  the  Text  to 
G«  tooy  rii  not  tell  all, 

When 
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When  things  are  pad  once,  and  the  Wedding  Torches 
Lighted  at  Matches,  to  kindle  better  Fire, 
Then  1*11  tell  you  more. 

Cun.  Come,  come,  I  fee  farther. 
That  if  we  once  were  married,  you'd  be  jealous. 

Guard.  I  proteft  I  fhould  a  little,  but  not  of  her  ; 
It  is  the  married  Woman  (if  you  mark  it) 
And  not  the  Maid  that  longs;  the  Appetite 
Follows  the  firft  Tafte*,  when  (22)  wcVe  relifhed 
We  wirti  cloying  •,  the  Tafte  once  pleas'd  before. 
Then  our  Defire  is  whetted  on  to  more, 
But  1  reveal  too  much  to  you,  i'faith  Bird. 

Cun.  Not  a  whir,  faith,  Bird,  betwixc  you  and  I, 
I  am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  Knowledge. 

Guard.  Nay, 
You  ihall  know  more  of  me,  if  you'll  be  rul'd. 
But  make  not  things  common. 

Ctin.  Ud*  fo,  your  Lady  ! 

Guard.   I,  'tis  no  matter,  flie'll  like  well  of  this. 
Our  Familiarity  is  her  Content.  \ 

Enter  Neice  and  Clown, 

l^eice.  This  Prefent  from  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Clown.  From  my  Mafter,  the  Worlhipfuj,  right  Sir  Gre^ 
gory  Fop. 

Neice.  A  RufF?  and  what  might  be  his  high  Conceit 
In  fending  of  a  Ruff?     Clown.  I  think  (23)  he  had 
Two  Conceits  in't,  forfooth,  too  high  too  low, 

(22)  lice  have  reliflit 

We  ivijh  cloying; ]     This  PaflT.ige,  if  we  take  the  Word 

tloying  for  no  more  than  being  fathfied  full  to  ones  •wijh,  is  very  good 
Senfe,  tho'  but  indifferent  Meafure  ;  Mr.  Se'-jcarJ  thinks,  tbac  the 
Senfe  and  Quantity  of  the  Line  are  irretrievably  loft,  and  propofes  two 
Conjedlures,  which,  tho'  he  does  not  lay  any  great  llrefs  en,  )et  thinki 
they  will  render  the  Place  more  intelligible  than  it  is  now. 
— —  ive  have  relijh^d  it 
We  nuijh  uncloy'd, or,   We  luijh  t'cnjoy't 

(23)  he  had  two  Conceits  in  it,  forfooth,  too  high  too  low,]  The 

playing  upon  Words  here,  I  imagine  to  have  been  the  Conceit  of  fome 
poor  Player.  If  we  confider  this  Paffage  it  will  be  found  that,  ttxjo  Con^ 
c-titj  too  high  too  low,  is  nothing  but  Sound  without  Senfe,  and  that 
the  Poets  probably  wrote, 

— —  two  Conceit/,  t'one  ^igi^,  t*one  /onv. 

Ruff 
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Ruff  high,  becaufe  as  the  Ruff  does  embrace 
Your  Neck  all  Day,  fo  does  he  defire  to  throw 

His  Knighty  Arms •  Nelce.  But  then  I  Jeave  himoff 

A-nights.     Clown.  Why  then  he  is  Ruff  low,  a  Ruffian, 
A  bold  adventurous  Errand  to  do  any 
Rough  Service  for  his  Lady. 

Neice.  A  witty  and  unhappy  Conceit;  does  he  mean 
As  he  feems  to  fay  unto  that  Reverence  ?     \Xoward  Cun. 
He  does  wooe  her  fure > 

Clown.  To  tell  you  Truth,  Lady,  his  Conceit  was  far 
better  than  I  have  blaz'd  it  yet. 

iV(?/V<?.  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  Nay,  I  know  it,  forfooth,  for  it  was  two  Days 
e'er  he  compafs'd  it ;  to  find  a  fitting  Prefent  for  your  La- 
dy/hip, he  was  fending  once  a  very  fine  Puppy  to  you. 

ISeice.   And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfelf. 

Clown.  So  he  would  indeed,  but  then  he  alter*d  his  De- 
vice, and  fent  this  Ruff,  requefting  withal,  that  when- 
foever  it  is  foul,  you  (with  your  own  Hands)  would  be- 
How  the  ftarching  of  it. 

Neice.  Elfe  Ihe  wooes  him  ;  now  his  Eyes  flioot  this  way  ; 
And  what  was  the  Rcafon  for  that,  Sir  ?       [Toward  Qaxw. 

Clown.  There  lies  his  main  Conceit,  Lady  ;  for  fays  he, 
in  fo  doing  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  ftarching  to  clap 
it  often  between  her  Hands,  and  fo  fhe  gives  a  great  Lik- 
ing and  Applaufe  to  my  Prefent;  whereas,  if  I  fliould  fend 
a  Puppy,  file  ever  calls  it  to  her  with  hift,  hifs,  hifs,  which 
is  a  fcan'ui  Difgrace;  he  drew  (24)  the  Device  from  a  Play 
at  the  BiilU  t'other  Day. 

Nike.  Ay  marry,  Sir,  this  v/as  a  rich  Conceit  indeed. 

Clown.  And  far  fetch'd,  therefore  good  for  you,  Lady, 

Guard.  How  now  ?  which  way  look  you.  Bird  .? 

Cun.  At  the  Fool,  Bird,  fliall  1  not  look  at  the  Fool  J 

Guard.  At  the  Fool, 
And  I  here  ?  what  need  that  ?  pray  look  this  way. 

Neice.  I'll  fit  him  aptly,  either  I'll  awake 
His  Wits  (if  he  have  any  ;  )  or  t\^^  force  him 

{24)  the  Device  from  a  Play ]     And  yet  next  Page  he 

tells  Neice,    who  fufpedfd  his  Mafter  in  point  of  Wit  and  Ingenuity, 
that  it  was  really  his  (Sir  Gregory\)  own. 

To 
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To  appear  (as  yet  I  cannot  think  him)  with- 
out any.     Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true 
That  1  (hall  ask  you  now  ;  Was  this  Device 
Your  Matter's  own  ?  I  doubt  his  Wit  in  it  ; 
He  is  not  fo  ingenious.     Clown.  His  own, 
I  aflure  you.  Madam.     Neice.  Nay,  you  mufl:  not  lye. 

Clown.  Not  with  a  Lady  ?  I'd  rather  lye  with  you,  than 
Jye  with  my  Mafter,  by  your  Leave  in  Ibch  a  Cafe  as  this. 

Guard.  Yet  again  your  Eye  ? 

dun.  The  Fool  makes  Mirth  i'faith, 
I'd  hear  Tome. 

Guard.  Come,  you  fliall  hear  none  but  me.        . 

Neice.  Come  hither.  Friend,  nay,  come  nearer  me  ;  did 
Thy  Mafter  fend  thee  to  me  }  He  may  be  wife, 
But  did  not  fhew  it  much  in  that  j  Men  fometimes 
May  wrong  themfelves  un*wares,  when  they  Jeaft  think 

on'ti 
Was  Vulcan  ever  fo  unwife  to  fend  Mars 
To  be  his  Spokefman,  when  he  went  a  wooing  ? 
Send  thee  ?  Hey-ho,  a  pretty  rowling  Eye. 

Clown.  I  can  turn  up  the  white  and  the  black  too,  and 
need  be,  Forfooth. 

l^eice.  Why,  here's  an  amorous  Nofe. 

Clown.  You  fee  the  worft  of  my  Nofe,  Forfooth. 

Neice.  A  Cheek,    (25)  how  I  could   pat   it   now   in 
Dalliance; 
A  Pair  of  Lips,  oh  that  we  were  uney'd, 
1  could  fuck  Sugar  from  'em  ;  what  a  Beard's  here  ^ 
When  will  the  Knight  thy  Mafter  have  fuch  a 
Stamp  of  Manhood  on  his  Face?   Nay,  do  not  blufh. 

Clown.  *Tis  nothing  but  my  P'lefli  and  Blood  that  rifes  fo. 

Cun.  'Death,  flie  courts  the  Fool. 

Guard.  Away,  away,  'tis  Sport,  do  not  mind  it. 

(25)    ho'W   I  could  put   it    noiv   in  Dalliance;  ]     To  put    a 

Clietk  kz.  is  certainly  as  ablurd  and  nonienlical  a  Phrate  as  can  well 
be  imagined:  Wliete  it  took  its  Birth,  except  at  the  Prefs,  that  too 
fruitful  Parent  of  Miftakcs  and  Blunders,  is  difficult  to  fay.  In  cur 
Authors  own  Manul'cript  ic  certainly  never  was,  for  that  originally  ex- 
hibited this  Reading; 

■       ■      >  could  pat  it  no'M  in  Dalliance. 

Neice. 
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Neice.  Give  mc  thy  Hand,  come  be  familiar  ; 
Ay,  here's  a  promifing  Palm  ;  O  what  a  foft 
Handful  of  Plcafure's  here  ?  Here's  Down  compar'd 
With  Flocks  and  quilted  Straw,  thy  Knight  his  Fingers 
Are  but  lean  Mattricc  Rubbers  to  thefe  F'cathers, 
I  prithee  let  me  lean  my  Cheek  upon't. 
"What  a  foft  Pillow's  here? 

Clown.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum. 

Neice.  Why  there's  a  Courage  in  that  lively  Paflion, 
Mealure  thee  all  o'er,  there  is  not  a  Limb 
Bat  has  his  full  Proportion  ;  it  is  my  Voice, 
There's  no  compare  betwixt  the  Knight  and  thee. 
The  goodlier  Man  by  half,  at  once  now  I 
See  thee  all  over. 

Clown.  If  you  had  feen  me  fwim  the  other  Day 
Upon  my  Back,  you  would  have  faid  you  had  feen } 
There  was  two  Chambermaids  that  faw  me,  and 
My  Legs  by  chance  were  tangled  in  the  Flags, 
And  when  they  faw  how  I  was  hang'd,  they  cry'd  out. 
Oh  help  the  Man  for  fear  that  he  be  drown'd. 

A^^zV<?.  They  could  do  no  lels  in  pity,  come,  thine  Arm, 
We'll  walk  together. 

Cun    Blindnefs  of  Love  and  Women  I  why  fhe  dotes 
Upon  the  Fool.    Guard.  What's  that  to  you,  mind  her  not. 

Cun.  Away  you  Burr. 

Guard    H:w's  that  j 

Cun.  Flefhook  hang  off,  faften  thine  itchy  clafpe 
On  fome  dry  Toad-ftool,  that  will  kindle  with  thee, 
And  burn  tocr.ether. 

Guard.  Oil  abominable  t 
W.iy  don't  you  love  me  ? 

Cun    No,  I  never  did  ; 
I  took  thee  down  a  little  way  to 
Enforce  a  Vomit  from  my  offended  Stomach  ) 
Now  thou'rt  up  again,  1  loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard.  Oh  Villain  I 

Cun.   Why  doft  thou  not  fee  a  Sight, 
Would  make  a  Man  abjure  the  Sight  of  Women  ? 

Neice.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  he's  vext  i  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Neice, 


IVit  at  fever al  Weapons,         271 

Neice,  Why  cjoft  thou  laugh  ? 
Clown.  Bccaufethou  laugheft,  nothing  elfei'faith. 
Can.  She  has  but  mockt  my  Folly,  eJfe  fhe  finds  not 
The  Bofom  of  my  Purpofe,  fome  other  way, 
Muft  make  me  know  ;  I'll  try  her,  and  may  chance  quit 
The  fine  Dexterity  of  her  Lady-wit.  {^Exit, 

Neice.  Yes  in  troth,  I  laught  to  think  of  thy  Madcr, 
Now,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this  ? 

Clo'-jan.  By  my  troth  I  laugh  at  him  too  j  faith  Sirrah, 
he's   but  a  Fool  to  fay  the  Truth,  though  I  fay't  tha: 
Ihould  not  fay't. 

Neice.  Yet,  thou  fliould'fl:  fay  truth,  and  I  believe  thee  ; 
Well,  for  this  time  we*ll  part,  you  perceive  fomething. 
Our  Tongues  betray  our  Hearts,  there's  our  Weaknefs, 
But  pray  be  filent. 

Ciczvn.  As  Moufe  in  Cheefe,  or  Goofe  in  Hay  i'faith.' 
Neice.  Look,  we  are  cutoff,  there's  my  Hand  where  my 
Lips  would  be. 

Clown.  I'll  wink,  and  think  'em  thy  Lips,  farewel. 

[Exit. 
Neice.  Now  Guardianefs,  I  need  not  ask  where  you've 

been. 
Guard.  Oh,  Lady,  ne'er  was  Woman  fo  abus'd. 

Re-enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Doft  thou  hear.  Lady,  Sweet-heart  ?  I  had 
forgot  to  tell  thee,  if  you  will,  1  will  come  back  in  the 
Evening. 

Neice.  By  no  means,  come  not  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Clown,  if  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of  things 
when  I  am  gone  -,  I  may  be  convey'd  into  your  Chamber  j 
I'll  lie  under  the  Bed  while  Midnight,  or  fo  ;  or  you 
fhall  put  me  up  in  one  of  your  little  Boxes,  I  can  creep 
in  at  a  fmall  Hole.  [yo'^ 

Neice.  Thefe  arc  things  I  dare  not  venture  on,  I  charge 
On  my  Love,  never  come  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Clown.  Veihu?n  infipienti^  'tis  enough  to  the  wife ;  nor 
I  think  it  is  not  fit  the  Knight  Ihould  know  any  thing  yet. 

Neice.  By  no  means,  pray  you  go  now,  we're  fufped:ed. 
Clozvn.  For  the  things  that  are  paft,  let  us  ufe  our  Secrets. 

Neice, 
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Isleice.  Now  I'll  make  a  firm  Trial  of  your  Love  5 
As  you  love  me,  not  a  Word  more  at  this  time, 
Not  a  Syllable,  'tis  the  Seal  of  Love,  take  heed. 

(26)  Clown.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum.        \_Exit  Clown, 

Neice.  He  hums  loath  to  depart. 
So,  this  pleafant  Trouble's  gone  ;  now  Guard  ianefs. 
What  ?  your  Eyes  eafing  your  Heart,  the  Caufe,  Woman  ? 

Guard.  The  Caufe  is  falfe,  falfe  Man,  Madam,  oh  Lady  ! 
I  have  been  gulled  in  a  fnining  Carbuncle, 
A  very  Glow-worm,  that  I  thought  had  Fire  in't. 
And  'tis  as  cold  as  Ice. 

Nelce.  And  juflly  ferv'd  ; 
"Wouldft  thou  once  think  (27)  that  fuch  an  earing  Spring 
Would  dote  upon  thine  Autumn  ?     Guard.  Oh  had  you 

heard 
Him  but  proteft.  Ne'tce.  I  would  not  have  believ'd  him. 
Thou  might'ft  have  perceiv'd  how  I  mock'd  thy  Folly, 
In  wanton  Imitation  with  the  Fool. 
Go  weep  the  Sin  of  thy  Credulity, 
Not  of  thy  Lofs,  for  it  was  never  thine. 
And  it  is  gain  to  mifs  it  \  wert  thou  fo  dull  } 
Nay,  yet  thou'rt  ftupid  and  uncapable. 


(26)  Clown.   Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum 


He  hums  loath  to  depart l\  The  Impropriety  of  putting 
this  Paffage  into  the  Clown's  .Mouth  i^  evident  upon  the  bare  mention. 
To  the  Neice  it  unqueftionably  belongs,  and  we  fhould  write, 

Clown.  Hum,  hum,  hum,   hum.  .  [Exit  Clown* 

Neice.   He  hums  loath  to  depart. 

{27)  ' —  that  fuch  an  early  Spring 

Would  dote  upo'ii  thy  Autumn  ?  ]    As  Cunningham  is  not  diftin- 
guifhed,  in  any  other  Part,  as  remarkably  young,  1  at  firft  light  a 
little  fulpedted  early,  feveral  ftronger  and  more  poetical  Words  having 
occurr'd :  Not  that  I  (hould  have  ventured  at  an  Emendation,  had  not^ 
tjie  Sufpicion  been  confirmed  by  the  old  Folio,  which  reads, 

■ fuch  an  erring  Spring, 

This  vifibly  leads  us  to  the  true  Word,  earing,  i.  e.  ploughing,  tilling, 
from  the  Latin,  arare.  Shake fptar  often  ufes  it  ;  as  in  AW s  nxiell  that 
Ends  ivell,  the  Clown  fays,  He  that  ears  my  Land  fwves  my  Labour i 
And  in  fome  other  Faffage  which  I  cannot  now  find, 

•  then  ive  gather  Ruft 

When  our  quick  Winds  lit  fiill,  and  «ur  Ills  told  us 

Are  as  our  Earing.  Mr,  Seivard. 

Why, 
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Why,  thou  wert  but  the  Bait  to  fifh  wirh,  not 
The  Prey,  the  Stale  to  catch  another  Bird  with. 

Guard.  Indeed  he  calTd  me  Bird. 

Neice.  Yet  thou  pcrceiv'ft  nor. 
It  is  your  Neice  he  loves  ;  would'ft  thou  be  made 
A  (talking  Jade?  'tis  Ihe,  examine  it. 
(2S)  rU  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  Path 
Over  unbeaten  Grounds  ;  go  level  to  the  Mark, 
But  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  pleafing,  and 
Rare  is  but  feldom  in  the  fimple  Senfe, 
But  has  her  Emphnfis  with  Eminence.  \_Exit. 

Guard.  My  Neice  }    what  Ihe  the  Rival  of  my  Abule  ? 
My  Flefh  and  Blood  wrong  me  .''  I'll  Aunt  her  for't ; 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Oh  Opportunity,  thou  ble/Tefl:  me. 

Now  Gentlewoman,  are  you  parted  fo  foon  ? 

"Where  is  your  Friend,  I  pmy  ?  your  Cuimmgham  ? 

Mir.  What  fay  you.   Aunt? 

Guard.  Come,  come,  your  Cunninghain  ? 
I  am  not  blind  with  Age  yet,  no  nor  deaf. 

Mir.  Dumb  I  am  fure  you're  not  i  what  ail  you,  Aunt  ? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Guard.  No,  nor  fick,  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  Wits,  nor 
fleeping, 
Nor  waking,  nor  nothing,  nor  any  thing; 
I  know  not  what  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  nor. 

(28)    VU  hurry  all  atvry,    and  tread  my  Path 

O'ver  unbeaten  Grounds  ;  go  level  to  the  Mark, 
Not  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  plcaji7ig,'\  The  almoft 
total  Negledl  of  Mcafure  in  the  former  Editions  made  theai  lole  a 
good  Guide,  with  re^^ard  to  the  Senle.  If  fhe  hurrys  ail  uivry,  it  is 
piain  the  mult  go  to  her  Mark  a^  fhe  really  does,  bv  circular  bnuts, 
i.  e.  by  (eeming  to  aim  at  fome;hing  elfe  ;  but  the  Word  /<:z;^/ (which 
only  imp.i.s  a  dcfigned  poetical  Contrail)  made  the  Negative  Thought 
reccffary.     I  fuppole  the  Original  to  have  beer., 

O'ver  unbeaten  Giounds  go  level  to 

Ihe  Mark,   by  circular  bcuts  ;  rare  things  are  ^leafing. 

IVir.  Seivard. 
I  don't  imagine  that  any  Om'ffion  is  ncccfTary,  change  only  not  into 
but  and  the  whole  feems  right. 

Vol.  IX.  S  Mir, 
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Alir.  Mercy  cover  us,  what  do  you  mean.  Aunt  ? 

Guard,  i  mean  to  be  reveng'd. 

Mir.  On  whom  ? 

Guard.  On  thee  Baggage. 

Alir.  Revenge  fliouid  follow  Injury, 
Which  never  rcach'd  fo  far  as  Thought  in  mc 
Towards  you,  Aunt. 

Guard.   Your  Cunning,  Minion, 
No  nor  your  Cunningham^  can  either  blind  me ; 
The  gentle  Beggar  loves  you. 

Mir.  I  befecch  you,  let 
Me  (lay  your  Error,  (29)  I  begin  to  hear. 
And  fliake  oft' my  Amazement  ;  if  you  think 
That  ever  any  Paflagc  treating  Love 
Hath  been  bttvvixt  us  yet  commenced,  any- 
Silent  Eye- glance  that  might  but  fparkle  Fire, 
So  much  as  Brother  and  Sifter  might  meet  with. 
The  Lip-falute,  '[o  much  as  Strangers  might 
Take  a  Farewcl  with,  the  commixed  Hands, 
Nay,  but  the  lead  Thought  of  the  lead  of  thefe. 
In  troth  you  wrong  your  Bofom  ;  by  that  Truth 
Which  I  think  yet  you  durft  be  bail  for  in  me. 
If  it  were  offcr'd  ye,  1  am  as  free 

(29)  /  begin  to  heary'\   Mirabel  means  that  fhe  begun  to  fee, 

to  perceive  and  umferjland  iht  Caufe  of  iier  Audi's  Mjllake  Scz.  Our 
Poct5,  in  ihis  FJace,  have  taken  the  Liberty  of  putting  one  Senfe  for 
another,  a  thing  unufual  with  them,  but  frequent  iu  the  Writers  c^ 
Antiquity.     There  is  a  like  Inftance  in  hhifaus.  Line  filth, 

X.iyoufj'oi'  T«  Ai<i:/£?i'  c/y?  )U  hv'/jcv  a,  -.U'. 
where  ifa'itK*', 'which  fignifies  properly  to  hear,  be  fo  underftood  in 
this  Phxe,  'tis  not  applicable  (as  defigned)  to  both  Parts  or  the  Vcrfe. 
The  gr^i  t  Dr.  Bentley,  by  not  attending  to  this  Rule,  l;as  correded 
a  Paffage  in  Horace,  Lib.  2.  Od.  i.  which  warned  no  Correction  at 
all,  t'in. 

Audire  magnos  jam  njideor  duces, , 

Ntn  indecoro  pul'vcre  firdidos.   Sec. 
Audire  duces  pul-vere  Jordidos  iecm'd  too  sbiurd  an  ExprcfTion,   to  this 
great  Critic,  to  pafs  unnoted  or  uncorreded,  and  therdore  he  changes 
the  old  L:.dion  into 

V  idere  magnos  jam  videor  duces 
Non  indecoro  &c. 
The  Rfader  cannot  but  fee,  by  this  time,  that  Audire  is  not  only  as 
good  Senfe  as  videre,  but  that  it  really  means  the  felfiamc  thing. 
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As  all  this  Proteftation. 

Guard.  May  I  believe  this  ? 

Mir.  If  ever  youMI  believe  Truth  ;  Why,  I  thought 
He  bad  fpoke  Love  to  you,  and  if  his  Heart 
Prompted  his  Tongucf,  fure  I  did  hear  fo  much. 

Guard.  Oh  falfelt  Man,  Ixions  Plague  fell  on  me ! 
Never  by  Woman,  fuch  a  Mafc*line  Cloud, 
So  airy  and  fo  fublle  was  embrac'd. 

Mir.  By  no  Caufe  in  me,  by  my  Life,  dear  Aunt. 

Guard.  I  believe  you ;  then  help  in  my  Revenge, 
And  you  fhall  do't,  or  lofe  my  Love  for  ever  i 
ril  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  Weapons. 
Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  Dcfircs 
With  all  the  Engines  of  a  Woman's  Wit, 
Stretch  Modefty  even  to  the  higheft  Pitch ; 
He  cannot  freeze  at  fuch  a  flaming  Beauty  ; 
And  when  thou  haft  him  by  the  amorous  Gills, 
Think  on  my  Vengeance,  choak  up  his  Defires, 
Then  let  his  Banquetings  be  Tantalifme^ 
Let  thy  Difdain  Ipurn  the  DilTemblcr  out ; 
Oh  I  could  climb  the  Stars,  and  fit  above. 
To  fee  him  burn  to  Afhes  in  his  Love. 

Mir.  This  will  be  (30)  a  mod  ftrangc  Task,  Aunt, 
and  an 
Unwilling  Labour,  yet  in  your  Injundlion 
I  am  a  Servant  to't. 

Guard.  Thou'lt  undertake't  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  let  th'  Succcfs  commend  itfclf  hereafter. 

Guard.  Effedt  it  Girl,  my  Subflance  is  thy  Store, 
Nothing  but  want  of  Will  makes  Woman  poor. 

{Exeunt, 
Enter  Sir  Gregory,  and  Clown, 

Sir  Greg.  Why  Pcmpe)\  thou'rt  not  (lark  mad,  art  thou  ? 
wilt  thou 
Not  tell  me  how  my  Lady  docs  ?     Clowfi.  Your  Lady  ? 

(30)   a  Jl range  Tafle—  ]     And  a  Page  or  two  lower,  the  bcjl 

Wf)rle  Iha've.  Read,  fay  all  three,  Task,  aad  Horfe.  Tlie  Reader.  I 
I  iiu.  gine,  will  thank  me  for  faving  him  the  trouble  of  twice  drawing  his 
I  Eye  from  the  Text  to  the  Bottom  of  the  Page,  when  once  will  dj,  by 
I  flitting  two  fuch  :rifiing  Corrcftions  into  a  fingle  Note. 

S  2  Sir  Grer, 
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Sir  Greg.  Did  fhc  receive  the  thing  that  I  fent  her  kindly, 
or  no  ? 
•    Clown.  The  thing 

That  you  fent  her.  Knight,  by  the  thing  that  you  fent. 
Was  for  the  thing's  fake  that  was  fent  to  carry 
The  thing  that  you  fent,  receiv'd  very  kindly ; 
Firil, 

There's  your  Indenture,  now  go  feek  you  a  Servant : 
Secondly,  you're  a  Knight  ;  thirdly  and  laftly, 
I'm  mine  own  Man  ;  and  fourthly,  fare  you  well. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  Pompey  ?  Prithee  let  me  fpeak  with  thee  ; 
I'll  lay  my  Life  fome  Hare  has  croft  him. 

Cloivn.  Knight,  if  you  be  a  Knight,  fo  keep  you  ;  as 
for  the  Lady,  who  Ihall  fay  that  (he  is  not  a  fair  Lady,  a 
fweet  Lady,  an  honeft  and  a  virtuous  Lady,  I  will  fay  he 
is  a  bafe  Fellow,  a  Blab  of  his  Tongue,  and  I  will  make 
him  eat  thefe  Fingers  Ends. 

Sir  Gre^.  Why,  here's  no  Body  fays  fo,  Pompey. 

Clown.  What  foe  ver  things  have  paft  between  the  Lady. 
And  the  other  Party,  whom  1-will  not  name 
At  this  time,   1  f^y  fhe  is  virtuous 
And  honeft,  and  I  will  maintain'r,  as  long  as 
I  can  maintain  myfelf  with  Bread  and  Water. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  I  know  no  Body  thinks  otherwiie. 

Clown.  Any  Man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing, 
I  will  make  him  think  on't  while  he  has  a  Thought  in  his 
Bofom  5  fhall  we  fay  that  Kindneffes  from  Ladies  are 
common  ?  Or  that  Favours  and  Proteftations  are  things 
of  no  Moment  betwixt  Parties  and  Parties  ?  1  fay  ftill,  what- 
Ibever  has  been  betwixt  the  Lady  and  the  Party,  which 
I  will  not  name,  that  Hie  is  hor.eft,  and  (hall  be  honeft, 
whcUfocver  fiie  does  by  Day  or  by  Night,  by  Light  or  by 
DarkricTs,  with  cut  and  long  Tail. 

Sir  Greg.    Why,   I  fiy  Ihe  is  honeft.     Clown.  Is  ftie 
honeft  ? 
In  what  Scnfe  do  ycu  fay  ilie's  honeft.  Knight  ? 

Sir  Greg.  If  I  could  not  find  in  my  Heart  to  throw 
my  Dagger  at  ihy  Head,  Hiks  and  all,  I'm  an  Afs,  and 
no  GenLlcman. 

Ciuizn.  Throw  your  Dagger  at  mc  !  Do  not  Knight,  I 

give 
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give  you  fair  Warning,  ^i\%  but  cafr  away  if  you  do,  for 
you  (hall  have  no  other  Words  of  mej  the  Lady  is  an  ho- 
neft  Lady,  whatfoever  Reports  may  go  of  Sports  and  Toys, 
and  Thoughts,  and  Words,  and  D^eds,  betwixt  her  and 
the  Party  which  I  will  not  name  \  this  f  give  you  to  un- 
derftand.  That  another  Man  may  have  as  good  an  Eye,  as 
amorous  a  Nofe,  as  fair  a  ftampt  Beard,  and  be  as  proper 
a  Man  as  a  Knight,  (I  name  no  Parties)  a  Servingman  may 
be  as  good  as  a  Sir,  a  Pompey  as  a  Gregory,  a  Doodle  as  a 
Fop  ;  fo  Servingman  Pompey  Doodle  may  be  rcfpeded 
as  well  with  Ladies,  (though  1  name  no  Parties)  as 
Sir  Gregory  Fop  ;  fo  farewel.  \^Exit, 

Sir  Greg.  It  the  Fellow  be  not  out  of  his  Wits,  then 
will  I  never  have  any  more  Wit  while  I  live;  either  the 
Sight  of  the  Lady  has  *  gafter'd  him,  or  clL^  he's  drunk  ;  or 
clfe  he  walks  in  his  Sleep,  orelfe  lie's  a  Fool,  or  a  Knave,  or 
both,  one  of  the  three  I'm  fure  'tis;  yet  now  I  think 
on't  Ihe  has  not  us'd  me  fo  kindly  as  her  Uncle  promis'd 
me  fhe  fhould  ;  but  that's  all  one,  he  fays  I  Ihall  have  her, 
and  I  dare  take  his  Word  for  the  beft  Horle  I  have,  and 
that's  a  weightier  thing  than  any  Lady,  I'm  fure  on't. 

lExit. 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous  (as  a  Man)  Witty-pate,  Sir  Rui- 
nous, Prifcian,  and  Mnjler  Credulous,  binding  and,  roh- 
hing  her,  and  in  Scarfs.  Credulous  ^//^j  the  Bag. 

L,  Ruin.  Nay,  lam  your  own,  'tis  in  your  Pleafure  how 
You  will  deal  with  me ;  yet  I  would  intreat. 
You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough, 
Worfe  than  it  need  be,  by  a  fecond  111, 
When  it  can  render  you  no  fecond  Profit ; 
If  it  be  Coin  you  feck,  you  have  your  Prey, 
All  my  whole  Store  I  vow,  (and  it  weighs  a  hundred,) 
My  Life,  or  any  Hurt  you  give  my  Body, 
Cannot  inrich  you  more. 

IVitty.  You  may  purfue. 

L.  Ruin.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  never  will. 

JVitty.  Only  we'll  bind  you  to  quiet  Behaviour 

•  Gafe■rJ,^  i.   e.  frighted. 

S  3  'Till 
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•Till  you  call  out  for  Bail,  and  on  th'other 

Side  of  the  Hedge  leave  you  •,  but  keep  the  Peace 

'Till  we  be  qui  of  hearing,  for  by  that 

"We  Ihall  be  out  of  Danger  j  if  we  come  back. 

We  come  with  a  Mifchief. 

L.  Ruin.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Prif.  Come,  we'll  bellow  you  then. 

\_Exeunt  Ruin.  Prif.  and  Lady, 

Witly.   Why  law  you,  Sir,  is  not  this  a  fwifter  Revenue 
than,    Sic  probos,  ergos  ^  igitun  can  bring  in  ?    Why  is 
not  this  one  of  your  byllogilms  in  Barbara  ?    Omne  utile/ 
eft  honeftunty  &c. 

Cred.  Well,  Sir,  a  little  more  of  this  Acquaintance 
Will  make  me  know  you  fully  ;  I  proteft  / 

You  have  (at  firft  fightj  made  me  confcious 
Of  fuch  a  Deed  my  Dreams  ne'er  prompted,  yet 
1  could  almoft  have  v/ifh'd  rather  ye'ad  (31)  rob'd 
Me  of  my  Cloak,  ( for  my  Purfe,  *tis  a  Scholar's) 
Tharj  to  have  made  me  a  Robber. 
I  had  rather  have  anfwer'd  three  difficult  Queftions, 
Than  this  one,  as  eafy  as  yet  it  feems.    Pi^'ttty,  Tulh,  yoq 
Shall  never  come  to  farther  anfwer  for't  ; 
Can  you  confefs  your  old  penurious  Uncle, 
In  his  full  Face  of  Love,  to  be  fo  ftridt 
A  Niggard  to  your  Commons,  that  you're  fain 
To  fize  your  Belly  out  with  Shoulder  Fees, 
With  Kidnies,  Rumps,  and  Cues  of  fingle  Beer, 

(3  0  ■        '  '   roh'd  me 

Of  my  Cloak,  (or  7ny  Purfe,  'tis  a  Scholar's)  ]  The  Meaning 
of  Mr.  Credulous  htrCy  according  co  the  prefent  Reading,  is,  "  I  with 
*'  you  had  rob'd  me  of  my  Cloke,  which  is  fomething,  or  of  iny  Purfe, 
*■  for  'tis  a  Scholar's,  and  fo  has  nothing  in  it  i  that  is,  1  wifll 
*'  you  had  rob'd  me  oi  fomething  or  nothing."  A  pretty  Speech  this 
for  a  Cambridge  Scholar  of  nine  Years  ftanding  !  But  our  Authors 
knew  better  than  to  make  this  Cantab,  though  not  one  of  the 
brigh.elt  Wics,  yet  not  the  greatelt  of  Fools  to  talk  fo.  The  Reader 
by  this  time  fees  where  the  f'ault  is,  and  no  douDt  would  wifh  to  read 
with  Mr.  Se'wardzxid.  myfel^ 

■  for  my  Purfe, 

And  this  is  confirmed  by  the  Copy  of  1647. 

An4 
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(32)  And  yet  make  Day?ny  to  feed  more  daintily, 
Ac  this  eafier  Rate  ?  Fie,  IMafter  Credulous^ 

I  blufh  for  you. 

Cred.  Tiiis  is  a  Truth  undeniable. 

JVitty.  Why  go  to  then,  I  hope  I  know  your  Uncle, 
How  does  he  ufe  his  Son,  nearer  than  you  ? 

Cred.  Faith,  like  his  Jade,  upon  the  bare  Commons, 
Turn*d  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it  ; 

(33)  He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  Ihar'd  in  fuch 
A  f  urchafc,  and  thank'd  his  good  Fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Prifcian. 

But  mum,  no  more •  is  all  fife.  Bullies  ? 

Ruin.  Secure  •,  the  Gentleman  thinks  him  moil  happy 
in  his  Lofs, 
With's  Life  and  Limbs  fafe,  and  redoubles 
His  firft  Vow,  as  he  is  a  Gentleman, 
Never  to  purfue  us. 

fVitty.  Well,  away  then. 
Difperfe,  you  with  Mifter  Credulous,   who  ftill 
Shall  bear  the  Purchafe,  Prifcian  and  I 
Will  take  fome  other  Courfe  :  You  know  our  Meeting 
At  the  Three  Cups  in  St.  Giles^  with  this  Prolific 
(For  'tis  a  Law  with  us)  that  nought  be  open*d 

(3;)   And  yet  make  Vi'iyvAy  to  feed  7nore  daintily, 

At  this  enfier  Rate  P]  This  Place  is  not  Senfe,  tho'  it  is  notHffTcult 
to  iee  what  tj.e  Poet  means  :  •*  You  confefs  you  have  been  almolk 
*'  ftarved  at  College  upon  the  fcanty  Allowance  of  your  Uncle  Sec. 
"  and  can  you,  now  you  are  fliewn  a  way  of  feeding  daintily  at  the 
"  eafy  Rate  of  Robbing,  demur,  make  any  Scruple  of  pradifing  the 
"  fame."  But  tho'  the  ienie  is  fo  plain,  yet  the  Corruption  is  not 
cafy  to  be  remedied,  'A  hat  has  occurred  to  me  upon  this  Occafion  is. 
And  yet  not  make  Da  mihi  to  feed  Sec, 

'  ^r 

Aid  yet  net  make  Lay  by   to  &c. 

Bit  neither  of  them,  I  own,  are  fatisfaftory.  Perhaps  the  Reader, 
while  he  is  penifing  this  No'.e,  may  be  fo  happy  as  to  hit  upon  the 
irae  Leclion,  which  after  all  my  Study  I  have  not  been  able  to  come  at. 

(33)    He  ivould ha've  been  glad ]     Thefe  two  Lines  are  vry 

psooarJy  ll'ittft,  as  wtU  as  the  third,  to  which  they  arc  an  handfome 
]n;rcdu(f>ion. 

V'Ut  »ium,  no  morff   is  all  ffe  ,  Bullies? 

S  4  'Till 
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'Till  all  be  prefent ;  the  Lofer  fays  a  hundred. 
And  it  can  weigh  no  Icfs. 

Ruin.  Come,  Sir,  we'll  be  your  Guide.     Cred,  My 
Honefty, 
Which  until  now  was  never  forfeited, 
All  fhall  beclofe'tillour  Meeting.  [Exeunt  Cred.  and  Ruin, 

H-^iKy.  Tufh,  I  believe  it,  and  then  all  Ihall  out  •, 
Where  is  the  Thief  that's  robb'd  ? 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

L.  Ruin.  Here,  Mafter  Oldcraft, 
(34^  All  follows  now.    PFitty.  '  Twas  neatly  done.  Wench, 

now 
To  turn  that  Bag  of  Counterfeits  to  current 
Pieces,  &  a^um  eft.  L.  Ruin.  You  are  the  Chymifl, 
We'll  blow  the  Fire  ftill,  if  you  can  mingle 
Th'  Ingredients.     JVitty.  (2^)  I  will  not  mifs  a  Caufe,     '^ 
A  Quantity,  a  Dram  ; 

You  know  the  Place.    Prif.  Pve  told  her  that,  Sir.    Witty, ~ 
Good,  r 

Turn  Ruinous  to  be  a  Conftable, 
I'm  f u  c-  we  want  not  Beards  of  all  forts,  from  the 
W^orfliipful  Magiflrate  to  the  under  Watchman; 
Becaufe  we  muft  have  no  Danger  of  Life, 
But  a  cleanly  Cheat,  attach  you  Credulous^ 
The  Caufe  is  plain,  the  Theft  being  found  about  him ; 
Then  tali  I  in  in  his  own  Coufin's  Shape 
By  meer  Accident,  where  finding  him  diftrefl, 

(34)    — all follo'ws  tto'w.']     I  once  thought  the  Poets  might 

have  wrote,  Flail  Felloix-s,  but  allfolloivs  I  believe  is  the  true  Reading, 
and  means,  that  the  whole  Scheme  for  choufmg  of  Sir  Otdcraft,  by 
means  of  impeaching  hi  Nephew  tor  the  Robbery,  would  fucceed  well^ 

(3^)  I  •■will  not  mifs  a  Caufe,  a  Quantity,  a  Dram;]  Chymical 
Terms  are  neceffary  here^  Caufe  therefore  feems  a  Corruption,  and 
i^atitiiy  makes  no  proper  Climax  ;  one  might  eafily  form  a  proper 
Climax  with  a  Scmple,  Dram  or  Grain,  ha:  the  Laws  or  Criticifm 
allow  no  fuch  Deviation  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters ;  the  only  pro- 
bable Conjefture  that  I  can  form  u, 

• —  a  Cart,  a  ^int,  a  Dram  ; 

i.  c,  a  fourth  or  fifth  Part,  or  even  a  Dram.  I  fpell  Cart  rather  than 
Shmrt,  bccaufe  our  Engli/Jj  Writers  fo  Ipcll  it  in  other  Inftances,  as  a 
Cardecti  inftead  of  ^art  (Tecu,  Mr.  Sevjard. 
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I  with  fome  DifBcuky  mull  fetch  him  off. 
With  Promife  that  his  Ui.cle  fhall  (hut  up  all 
With  double  Reltitution  :   Mailer  Conftable 
Ruvwus  his  Mouth  Hiall  be  (lopt ; 
You  Miftrefs  Rob-thief,  fhall  have  your  Share  of 
What  we  can  gull  my  Father  of;  is*t  plain  enough 

L.  Ruin.  As  plain  a  Cozenage  as  can  be,  faith. 

JVitty.  Father,  1  come  again,  and  again,  when  this  is 
Paft  too.  Father,  one  will  bi-get  another ; 
I'd  be  loath  to  leave  your  Poftcrity  barren  ; 
You  were  bed  come  to  Compofition,  Father, 
Two  hundred  Pieces  yearly  allow  me  yer. 
It  will  be  the  cheaper.  Father,  than  my  Wit, 
For  I  will  cheat,  dear  Father,  none  but  you.      [Exeunt, 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Old  K.'X  T  7  HY  now  you  take  the  Courfe,  Sir  Gregory  Fop : 

W     I  could  enforce  her,  and  I  lift  ;  but  Love 
That's  gently  won,  is  a  Man*s  own  for  ever. 
Have  you  prepar'd  good  Mufick  ? 

Sir  Greg.  As  fine  a  Noife,  Uncle,  as  Heart  can  wifli. 

Old  K.  Why  that*s  done  like  a  Suitor. 
They  muft  be  woo'd  a  hundred  feveral  Ways, 
Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a  Woman ; 
'Tis  an  odd  Creature,  full  of  Creeks  and  Windings, 
The  Serpent  has  not  more  j  for  fh'as  all  his, 
And  then  her  own  befide  came  in  by  her  Mother. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fearful  Portion  for  a  Man  to  venture  on. 

Old  K.  But  the  Way  found  once  by  the  Wits  of  Men, 
There  is  no  Creature  lies  fp  tame  again. 

Sir  Greg.  I  promife  you,  not  a  Houfe- Rabbit,  Sir. 

Old  K.  No  Sucker  on  'em  all. 

Sir  Greg.  What  a  Thing's  that  ? 
They're  pretty  Fools  I  warrant,  when  they're  tame. 
As  a  Man  can  lay  his  Lips  to. 

Old  K.  How  were  you  bred,  Sir^ 

Did 
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Did  you  never  make  a  Fool  of  a  Tenant's  Daughter  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Never  i'faith,  they  ha'  made  fome  Fools  for  me, 
And  brought  *em  many  a  time  under  their  Aprons. 

Old  /T.They  could  not  (hew  you  th'  way  plainlier,  I  think, 
To  make  a  Fool  again. 

Sir  Greg.  There's  Fools  enough,  Sir^ 
'Lefs  they  were  wifer. 

Old  K.  This  is  wondrous  rare. 
Come  you  to  London  with  a  Maiden-head,  Knight  ? 
A  Gentleman  of  your  Rank  ride  with  a  Cloak-bag  ? 
Never  an  Hoftefs  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with  ? 
Nor  Tapfter's  Sifter  ?  Nor  Head-Oftler's  Wife? 
,What,  no  Body  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Well  mock'd,  old  Wit-monger, 
I  keep  it  for  your  Neice. 

Old  K.  Do  not  fay  fo  for  fliame,  (he'll  laugh  at  thee  5 
A  Wife  ne'er  looks  for't,  'tis  a  Batchclor's  Penny, 
He  may  give't  to  a  Beggar-wench,  i'th'  Progrefs  time, 
And  ne'er  be  call'd  to  account  for't.  \^ExU, 

Sir  Greg.  Would  I  had  known  fo  much, 
I  could  ha'  (topt  a  Beggar's  Mouth  by  th'  VVay 

Enter  Page  and  Fidler^s  Boy. 

That  rail'd  upon  me,  'caufe  I'd  give  her  nothing 
What,  are  they  come  ? 

Page.  And  plac'd  diredly.    Sir, 
Under  her  Window. 

Sir  Greg.  What  may  I  call  you,  Gentleman  ? 

Boy.   A  poor  Servant  to  the  Viol,  I'm  the  Voice,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  In  good  Time,  Mafter  Foice. 

Boy.  Indeed  good  Time  does  get  the  Maftery. 

Sir  Greg.  What  Countryman,  Mafter  Voice  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  born  at  Ely.,  we  all  fet  up  in  Ela^ 
But  our  Houfe  commonly  breaks  in  Rutland fljire. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fhrewd  Place  by  my  Faith,  it  may  well  break 
Your  Voice,  it  breaks  many  a  Man's  Back  j  come, 
§et  to  your  Bufinefs. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

Fain  mould  1  wake  ycu^  Sweety  but  fear 
I  Jhould  invite  you  to  worfe  Cheer  j 
In  your  Dreams  you  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  Mufick  ;  no  compare ; 
'None  of  your  Slumbers  are  compiled 
Under  the  Pleafure  makes  a  Child  ; 
Tour  Day-delights^  fo  well  company 
*Xhat  what  you  think^  turns  all  to  A5i  : 

I'd  wifh  my  Life  no  better  Play, 

Tour  Dream  by  Night,  your  Ihought  by  Day. 

Wake  gently,  wake. 

Part  joftly  from  your  Dreams ; 
The  Morning  flies 
To  your  fair  Eyes^ 

To  take  her  fpecial  Beams. 

Sir  Greg.  I  hear  her  up  ;  here  Matter  ^oice. 
Pay  you  the  Inftruments,  fave  what  you  can. 

Enter  Neice  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you're  crackt.  \^Exit  Boy, 

Neice.  Who  fhould  this  be, 
That  I'm  fo  much  beholding  to,  for  Sweetnefs  ? 
Pray  Heav'n  it  happens  right. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  morrow,   Miftrefs. 

Neice.   An  ill  Day  and  a  thoufand  come  upon  thee. 

Sir  Greg.  'Light,  that's  fix  hundred  more  than  any  Al- 
manack has. 

Neice.  Comes  it  from  thee .''  it  is  the  mangicft  Mufick 
That  ever  Woman  heard. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  fay  not  fo.  Lady, 
There's  not  an  itch  about  'cm. 

Neice.  I  could  curfe 
My  attentive  Powers,  for  giving  entrance  to't ; 
There  is  no  Boldnefs  like  the  Impudence 
That's  lockt  in  a  Fool's  Blood  ■,  how  durft  you  do  this  .* 
Jn  Confcience  I  abus'd  you  as  fufficiently 
As  Woman  could  a  Man  j  infatiate  Coxcomb, 
The  Mocks  and  fpiteful  Language  I  have  given  thee. 

Would 
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Would  0'  my  Life  ha'  ferv'd  ten  reafonable  Men, 

And  rife  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their  Friends. 

Thou  Glutton  at  Abufes,  never  fatistied  ? 

I  am  perfwaded  thou  devour'ft  more  Flouts 

Than  all  thy  Body's  worth,  and  (till  a  hungred ! 

A  mifchief  of  that  Maw,  prithee  feek  elfcwhere, 

In  troth  I'm  weary  of  abufing  thee  ; 

Get  thee  a  frelh  Miftrefs,  thou'dfl  make  work  enough; 

I  do  not  think  there's  Scorn  enough  in  Town 

To  ferve  thy  turn,  take  the  Court-Ladies  in. 

And  all  their  Women  to  'em,  that  exceed  'em. 

S\r  Greg.  Is  this  in  earned,  Lady  ? 

Neice.  Oh  unfatiable  I 
Doft  thou  count  all  this  but  an  Earneft  yet  ? 
I'd  thought  I'd  paid  thee  all  the  whole  Sum  ;  trull  me, 
Thou'lt  beggar  my  Dcrifion  utterly, 
If  thou  ftay'lt  longer,  I  fliall  want  a  Laugh  : 
If  I  knew  where  to  borrow  a  Contempt  [then  : 

Would  hold  thee  tack,  (lay  and  be  hang'd,  thou  fhouldft 
But  thou' ft  no  Confcience  now  t'extort  Hate  from  me, 
When  one  has  fpent  all  (he  can  make  upon  thee ; 
Mull  I  begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again. 
After  I've  rid  thee  twice  ?  faith  'tis  unreafonable. 

Sir  Greg.  Say  you  fo  ?  I'll  know  that  prefently.  [^Exif, 

Neice.  Now  he  runs 
To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  mufty  Bargain, 
But  I  have  better  Ware  alv/ays  at  hand. 
And  lay  by  this.ilill,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Ctin.  I  met  the  Mufick  now,  yet  cannot  learn 
What  Entertainment  he  receiv'd  from  her.  [I  fee. 

{2^)  Neice.  There's  fome  Body  fet  already,  I  mull  to't, 

(36)  there's  fame  Body  fet  already, ]     But,    E7tter  Cunningham 

contradifts  that,  unlets  injalking  and  fitting  be  the  fame.  The  Line 
or  two  above  points  us  out  a  Reading,  which  'tis  probable  is  the 
true  one  ; 

Neice.  Nonjo  he  runs 

To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  SiC. 
Upon  which,  feeing  fomebody  coming  in,  and  not  knowing  who  it 
was,  (he  kys,     Theri s  fomebody  (either  ny  Uncle  or  another)   fet  or 
fetch'd  already. 

Well, 
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Well,  well,  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  Ha,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Neice.  \Vhere-e*cr  you  come,  you  may  well  boaft  your 
Conqueft. 

Cun.  She's  loft  i'faith  ;  enough !  has  Fortune  then 
Remembred  her  great  Boy  ?  flie  feldom  fails  *em. 

Neice.  H'was  th'  unlikelieft  Man  at  firft  methought. 
To  have  my  Love,  we  never  met  but  wrangled. 

Cun.  A  pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  I  ftill, 
I  never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where-e*er't  came  > 
It  never  comes  but  like  a  Storm  of  Hail, 
'Tis  fure  to  bring  fine  Weather  at  the  Tail  on't  r 
There's  not  one  Match  'mongft  twenty  made  without  it. 
It  fights  i'th'  Tongue,  but'sfureto  agree  i'th'  Haunches. 

Neice.  That  Man  that  fhould  ha'  told  me  when  Time  was, 
I  fhould  ha'  had  him,  had  been  laugh'd  at  plteoufly. 
But  fee  how  things  will  change  I 

Cun.  Here's  a  Heart  feels  it—  Oh  the  deceitful  Pro- 
mi  fes  of  Love  I 
What  truft  fliould  Man  put  in  the  Lip  of  a  Woman  ? 
She  kifs'd  me  with  that  ftrength,  as  if  (h'ad  meant 
To  ha'  fet  the  fair  Print  of  her  Soul  upon  me. 

Neice.  I  would  ha*  fworn  'twould  ne'er  ha'  beer^  a  Match 
once. 

Cun.  I'll  hear  no  more,  I'm  mad  to  hear  fo  much. 
Why  fliould  I  aim  my  Thoughts  at  better  Fortunes 
Than  younger  Brothers  have  ?  that's  a  Maid  with  nothing. 
Or  fomeold  Soap-boiler's  Widow,  without  Teeth, 
There  waits  my  Fortune  for  me  j  leek  no  farther. 

[^Exii  Cun. 

En!er  Old  Knight,  a^id  Sir  Gregory. 

Old  K.  You  tell  me  things.  Sir  Gregory,  that  can't  be. 
She  will  nor,  nor  flie  dare  not. 

Sir  Greg.  Would  I  were  whipt  then. 

Neice.  I'll  make  as  little  fhew  of  Love,  Sir  Gregory,' 
As  ever  Woman  did  ;  you  fliall  not  know 
You  have  my  Heart,  a  good  while. 

Old  K.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Neice.  Man  will  infult  fo  foon,  'tis  his  Condition, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can-     — 
I've  much  ado  I  fwear  ;  and  Love  I'th'  End 
WiJl  have  his  Courfe,  Jet  Maids  do  what  they  can. 
They  are  but  frail  things  *ciJJ  they  end  in  Man. 

Old  K.  What  fay  you  ro  this,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  This  is  lomewhat  handfome. 

Neice.  And  by  that  little  Wrangling  that  I  feign'd. 
Now  I  fhall  try  how  conftant  his  Love  is, 
Although't  went  fore  againil  my  Heart  to  chide  him. 

Sir  Greg.   Alas  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Old  K.  Now  you're  fure  of  Truth, 
You  hear  her  own  Thoughts  fpeak. 

Sir  Greg.  They  fpeak  indeed. 

Old  K.  Go,  you're  a  brainlefs  Coax,  a  Toy,  z  Fop, 
1*11  go  no  farther  than  your  Name,  Sii:  Gregory^ 
I'll  right  myfeJf  there  ;  were  you  from  this  Place, 
You  ihould  perceive  I'm  heartily  angry  with  you  j 
Offer  to  fow  ttrife  'twixt  my  Neice  and  1  ? 
Good  morrow,  Neice,  good  morrow. 

Neice.  Many  fair  ones  to  you.  Sir. 

0!d  K,  Go,  you're  a  Coxcomb.    How  doft  Neice,  this 
Morning  ? 
An  idle  (hallow  Fool :  Slep'dfl:  thou  well.  Girl .? 
Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  Lordlhip?, 
For  Honefty  has  left  thee  Jittle  Manners. 

Sir  Greg.  How  am  I  bang'd  o'  both  fides  ?  0/i^.  Abufe 
kindnefs  ? 
Will't  take  the  Air  to  day,  Neice  ?     Neice.  When  you 

pleafe,  Sir. 
There  (lands  the  Heir  behind  you  I  muft  take, 
(Which  I'd  as  lieve  take  as  take  him,  I  fwear.) 

Old  K.  La*  you  ;  do  you  hear't  continued  to  your  Teeth 
now  ? 
A  pox  of  all  fuch  Gregones  ;  what  a  hand 
Have  I  with  you  ?  \_Neice  lets  fall  her  Scarf 

Sir  Gieg.  No  more  i'fcck,  I  ha'  done.  Sir  : 
Lady,  your  Scarf's  fall'n  down. 

Netce.   *Tis  but  your  luck.  Sir, 
And  does  prefage  the  Miltrefs  mud  fall  ihortly  5 
You  may  wear  it,  and  you  p!e.ife,  "~ 

Oli  K. 
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Old  K.  There's  a  Trick  for  you. 
You're  parloufly  belov*d,  you  fliould  complain. 

Sir  Qreg.  Yes,  when  I  complain.  Sir, 
Then  do  your  worft,  there  I'll  deceive  you,  Sir. 

Old  K.  You  are  a  Dolt,  and  fo  I  leave  you.  Sir.    \^Exir, 
Sir  Greg.  Ah  Sirrah,  Mift/efs  were  you  caught,  i'faith? 
We  overheard  you  all  i  /  mnjl  not  know 
I  have  your  Heart.,  take  heed  o'  that,  I  pray, 
I  knew  fome  Scarf  would  come. 

Neicc.  He*s  quite  gone  fure : 
Ah  you  bafe  Coxcomb,  couldft  thou  come  again  ? 
And  fo  abus*d  as  thou  waft  ? 
^/>  Greg.  How  ? 
Neice.  Twould  ha*  kill'd 
A  fenfible  Man,  he  would  ha'  gone  t'  his  Chamber 
And  broke  his  Heart,  by  this  time. 
Sir  Greg.  Thank  you  heartily. 
Neice.  Or  fixt  a  naked  Rapier  in  a  Wall, 
Like  him  that  earn'd  his  Knighthood  e'er  he  had  it. 
And  then  refus'd,  upon't  ran  up  to  th'  Hilts. 

Sir  Greg.  Y'es,  let  him  run  for  me,  I  was  never  brought 
up  to't, 
I  never  profefs'd  running  i'  my  Life.  [Vermin, 

Neice.    What  art  thou  made  on  ?    thou  tough  villainous 
Will  nothing  deftroy  thee? 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  yes,  afTure  yourfelf 
Unkind  Words  may  do  much. 

Neice.  Why,  doft  thou  want  'em  ? 
I've  e'en  confum'd  my  Spleen  to  help  thee  to  'em  : 
Tell  me  what  fort  of  Words  they  be  would  fpeed  thee, 
I'll  kt  what  I  can  do  yet. 

Sir  Greg,  I'm  much  {Q,y)  beholding  to  you, 

(37)  behi  Iding  to  you,'\  Mr.  Seivard  propofes  readirg,  for  the 
fake  of  Scrife  as  well  as  Meafuie,  beholden  :  I  have  rot  ventured  to 
alter  the  Text  in  this  Place,  tho'  I  acknowledge  f  have  done  it  in  fcve- 
ral  before  It  was  poflibly  th.e  manner  of  fpeaking  ac  that  Time,  as 
in  Air 5  ".veil,   Att  I.   Helena  fiys  to  Bertram, 

'Cwas  pretty,  tlu   a  Plague, 

To  fee  him  fjry  Hour,   to  Jit  and  draiu 
His  arched  Hro'ixj),  his  hawking  Eye,  his  Curls,  &c. 
Or  might  n  not  be  in  liiiuation  of  the  belt  Writers  of  Antiquity,  who 
fometimcs  ulc  ailivc  Participles  in  a  paffivc  Senfe, 

You're 
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You're  willing  to  beftow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

J^leice.  I  fhould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  thee." 
Sir  Greg.  I  wonder  you*d  not  offer  to  deftroy  me. 

All  th'  while  your  Uncle  was  here.    Neice.  Why  there  thou 

Betray*fl:  thy  Houfe;  we  of  the  Old-Crafts  were 

Born  to  more  W  it  than  {o.  • 

Sir  Greg.  I  wear  your  Favour  here. 

Neice.  Would  it  might  rot  thy  Arm  off:  Ifthouknewft 

"With  what  contempt  thou  haft  it,  what  Heart's  bitternefs. 

How  many  cunning  Curfes  came  along  with't, 

Thou*dft  quake  to  handle  it. 

Sir  Greg.  A  pox,  take*t  again  then  ; 

"WhoM  be  thus  plagu'd  of  all  Hands  ? 
Neice.  No,  wear't  ftill. 

But  long  I  hope  thou  (halt  not ;  'tis  but  caft 

Upon  tliee  purpofely  to  ferve  another 

That  has  more 

Right  to't ;  as  in  fome  Countries  they  convey 

Their  Treafure  upon  Affes  to  their  Friends  i 
If  mine  be  but  fo  wife,  and  apprehenfive. 

As  my  Opinion  gives  him  to  my  Heart, 

It  ftays  not  long  on  thy  defertlels  Arm  i 

I'll  make  thee,  e'er  I  ha'  done,  not  dare  to  wear 

Any  thing  of  mine,  although  I  give't  thee  freely  ; 

Kifs  it  you  may,  and  make  what  fhew  you  can. 

But  fure  you  carry't  to  a  worthier  Man, 

And  fo  good  morrow  to  you.  [Exit, 

Sir  Greg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  -, 
I  han't  the  Spirit  now  to  dafh  my  Brains  out,  *" 
Nor  the  Audacity  to  kill  myfelf. 
But  I  could  cry  my  Heart  out  j  that's  as  good. 
For  fo't  be  out,  no  matter  which  way't  comes. 
If  I  can  die  with  a  Fillip,  or  depart 
At  Hot-cockles,  what  is  that  to  any  Man  ? 
If  there  be  fo  much  Death,  that  ferves  my  turn,  there. 
Every  one  knows  the  State  of  his  own  Body  j 
No  Carrion  kills  a  Kite,  but  then  again 
There's  Cheefe  will  choak  a  Daw ;  time  1  were  dead  i'faith, 
li^  I  knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 
I  am  a  Maiden- Knight,  and  cannot  look 

Upon 
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Upon  a  naked  Weapon  with  any  Modefty, 
Elfe  'twould  go  hard  with  me ;  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  Knight  again, 
Were  to  be  more  abus*d  ; 
Perhaps  he'd  beat  me  well,  but  ne*er  believe  me. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

And  few  Men  die  o'  beating,  that  were  loft  too : 
Oh,  here's  my  Friend,  I'll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Cun.  I  cannot  (38)  tear  her  Memory  from  my  Hearty 
That  treads  mine  down  5  was  ever  Man  fo  fool'd 
That  profefs'd  Wit? 

Sir  Greg.  O  Cunningham ! 

Cun.  Sir  Gregory, 
The  Choice,  the  Vidlor,  the  Town's  happy  Man? 

Sir  Greg.  'Snigs,  What  deft  mean  ?  come  I  to  thee  for 
Comfort, 
And  dofl:  abufe  me  too  ?    Cun.  Abufe  you  ?  How,  Sir  ? 
With  juftifying  your  Fortune,  and  your  Joys  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  hold  your  Hand,  Sir,  I've  been  bob'd 
enough  5 
You  come  with  a  new  way  now,  ftrike  me  merrily  5 
But  when 

A  Man's  fore  beaten  o'  both  fides  already. 
Then  the  leaft  tap  in  Jeft  goes  to  the  Gucs  on  him. 
Wilt  ha*  the  Truth  ?  I'm  made  the  rankeft  Afs 
That  e'er  was  born  to  Lordfhips. 

Cun.  What?  no.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  I -had  not  thought  my  Body  could  a  yielded 
All  thofe  foul  fcurvy  Names  that  fhe  has  cali'd  me, 
1  wonder  whence  fhe  fetch'd  *em. 

Cun.  Is  this  credible  ?  [Uncle  i 

Sir  Greg,  (^g)  She  pin'd  this  Scarf  upon  me  'fore  her 

(38)  tear  her  Memory  from  my  Hearty 

That  treads  mine  down ]  Probably,  That  tears  mine  out. 

(39)  She  pin'd  this  Scarf  upon  me ]  This  is  a  manifell  Untruth, 

for  fhe  never  was  out  of  her  Chamber  from  the  time  of  Sir  Gregory''s 
ferenading  her,  to  the  dropping  of  her  Scarf.  What  fhould  hinder  us 
then  from  reading,  to  falve  the  Veracity  of  the  Knight, 

She  palm'd  this  Sca'f  upon  me        ■ 

Vol.  IX.  T  But 
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Bur  his  Back  turnM,  the  curs*d  me  lo  for  wearing  on% 

Thr  vci)  Brawn  of  mine  Arm  has  ak'd  e'er  fince  5 

Y.  L  in  a  manner  forc'd  nae  to  weii  'c  ftil), 

Bat  hop*d  I  ftiould  not  long  \  it  good  Luck  ferve 

I  fhould  meet  one  tl.at  ha:,  mere  Wit  and  Worth 

Should  take  it  from  me,  't.v  .s  but  lent  to  me. 

And  fcnt  to  him  fo''  a  i  gkcn. 

Cun    I  conceit   r,   I  kuow  the  Man 
That  lies  in  w      t    '■■  \  part  witn't  by  all  means. 
In  any  cafe,  you  arc  way-laid  about  it. 
Sir  Greg,  How  Sir,   Aay-iaid  ? 
Cuh.  Pox  of  a  Scarf,   fay  I, 
I  prize  my  Friend's  Lii'e  bove  a  Million  of  *em  ; 
You  (hall  bt  rui*d.  Sir,  T  know  more  than  you. 

Sir  Greg,  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on't, 
'Las,  'tis  not  for  my  wearing,  fo  fhe  told  me. 

Cun,  No,  no,  give  me't,the  Knave  fhall  mifs  his  purpofe. 
And  you  fhali  live. 

Sir  Greg    I  would  as  long  as  I  could,  Sir. 
Cun   No  more  Replies,  you  fhall.  Vl\  prevent  this, 
Pompey  fliall  march  without  it. 

Sir  Greg.  What,   is't  he  ? 
My  Man  that  was? 

Cun.  Call  him  your  deadly  Enemy ; 
You  give  him  too  fair  a  Name,  you  deal  too  nobly, 
He  bears  a  bloody  Mind,  a  cruel  Foe,  Sir  5 
I  care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Sir  Greg.  Bur,  do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 
Can  it  with  Realon  found  fhe  fhould  affedl.him  ? 

Cun.  Do  you  talk  of  Reafon  ?   I  ne'er  thought  t'  have 
heard 
Such  a  Word  come  from  you,  Reafon  in  Love  ? 
Would  you  give  that  no  Doftor  could  e'er  give  ^ 
Has  not  a  Deputy  married  his  Cook-maid  ? 
An  Alderman's  Widow,  one  that  was  her  Turn- broach  ? 
Nay,  has  not  a  great  Lady  brought  her  Stable 
Into  her  Chamber  :  Lay  with  her  Horfc-keeper .? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  ever  Love  play  fuch  Jades  tricks,  Sir  ? 
Cun.  Oh  thoufands,  thoufands ; 
Beware  a  flurdy  Clown  e*cr  while  you  live,  Sir  -, 

There's 


J 


Wit  at  fever al  Weapons.         291 

There's  like  a  Hufwifry  in  moft  Shires  about  us ; 
You  fliall  ha'  Farmers  Widows  wed  thin  Gentlemen 
Much  like  yourfeJf,  but  put  *em  to  no  ftrefs : 
"What  Work  can  they  do,  with  fmall  Trap-ftick  Legs? 
They  keep  Clowns  to  ftop  Gaps  and  drive  in  Pegs, 
A  Drudgery  fit  for  Hinds ;  e'en  back  again,  Sir, 
You're  fafeft  ai  returning. 

Sir  Greg.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Cun.  But  how  came  this  Clown  to  be  call'd  Pompey  firft  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Pufh,  one  Goodman  C<£far,  a  Pump- maker, 
kerlcn'd  him  ; 
Pompey  he  writes  himfelf,  but  his  right  Name's  Pumpey^ 
And  ftunk  too  when  1  had  him.  now  he's  crank. 

Cun.   I'm  glad  1  know  fo  much  to  quell  his  Pride,  Sir, 
Walk  you  ft  ill  that  way  j  I'll  'nake  ufe  of  this 
To  refolve  all  my  Doubts,  and  place  this  Favour 
On  feme  new  MiftrtTs,  only  for  a  try. 
And  if  it  meet  my  Thoughts,  I'll  fwear  'tis  I.         [Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  Is  Panpey  grown  fo  malepert,  fo  frampel  ? 
The  only  cutter  about  Ladies  Honours  ? 

Enter  Old  Knight. 

And  his  Blade  foonefl:  out. 

Old  K.  Now,  what's  the  News,  Sir .? 

Sir  Greg.  I  dare  not  fay  but  good,  oh  excellent  good,  Sir. 

OldK.  I  hope  now  you're  refolv'dfhe  loves  you,  Knight. 

Sir  Greg.  Cuds  me,  what  elfe, Sir?  that's  not  to  do  now. 

Old  K.   You  would  not  think  how  defperately  you  an- 
ger'd  me, 
"When  you  bely'd  her  Goodnefs ;  oh  you  vexc  me 
Even  to  a  Palfey. 

Sir  Greg,  What  a  thing  was  that,  Sir. 

Enter  Neicc. 

Neice.  *Tis,  that  'tis ; 
As  I  have  hope  of  S  veecnefs,  the  Scarf's  gone ; 
Worthy  wife  Friend,   I  doat  upon  thy  Cunning, 
We  two  fhall  be  well  match'd,  our  fffue  Mab  furc 
Will  be  born  Counffllors  ;   is't  poffible  ? 
Thou  Ihalt  have  another  Token  out  oi  hand  for't  5 

T  2  Nay, 
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Nay,  fince  the  Way*s  found,  pity  thou  Ihouldft  want, 
i'fdith. 

0  my  belt  Joy  and  deareft. 
OldK.  Well  laid,  Ncice, 

So  violent  'fore  your  Uncle  ?  What  will  you  do 
In  fccrrt  then  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Marry,  call  me  Slave  and  Rafcal. 

iV'tjV(f    Your  Scarf •  the  Scarf  I  gave  you 

Old  K,  Mafs  that's  true,  Neicc, 

1  ne'er  thought  upon  that ;  the  Scarf  flie  gave  you — Sir, 
What,  Dumb  ?  No  Anfwer  from  you  ?  the  Scarf? 

Sir  Greg.  I  was  way -laid  about  it,  my  Life  threatened  ; 
Life's  Life,  Scarf's  but  a  Scarf,  and  fo  I  parted  from't. 

Neice.  Unfortunate;  Woman  !  My  firft  Favour  too  ? 

Old  K.  Will  you  be  ftill  an  Afs  ?  no  Reconcilement 
Twixt  you  and  Wit  ?  Are  you  fo  far  fall'n  out 
You'll  never  come  together  ?  I  tell  you  true, 
I'm  very  lowfily  afham'd  on  you. 
That's  the  worll  Shame  that  can  be. 
Thus  baiting  on  him,  now  his  Heart's  hook'd  in, 
rU  make  him,  e'er  I  ha'  done,  take  her  with  nothing. 
(40)  I  love  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits  as  life  -, 
Nay  leave,   fweet  Ncice,  'tis  but  a  Scarf,  Jet  it  go. 

i^eice    The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me,  Sir, 
It  is  the  manner,  the  manner 

Sir  Greg.  O  diflembling  Marmafet !  If  I  durft  fpeak. 
Or  could  but  be  believed  when  I  fpeak, 
What  a  Tale  could  I  tell,  to  make  his  Hair  (land 
Upright  now ! 

Neice.  Nay,  Sir,  at  your  Requeft  you  fhall  perceive. 
Uncle, 
With  what  renewing  Love  I  forgive  this  : 
Here's  a  fair  Diamond,  Sir,  I'll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Not  very  long,  you  know't  too, 

(4(?)  /  /o<ve  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits  alive  ;  ]  This  no  doubt 
was  thought  an  Improvement  upon  the  Reading  of  the  two  Folios, 
viz,  ——by  his  Wits  aHfe.  The  fmall  Addition  of  a  Letter  is  all  that 
is  required  to  make  the  Paffage  Senfe, 

f .  .■■..  that  lives  by  his  Wits  as  If/e. 

Like 
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Like  a  cunning  Witch  as  you  are. 

JSIeice.  Y'are  beft  let  him  ha*  that  too. 

Sir  Greg.  So  I  were,  I  think,  there  were  no  living  elfe, 
I  thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  Matter. 

Old  K,  Why  this  is  muficai  now,  and  fuefday  next 
Shall  tune  your  Inftruments,  that's  the  Day  fct. 

Neice.  A  Match,  good  Uncle. 

Old  K.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  very  well,  I*m  for  you. 

DJeice.  Whate'er  you  hear,  you  know  my  Mind. 

\_Exeunt  Old  Knight  <j;;^  Neice. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  a —  on't,  too  well :  If  I  do  not  wonder 
how  wc  two  fliall  come  together  I'm  a  Bear-  vVhelp.  He 
talks  of  Tuefday  next,  as  familiarJy  as  if  we  lov'd  one 
another  ;  but  *tis  as  unlikely  to  me,  as  *twas  feven  Year 
before  I  law  her  j  I  (hall  try  his  Cunning,  it  may  be  he 
has  a  Way  was  never  yet  thought  on,  anu  it  had  need  to 
be  fuch  a  one,  for  all  that  I  can  think  on  will  never  do't ; 
I  look  to  have  this  Diamond  taken  from  me  very  fpsedily, 
therefore  1*11  take  it  ofFo'  my  Finger,  for  if  it  be  feen,  I 
ftiall  be  way- laid  for  that  too.  \_Eicit. 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Witty-pate. 

Old  K.  /^\  H  Torture !  Torture !  Thou  carry'ft  a  Sting 

yj        i*thy  Tail; 
Thou  never  brought*ft  good  News  i'thy  Life  yet. 
And  that's  an  ill  Quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

fVitiy  Why,  you  receive  a  BlefTing  the  wrong  way, Sir. 
Call  you  not  this  good  News  to  lave  at  once.  Sir, 
Your  Credit  and  your  Kinfman's  f.ife  together  ? 
Would  it  not  vex  your  Peace,  and  gaul  your  Worth, 
T'have  one  of  your  Name  hang*d  ? 

Old  K.  Peace,  no  fuch  Words,  Boy. 

IVitty.  Be  thankful  for  the  BleflTing  of  Prevention  then. 

Old  K.  Let  me  fee, 

T  3  There 


294        ^^^  ^^  federal  Weapons . 

There  was  none  hang'd  out  of  our  Houfe  fince  Brute^^ 
I  ha'  fearch'd  both  Stow,  and  Hollingjhead. 

Witty.  O  Sir. 

Old  K.  (4O  I'H  fee  what  Polycbronicon  fays  anon  too.^ 

JVitty.  'Twas  a  miraculous  Fortune  that  I  heard  on*t. 

Old  K.  I  would  thoud*ft  never  heard  on't. 

Witty.  That's  true  too. 
So  it  had  ne'er  been  done  ;  to  fee  the  Luck  on't. 
He  was  ev'n  brought  to  Jufticc  AururrC^  Threfhold, 
There  had  flown  forth  a  Mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate ; 
And  note  the  Fortune  too.    SefTions  a  ^hurfday, 
(42)  Jury  cull'd  out  a  Friday,  Judgment  a  Saturday^ 
Dungeon  a  Sunday,  Tyburn  a  Monday, 
Mifery's  quotidian  Ague,  when't  begins  once, 
Every  Day  pulls  him,  'till  he  pull  his  laft. 

Old  K.  No  more,  I  fay,  'tis  an  ill  Theme ;  where  left 
you  him  ? 

Witty,  He's  in  the  Conftable's  Hands  below  i'th'Hall, 
Sir, 
Poor  Gentleman,  and  his  Accufer  with  him. 

OldK,  What's  he?  [too. 

Witty.  A  Judge's  Son  'tis  thought,  fo  much  the  worfe 
He'll  hang  his  Enemy,  and't  ihall  coft  him  nothing, 
That's  a  great  Privilege. 

OldK.  Within  there. 

(41)  r // fee  ivhat  Folychronicon /ays  a»o»  too.'}  By  Polychronicon 
he  means  one  HigJen  a  Monk  of  Chejlery  who  wrote  a  large  Volume 
of  Hiltory  under  that  Title.  Brady,  in  the  Catalogue  of  Writers 
from  whom  he  compiled  his  Hiftory  of  England,  gives  us  this  Account 
of  him  :  "  Ranalphus  Ceftrenjis  had  the  Reputation  of  an  induftrious 
"  and  diligent  Writer  by  our  Anceflors,  efpecially  Leland.  He  wrote 
*'  from  the  Beginning  of  Things,  and  brought  down  his  Hiftory 
"  {Latin)  to  the  End  of  ^a'toar*/ the  Third's  Reign  1377,  or  per- 
''  haps  only  to  the  Year  1344,  as  Mr.  Selden  Obferves."  As  the  Poly- 
(hronicin  is  a  Book  not  to  be  met  with  every  where,  I  will  give  my 
Reader  a  Specimen  of  our  Ranalphus' s  Indufiry  and  Diligence  from  the 
Tranflation  of  his  Latin  Work  by  one  de  Tre'vifa.  InBook  the  firft,  the' 
I  can't  name  the  Page  or  the  Chapter,  he  gives  this  Defcription  of  the 
Sicilian  Cicada.  Qxz^^'S.i  Birds  that  fingen  loell,  in  the  left  nuifet 
and  they  have  a  Pipe  open  under  their  Throat,  and fingen  better  when 
dead  than  while  they  be  alive,  therefore  Herdes  of  that  Londe  bihede 
t.hem  to  have  the  fweeter  Song. 

[/^z]  Jury  call'd  out 3     No  Copy  but  that  of  1711  reads  fo. 

Enttr 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir? 

OldK.  Call  up  the  Folks  i»th'  Hall.    I  had  fuch  Hope 
on  him. 
For  a  Scholar  too,  a  Thing  thou  ne'er  waft  fit  for, 
Therefore  ere<5led  all  my  Joys  in  him. 
Got  a  Welch  Benefice  in  Revcrfion  for  him. 
Dean  of  Cardigan,  he  has  his  Grace  already, 
He  can  marry  and  bury. 
Yet  ne'er  a  Hair  on's  Face, 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  (as  a  Confiahk)  and 
Lady  Gentry,  as  a  Man. 
Like  a  French  Vicar, 

And  does  he  bring  fuch  Fruits  to  Town  with  him  ? 
A  Thief  at  his  firft  lighting  ?  Oh  good  den  to  you. 

Witty.  Nay,  fweet  Sir,  you're  fo  vext  now,  you  will 
grieve  him, 
And  hurt  yourfelf. 

Old  K.  Away,  I'll  hear  no  Counfel  •, 
Come  you  but  once  in  feven  Year  to  your  Uncle, 
And  at  that  time  muft  you  be  brought  home  too  ^ 
And  by  a  Conftable  ? 

Witty.  Oh  fpeak  low.  Sir, 
Remember  your  own  Credit,  you  profefs 
You  love  a  Man  o'  Wit,  begin  at  home,  Sir, 
Exprefs  it  i' yourfelf. 

Lady.  Nay,  Mafter  Conftable, 
Shew  yourfelf  a  wife  Man,  'gainft  your  Nature  too. 

Ruin.  Sir,  no  Difti-poridgemcnt,  we  have  brought  home 
As  good  Men  as  ye. 

Old  K.  Out,  a  North' Britain  Conftable,   that  Tongue 
Will  publifli  all,  it  fpeaks  fo  broad  already  ; 
Are  you  the  Gentleman  .? 
.     L.  Ruin.  The  unfortunate  one.  Sir, 
That  fell  into  the  Power  of  mercilefs  Thieves, 
Whereof  this  Fellow,  whom  I'd  call  your  Kinfman 
As  little  as  I  could,  for  the  fair  Reverence 
I  owe  to  Fame  and  Years,  was  the  prime  Villain. 

Old  K.  A  wicked  Prime. 

T  4  JVitty, 
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fVitty.  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fweet  Father. 

L.  Ruin.  The  reft  arc  fled,  but  I  fhall  meet  with  *em,' 
Hang  one  of  'em  I  will  certain,  I  ha*  fwore  it, 
And  'twas  my  Luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

Old  K.    A  Cambridge  Man  for  this  ?  thefe  your  De- 
grees, Sir? 
Nine  Years  at  Univerfity  for  this  Fellowfliip? 

f'Vitty.  Take  your  Voice  lower,  dear  Sir. 

Old'K.  What's  your  Lofs,  Sir.^ 

L.  Ruin.  That  which 
Offends  me  to  repeat ;  the  Mony*s  whole.  Sir, 
'Tis  in  the  Conftable's  Hands  there,  a  feal'd  hundred. 
But  I  will  not  receive*t. 

Old  K.  No  ?  not  the  Mony,  Sir, 
Having  confeH:  *tis  all  ? 

L.  Ruin.  *  lis  all  the  Mony,  Sir, 
But  'tis  not  all  I  loft  i  for  when  they  bound  me. 
They  took  a  Diamond  hung  at  my  Shirt  String, 
Which  fear  of  Life  made  me  forget  to  hide  ; 
It  being  the  fparkling  Witnefs  of  a  Contract 
'Twixt  a  great  Lawyer's  Daughter  and  myfelf. 

Witty.   I  told  you  what  he   was  :    What  does  the 
Diamond 
Concern  my  Coufin,  Sir  ? 

L.  Ruin.  No  more  did  th*  Mony,' 
But  he  (hall  anfwer  all  now. 

Witty.  There's  your  Confcience, 
It  fliews  from  whence  you  fprung. 

L.  Ruin.  Sprung?  I  had  leapt  a  Thief, 
Had  1  leapt  fome  of  your  Alliance. 

Witty.  Slave  ! 

X.  Ruin,  You  prevent  me  ftill. 

Old.  K.  'Slid,  Son,  are  you  mad  ? 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  I'll  take  a  legal  Courle.  [Sir? 

Old  K.  Will  you  undo  us  all  ?  What's  your  Demand, 
Now  we're  in's  Danger  too. 

L.  Ruin.  A  hundred  Mark,  Sir, 
I  will  not  bate  a  Doit. 

Witty.  A  hundred  Rafcals. 

Zj.  Ruin, 
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JL.  Rum.  Sir,  find  *em  out  in  your  own  Blood,  and 

take  'em; 
Witty.  Go  take  your  Courfe,  follow  the  Law,   and 

fpare  not. 
Old  K.  Does  Fury  make  you  drunk  ?    Know  you  what 

you  fay  ? 
Witty.  A  hundred  Dogs-dungs,  do  your  word.  Old  K. 
You  do, 
l*m  fure :  Who  is  loud  now  ?  IVitty.  What,  his  own  asking  ? 
Old  K.  Not  in  fuch  a  Cafe  ? 

Witty.  You  fhall  have  but  threefcore  Pound,   fpite  a 
your  Teeth  ; 
1*11  fee  you  hang'd  firft. 

OldK.  And  what's  feven  pound  more,  Man, 
That  all  this  Coil*s  about  ?  itay,  I  fay,  he  fhall  ha't. 
Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafc 
with  it ; 
Pardon  my  Zeal,  I  would  ha'  fav'd  you  Mony ; 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking  ? 

Old  K.  What's  that  to  you.  Sir  ? 
Be  fparing  of  your  own,  teach  me  to  pinch 
In  fuch  a  Cafe  as  this  ?  go,  go,  live  by  your  Wits,  go. 
Witty.  I  pradife  all  I  can. 
OldK.  Follow  you  me.  Sir, 
And,  Mafter  ConftabJe,  come  from  the  Knave, 
And  be  a  Witnefs  of  full  Recompencc. 

Witty.  Pray  ftop  the  Conftable's  Mouth,  what  e'er  you 

do,  Sir. 
Old  K.  Yet  again  .? 
As  if  I  meant  not  to  do  that  myfelf. 
Without  your  Counfel  ?  As  for  you,  precious  Kiafman, 
Your  firft  Year's  Fruits  in  Wales  Ihall  go  to  rack  ;  for  this 
You  lie  not  in  my  Houfe,  I'll  pack  you  out. 
And  pay  for  your  Lodging  rather. 

[Exeunt  Knight,  Ruin,  and  Lady. 
Witty.  Oh  fie,  Coufin, 
Thefe  are  ill  Courfes,  you  a  Scholar  too. 

Cred.  I  was  drawn  into't  moft  unfortunately, 
By  filthy  debofht  Company. 
fVitiy.  J,  I,  I, 

»Tis 
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'Tis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  Youth  in  Englandy 
W'h:u  were  tht^y,  Gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  Faith  (o  like  fome  of  'em. 
They  were  ev'n  the  worfc  again. 

/fifty.  Hum. 

Cred.  Great  Tobacco-whifFers, 
They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a  Pipe  in  their  Mouths. 

fFihy.  What,  no? 

Cred.  Faith  leave  it  Coufin,  becaufe  Rafcals  ufe  it. 

/F/Z/y.    So  they  do  Meat  and  Drink  i    muft  worthy 
Gentlemen 
Re  Train  their  Food  for  that  ?  an  honeft  Man 
May  eat  of  the  fame  Pig  fome  Parfon  dines  with, 
A  Lawyer  and  a  Fool  teed  of  one  Woodcock, 
Yet  one  ne'er  th*  fimpler,  t*other  ne'er  the  wifer  ; 
'Tis  not  Meat,  Drink,  or  Smoak,  Difh,  Cup,  or  Pipe, 
Co-operates  to  th'  making  of  a  Knave, 
'Tis  tne  Cor;d'tion  makes  a  Slave,  a  Slave, 
There's  London  i^hi'ofophy  for  you  ;  I  tell  you  Coufin, 
You  cannot  be  too  cautclous,  nice,  or  dainty. 
In  your  Society  here,  efpecially 
When  you  con:e  raw  from  th'  Univerfity, 
Before  Lilt  World  has  hardened  you  a  little  ; 
For  as  a  buttei  'd  Loaf  is  a  Scholar's  Breakfafl:  there. 
So  a  poacht  Scholar  is  a  Cheater's  Dinner  here  ; 
I  ha'  known  fevcn  of 'em  fupt  up  at  a  Meal. 

Cred.  Why  a  poacht  Scholar? 

fVitty.  'Caufe  he  pours  himfelf  forth. 
And  all  his  Secrets,  at  the  firft  Acquaintance  ; 
Never  fo  crany  to  be  eat  i'th'  Shell, 
But  is  out'ftript  of  all  he  has  at  firft. 
And  goes  down  glib,  he's  fwallow'd  with  Iharp  Wit, 
Stead  of  Wine  Vinegar. 

Cred.  I  fli.il]  think,  Coufin, 
O'  your  poacht  Scholar,  while  I  live. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Mafter  Credtdous, 
Your  Uncle  v/ills  you  to  forbear  the  Houfe  ; 
Yo'j  muft  with  me,  I'm  charg'd  to  fee  you  plac'd 

In 
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In  fome  new  Lodging  about  Thie'-cing-Lcine. 

What  the  Conceit's  I  know  not,  but  he  commands  you 

To  be  fecn  here  no  more,  'till  you  hear  further. 

Cred.  Here's  a  ftrange  welcome.  Sir. 

Wit.  This  is  the  World,  Coufin, 
When  a  Man's  Fame's  once  poifon'd  ;  fare  thee  well,  Lad.- 

\^Ex'it  Credulous  and  Servant. 
This  is  the  happieft  Cheat  I  e'er  claim'd  Share  in. 
It  has  a  two-fold  Fortune,  gets  me  Coin, 
And  puts  him  out  of  Grace,  that  ftood  between  me. 
My  Father's  Ca?nhnd^e  Jewel,  much  fufpeded 
To  be  his  Heir,  now  there's  a  Bar  in's  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Lady  Gentry. 

Ruin.  It  chinks,  make  hafte. 
Lady.  The  Goat  at  Stnithfield  Pens, 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Wit.  Zo,  zo,  zufficient.     Mafter  Cunningham  ? 
I  never  have  ill  luck  when  I  meet  a  Wit. 

Cun.  A  Wit's  better  to  meet,  than  to  follow,  then. 
For  I  ha'  none  fo  good  I  can  commend  yet  ; 
But  commonly  Men  unfort'nate  to  themfclves. 
Are  luckieft  to  their  Friends,  and  fo  may  I  be. 

Witty,  I  run  o'er  fo  much  Worth,  going  but  in  hafie 
from  you, 
All  my  deliberate  Friendfhip  cannot  equal. 

Cun.  'Tis  but  to  fliew,  that  you  can  place  fometimes 

Enter  Mirabell. 

Your  Modefty  a-top  of  all  your  Virtues.  \_Exit  Wit. 

This  Gentleman  may  picafure  me  yet  again  ; 

I  am  fo  haunted,  with  this  broad-brim'd  Hat 

Of  the  laft  progrefs  Block,  with  the  young  Hat-band, 

Made  for  a  fucking  Devil  of  two  Years  old, 

I  know  not  where  to  turn  myfclf. 

Mir.  Sir! 

Cun.  More  Torture  ? 

Mir.  'Tis  rumour'd  that  you  love  me, 

Cun.  O'  my  troth  Gentlewoman, 

Rumour's 
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Rumour's  as  falfe  a  Knave  as  ever  pift  then. 

Pray  tell  hiin  fo  from  me  ;  I  cannot  feign 

"With  a  fweet  Gentlewoman,  I  muft  deal  downright: 

M\r.  1  heard,  though  youdiflembled  with  my  Aunt,  Sir, 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

Cun.  There's  no  FalOiood, 
But  pays  us  our  own  fome  way  j  I  confefs 
I  fcign'd  with  her,  'twas  for  a  weightier  Purpofe, 
But  not  with  tnee,  I  fwear. 

Mir.  Nor  I  with  you  then  ; 
Although  my  Aunt  enjoin'd  me  to  diflemble 
To  right  her  Spleen,  1  Jove  you  faithfully. 

Cun.  'Slight,  this  is  worfe*than  'twas, 

Mir.  I  find  fuch  Worth  in  you, 
I  cannot,  nay  I  dare  not  dally  with  you. 
For  fear  the  Flame  confume  me. 

Cun.  Here's  frelTi  trouble  ; 
This  drives  me  to  my  Confcience,  for  'tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  diredly  with  me. 

Mir.  I  crave  but  fuch  a  Truth  from  your  Love,  Sir, 
As  mine  brings  you,  and  that's  proportionable. 

Cun.  A  good  Geometrician,  'Ihrew  my  Heart; 
Why  are  you  out  o'  your  Wits,  pretty  plump  Gentle- 
woman, 
You  talk  fo  defperately  ?  'tis  a  great  Happinels, 
Love  has  made  one  on's  wifer  than  the  other, 
"We  fliould  be  both  caft  away  elfe  ; 
Yet  I  love  Gratitude,  I  muft  requite  you, 
I  fhall  be  fick  t\{t  \  but  to  give  you  me 
A  thing  you  muft  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live. 
For  a'my  troth  I  hardly  can  myfelf ; 
No  wife  Phyfician  will  prelcribe  me  for  you. 
Alas,  your  State's  weak,  you  had  need  of  Cordials, 
Some  rich  Eleduary,  made  of  a  Son  and  Heir, 
An  elder  Brother,  in  a  CullifTe,  whole  ; 
'T  muft  be  fome  wealthy  Gregory^  boil'd  to  a  Jelly, 
That  muft  reftore  you  to  the  Stare  of  new  Gowns, 
French  Rufts,  and  mutable  Head-tires, 

Mir.  But,  where  is  he,  Sir  } 
One  that's  fo  rich  will  ne'er  wed  me  with  nothing. 

Cun^ 
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Cun.  Then  fee  thy  Confcience,  and  thy  Wit  together  ; 
"Would'ft  thou  have  me  then,  that  have  nothing  neither  ? 
What  fay  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  firft,  yonder  ? 
Will  you  acknowledge  your  Time  amply  recompencM  ? 
Full  Satisfaction  upon  Love's  Record  ? 
Without  any  more  Suit,  if  I  combine  you  ? 

Mir    Yes,  by  this  honeft  Kifs. 

Cun,  You're  a  wife  Client 
To  pay  your  Fee  before- hand,  but  all  do  fo  ; 
You  know  the  worft  already,  that's  the  bed  too. 

Mtr.  I  know  he  is  a  Fool. 

Cun.  You're  fhrewdly  hurt  then  ; 
This  is  your  Comfort,  your  great,  wifcft  Women 
Pick  their  firft  Husband  ftill  out  of  that  Houfe, 
And  fome  will  have  'em  to  chufe,  if  they  bury  twenty. 

Mir.  I'm  of  their  Minds,  that  like  him  for  a  Husband 
To  run  Youths  Race  with,  it  is  very  pleafant  ; 
But  when  I'm  old,  I'd  always  wifh  for  a  wifcr. 

Cun.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time :   For  this  firft 
Bufinefs, 
Reft  upon  my  Performance. 

Mir.  With  all  thankfulnefs. 

Cun.  I  have  a  Projed:  you  muft  aid  me  in  too; 

Mir.  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  A<5lion,  Sir. 

Cun.  Pray  wear  this  Scarfe  about  you. 

Mir.  I  conjecture  now 

Cun.  There's  a  Court  Principle  for'r, 
One  Office  muft  help  another  ; 
As  for  Example,  for  your  call  o'  Manchits 
Out  o'th'  Pantry, 
I'll  allow  you  a  Goofe  out  of  the  Kitchin. 

Mir.  *Tis  very  fociably  done.  Sir,  farewel  Performance^ 
I  ftiall  be  bold  to  call  you  fo. 

Cun.  Do,  fweet  Confidence. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  I  can  match  now  my  two  broad- brim*d  Hats        ■ 
'Tis  he,  I  know  the  Maggot  by  his  Head, 
Now  Ihall  I  learn  News  of  him  ;  my  precious  Chief. 
Sir  Greg.  I  have  been  feeking  for  you  i'th'  Bow  ling- 
Green,  Enquir'd 
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Enquir*d  at  Nettletous  and  Anthony'^  Ordinary  ; 

T  has  vext  m-"  •        *  Heart, 

Look,  1  ve  a  u'.u  . ..'  J  here,  and  it  can't  find 

A  Mailer.  Cun.  No  ?  that's  hard  i'faith.  Sir  Greg,li diO^ 

Belong  to  fomc  Body  -,  a upon  him, 

I  would  he  had 't,  docs  but  trouble  mc. 
And  ihe  that  fent  it,  is  fo  wafpifh  toa. 
There's  no  returning  to  her  'tiii'c  bt  gone, 

Cun.  Oh,  ho,  ah  Sirrah,  are  you  come? 

Sir  Greg.  What's  that,  Friend  ? 

Cun.  Uo  you  note  that  Corner  fparkle  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Which?   Which?  Which,  Sir? 

Cun.  At  the  (4^;  Weft  End  o'tii'  Collet. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  1  iec't  now. 

Cun.  'Tis  an  apparent  Mark  ;  this  is  the  Stone,  Sir, 
Thai  fo  mucn  Blood  is  threatned  to  be  fhed  for. 

Sir  Greg.  1  pray- — - — 

Cun.  a  Tun  ac  leaft. 

Sir  Greg.  They  muftnot  find't  i*me  then,  they  muft 
Go  where   lis  to  be  had. 

Cun.  '  lis  well  it  came  to  my  Hands  firft,  Sir  Gregory^ 
I  know  where  thu  muft  go. 

Sir  Greg..  Am  I  difcharg'd  on't  ? 

Cun.  My  Life  for  yours  now.  \Braws. 

Sir  Greg.   What  now  ? 

Cun.  'Tis  Difcretion,  Sir, 
I'll  ftand  upon  my  Guard  all  th'  while  I  ha't. 

Sir  Greg,  'Troth  thou  tak'ft  too  much  Danger  on  thee 
ftill. 
To  preferve  me  alive. 

Cun.  *Tis  a  Friend's  Duty,  Sir. 
Nay,  by  a  Toy  that  I've  late  thought  upon, 
I'll  undertake  to  get  your  Miftrefs  for  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Thou  wilt  not?  wilt? 

Cun.  Contrad  her  by  a  Trick,  Sir, 
When  fhe  leaft  thinks  on't. 

(43)  Wejl  End  o'th'  Coller]    There  only  wants  the  Change 

of  a  Letter,  to  make  this  Paffage  run  like  the  Original,  viz.  -—oUti' 
Collet.  /.  e.  Beryl  or  Sockec  m  which  the  Diamond  was  fet. 

Sir  Greg, 


I 


Wit  at  fever al  JVeapom,         303 

Sir  Greg.  There's  the  right  way  to't, 
For  if  fhe  think  on*t  once,  ihe'li  never  do't. 
Cm.  She  does  abule  you  ftill  then  ? 

Sir  Greg.  A' damnabiy, 

Every  time  worfe  than  other  ;    yet  her  Uncle 
Thinks  the  Day  holds  a  Tuefday  ;  lay  it  did.  Sir, 
She's  fo  familiarly  us'd  to  call  me  Rafcal, 
She'll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  Name, 
And  thni  that  Marriage  cannot  hold  in  Law,  you  know. 
Cun.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me? 
Sir  Greg.  Who  fhould  1  leave  it  to  ? 
Cun.  'iris  our  luck  to  love  Neices  ;  I  love  a  Neice  too. 
Sir  Greg.  I  would  you  did  i'faith. 
Cun.  But  mine's  a  kind  Wretch. 
Sir  Greg.  Ay  marry.  Sir,  I  would  mine  were  fo  too, 
Cun.  No  Ralcal  comes  in  her  Mouth.  Sir  Greg.  Troth, 
and  mine 
Has  little  elle  in  hers.     Cun.  Mine  fends  me  Tokens, 
All  the  World  knows. not  on. 

^;>  Greg.  Mine  gives  me  Tokens  too,  very  fine  Tokens, 
But  I  dare  not  wear  'em. 
Cun.  Mine's  kind  in  iecret. 
Sir  Greg.  And  there  mine's  a  Hell-cat. 
Cun.  We  have  a  Day  fet  too. 
Sir  Greg.  'Slid,  fo  have  we  Man, 
But  there's  no  fign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cun    I'll  tell  thee  who  it  is;  th'  old  Woman's  Neice. 
Sir  Greg.  Is't  (he  ? 

Cun.  I  would  your  luck  had  been  no  worfe  for  Mildneft , 
But  mum,  no  more  Words  of  it  to  your  Lady. 
Sir  Greg,  f'oh  ! 

Cun.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 
Sir  Greg.  None  ot  our  Blood 
Were  ever  Bablers. 

Cun   Prithee  convey  this  Letter  to  her. 
But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  Miftrefs  fce'c. 
Sir  Greg.  Yet  again.  Sir  ? 
Cun.  There  is  a  Jewel  in*r. 
The  very  Art  would  make  her  doat  upon't. 
Sir  Greg.  Say  you  fo  ^ 

And 
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And  fhe  fhall  fee  it  for  that  trick  only. 

Cun,  Remember  but  your  Miftrefs,  and  all's  well. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  if  I  do  not,  hang  me.  \Exit, 

Cun.  I  believe  you  ; 
This  is  the  only  way  to  return  a  Token :  [trary," 

I  know  he  will  do'c  now,  *caufe  he's  charg'd  to  th'  con- 
He's  the  neareft  kin  to  a  Woman,  of  a  thing 
Made  without  Subrtance,  that  a  Man  can  find  again  ; 
Some  Petticoat  begot  him,  I'll  be  whipt  elfe, 
Engendring  (44)  with  an  old  Pair  of  pain'd  Hofc, 
Lying  in  fome  hot  Chamber  o'er  the  Kitchen, 
The  very  Steam  bred  him. 
He  never  grew  where  Rem  in  Re  e'er  came  j 
The  Generation  of  a  hundred  fuch 
Cannot  make  a  Man  (land  in  a  white  Sheet, 
For  'tis  no  Ad:  in  Law  ;  nor  can  a  Conftable 
Pick  out  a  Bawdy  Bufinefs  for  Bridewell  vc^t ; 

Enter  Clown  {ai  a  Gallant.) 

A  lamentable  Cafe! 

He's  got  with  a  Man's  Urine,  like  a  Mandrake. 
How  now  ?  Ha  ?  What  prodigious  Bravery's  this  ? 
A  moft  prepofterous  Gallant,  th'  Doublet  fits 
As  if  it  mock'd  the  Breeches. 

Clown.  Save  you.  Sir. 

Cun.  H'as  put  his  Tongue  in  the  fine  Suit  of  Words  too. 

Clown.  How  does  the  Party  ?     Cun.  Takes  me  for  a 
Scrivener. 
Which  of  the  Parties  ? 

Clown.  Hum, 

Simplicity  betide  thee I  would  fain 

Hear  of  the  Party  ;  I'd  be  loath  to  go 

Farther  with  her  ; 

Honour  is  not  a  thing  to  be  dallied  withal, 

No  more  is  Reputation,  no  nor  Fame, 

I  take  it, 

I  muft  not  have  her  wrong'd  when  I'm  abroad  ; 

My  Party  is  not,  Sir,  to  be  compeli'd 

(4^)  -m^.^txithanoldPairof^ZXiti^Hofe,']  VtohMy  pain'd Hofe. 

With 
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With  any  Party  in  an  oblique  way ; 
•Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  Women  ; 
IVlay  prove  a  Lady  too,  but  (hall  be  namelefs, 
I'Jl  bite  my  Tongue  out,  e'er  it  prove  a  Trailer. 

Cun.   Upon  my  Life  1  know  her. 

Clown.  Not  by  me, 
Know  what  you  can,  talk  a  whole  D.iy  with  m^, 
Y'are  nc*er  tne  v^  ifcr,  (he  comes  not  (rom  thefe  Llps« 

Cun.  The  old  Knight's  Neice.  [him; 

C^cwn.  *Slid  he  has  got  her.  Pox  of  his  Heart  that  told 
Can  nothing  be  ;.ept  fccret  ?  Let  me  entreat  you 
To  ufe  her  Name  as  little  as  you  can,  though. 

Cun.  '  Twill  be  fmall  Pleafure,  Sir,  to  ufe  her  Name. 

Clown.  I  had  Intelligence  in  my  folemn  Walks, 
*Twixt  P aldington  and  Pancridge,  of  a  Scarf 
Sent  for  a  Token,  and  a  Jewel  followed. 
But  I  acknowledge  not  the  Receipt  of  any  ; 
Howc'er  *tis  carried,  believe  mc.  Sir, 
Upon  my  Reputation  I  receiv*d  none. 

Cun.  What,  neither  Scarf  nor  Jewel  ? 

Clown.  'T would  be  ktn. 
Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think  that, 
I  have  an  Arm  for  a  Scarf,  as  others  have,  .; 

An  Ear  to  hang  a  Jewel  too,  and  that's  more 
Than  fome  Men  have,  my  Betters  a  great  deal  i 
I  muft  have  Reftitution  where-e'er  it  lights. 

Cun.  And  Reafon  good. 

Clown.  For  all  thefe  Tokens,  Sir, 
Pafs  i'  my  Name. 

Cun.  It  can't  be  otherwife. 

Clown.  Sent  to  a  worthy  Friend. 

Cun.  Ay,  that's  to  thee. 

Clown.  Pm  wrong'd  under  that  Title; 

Cun.  I  dare  fwear  thou  art ; 
'Tis  nothing  but  Sir  Gregory's  Circumvention, 
His  envious  Spite,  when  thou'rt  at  Paddington^ 
He  meets  the  Gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Clown.  Ah  falfe  Knight ! 
Falfc  both  to  Honour,  and  the  Law  of  Arms. 

Cun    What  wilt  thou  fay  if  I  be  reveng'd  for  thee? 

Vol.  IX.  U  Thou 
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Thou  fit  as  Witnefs  ? 

Clown.  1  fhould  laugh  in  State  then. 

Cun.  I'JI  fob  him,  hcre*s  my  Hand. 

Clown.  I  fhall  be  as  glad  as  any  Man  alive,  to  fee  him 
well  fob*d,  Sir  i  but  now  you  talk  of  fobbing,  1  wonder 
the  Lady  ftnds  not  for  me  according  to  Promife.  I  ha* 
kept  cut  o'  Town  thefe  two  Days,  a  purpofe  to  be  fcnt 
for;  1  am  almoft  ftarv'd  with  walking. 

Cun    Walking  gets  Men  a  Stomach. 

Clown.  'Tis  molt  true.  Sir,  I  may  fpeak  it  by  Experi- 
ence, for  I  ha*  got  a  Stomach  fix  times,  and  Joft  it  again, 
as  often  as  a  Traveller  from  Chelfea  fhall  Jofe  the  fight  of 
Pauls.,  and  get  it  again. 

Cun.  Go  to  her,  Man. 

Clown.  Nor  for  a  Million  ♦,  enfringe  my  Oath  .?  There's  a 
Toy  caird  a  Vow  has  pad  between  us,  a  poor  trifle,  Sir  : 
.  Pray  do  me  the  Part  and  Office  of  a  Gentleman  ;  if  you 
chance  to  meet  a  Footman  by  the  way,  in  Orange 
tawny  Ribbands,  running  before  an  empty  Coach,  with 
a  Buzzard  i'th'  Poop  on't,  direct  him  and  his  Horfes 
toward  the  new  River  by  IJlington,  there  they  fliall 
have  me  looking  upon  the  Pipes,  and  whiftling. 

[^Exit  Clown. 

CiiK.    A  very  good  Note ;    this  Love  makes  us  all 
Monkies, 
But  to  my  Work:  Scarf  firft  ?  And  now  a  Diamond.? 
Thefe  ihould  be  fure  Signs  of  her  Affection's  Truth, 
Yet  Pll  go  forward  with  my  furer  Proof.  [^Exit. 

Enter'  Neice  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Neice.  Is't  pofilbk .''     Sir  Greg.  Nay,  here's  his  Let- 
ter too. 
There's  a  fine  Jewel  in't,  therefore  I  brought  it  you. 

Neice.  You  tedious  Mongril !   Is  it  not  enough 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  Hand, 
A  thing  which  makes  me  almoft  fick  to  do. 
But  you  muft  talk  too  } 

Sir  Greg.  I  ha'  done. 

T^eice.  Fall  back. 
Yet  backer,  backer  yet,  you  unmannerly  Puppy, 

Do 
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Do  you  not  fee  I'm  going  about  to  read  it  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  thele  are  golden  Days,  now  I  ftay  by't ; 
She  once  was  wont  not  to  tr^re  me  in 
Her  Sight  at  all,  the  World  mends,  I  fee  that. 

Neice.  What  an  ambiguous  Superfcription*s  here  ! 
T(?  the  beji  of  Neices. 

Why  that  Title  may  be  mine,  and  more  than  her's: 
Sure  I  much  wrong  the  neatnefs  of  his  Art  i 
'Tis  certain  fent  to  me,  and  to  requite 
IVly  Cunning  in  the  carriage  of  my  Tokens, 
Us'd  the  fame  Fop  for  his. 

Sir  Greg.  She  nodded  now  to  me,  'twill  come  in  time. 

Neice.  What's  here  ?   \n  entire  Ruby^  cut  into  a  Heart, 
And  this  the  Word,  Ijlud  Amoris  opus? 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  yes, 
I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  Love's  the  beft  Stone-cutter. 

Neice.   Why  thou  fa-.cy  IfTue  of  fome  travelling  Sow- 
gel  der. 
What  makes  Love  in  thy  Mouth  ?  Is  it  a  Thing 
That  ever  will  concern  thee  ?  i  do  wonder 
How  thou  dar'ft  think  on*t  ?  Haft  thou  ever  hope 
To  come  i'  the  fame  Room  where  Lovers  are, 
./yhd  *fcape  unbrain'd  with  one  of  their  Velvet  Slippers  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Love  Tricks  break  out  I  fee,  and  you  talk  once 
of  Slippers, 
It  is  not  far  off  to  Bed-time. 

Neice.  Is  it  pofilble  thou  can  ft  laugh  yet  ? 
I  would  ha*  undertook  to  ha'  kill'd  a  Spider 
With  lefs  Venom  far,  than  I  have  fpit  at  thee. 

Sir  Greg.  You  muft  conceive, 
A  Knight's  another  manner  a  piece  of  FJeflio 

Neice.  Back,  Owl's  Face. 

[IVithin.']  Old  K.  Do,  do. 

Neice.  'Tis  my  Uncle's  Voice,  that. 
Why  keep  you  fo  far  off.  Sir  Gregory  ? 
Are  you  afraid.  Sir,  to  come  near  your  Miftrefs? 

Sir  Greg.   Is  the  proud  Heart  come  down  ?    1  lookt  for 
this  ftill. 

Nsice.  H-  comes  not  this  way  yet :   Aw'^',  you  Dog- 
whelp, 

U  2  Would 
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Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  I  faid  fo  ? 

I'll  make  you  underftand  my  Mind  in  time  ; 

(45^  You're  running  in  giddily,   like  a  Hound  to  his 

Breakfaft,  ^ 

That:  chops  in  Head  and  all  to  beguile  his  Fellows  ; 
I*m  to  be  eaten,  Sir,  with  Grace  and  Leifure, 
Behaviour  and  Difcourfe,  things  that  ne'er  trouble  you  ; 
After  I  have  pelted  you  lufficiently, 
I  tro  you'll  learn  more  Manners.  Sir  Greg.  I  am  wondring 
Still  when  we  two  fhall  come  together.    Tuefdafs 
At  hand,  but  I'm  as  far  off,  as  I  was 
At  firft,  i  fwcar. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Now  Cunningham^  I'll  be  reveng'd  at  large : 
Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  Sufpicion, 
Is  Truth  full  blown  now,  my  Neice  wears  your  Scarf. 

Neice.  Ha  ? 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I'll  place  you  inftantly 
Where  you  fhall  fee  her  courted  by  this  Cunningham. 

Neice.  I  go  with  greed inefs  j  we  long  for  things 
That  break  our  Hearts  fometimes,  there's  Pleafure's  Miferyi 

[^Exeunt  Neice  and  Guardianefs. 

Sir  Greg.  Where  are  thofe  Gad-flies  going  ?    To  fomc 
Junket  now ; 

(46)  That  fame  old  Humhle-hee  toles  th'  young  one  forth 
To  Sweet-meats  after  kind  ;  let  'em  look  to't. 

The  Thing  you  wot  on  be  not  mill  or  gone, 

I  bring  a  Maiden-head,  and  1  look  for  one.  [^Exit. 

(47)  £;//^r  Cunningham  {inDifcourfe  with  a  mask' d  Gentle- 
woman in  a  broad  Hat,  and  fcarfed^  which  is  only  a  Puj^* 
pet  fo  dreft )  Neice  at  another  Door, 

Cun.  Yes,  yes. 

'         Neice. 

(45)  You  run  /«————]     So  the  Copies  of  1679,  ^"^  »7i»  » 

that  of  1647,  Tour  running which  undoubtedly  was  once  wrote. 

You  re  running 

(46)  Ihat  Ibme  old  Humble- bee ]     Same  was  a  Correfllon 

common  to  all  the  three. 

(47)      Which  is  only  a  Puppet  fo  drefi. 
Enter  Cunuingham  (in  Difcourje  nuith  a  masKd  Gentle<vosman  in  a 
broad  Hat  andfcarjed)  Ncice  at  another  Door.  ]    Tis  furprifing 

to 
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l^€ue.  Too  manifeft  now,  the  Scarf  and  all. 

Cun,  It  cannot  be,  you're  lucli  a  Feaitul  Soul. 

Neice.  Tii  give  her  caule  of  Fear  e'er  1  part  from  her.' 

Cun.   Will  you  fay  fo  ?  Is't  not  your  Aunt's  Defire  too  ? 

JSIeice.  What  a  diflembling  Croane's  that  ?    She'Jl  for- 
fwear't  now. 

Cun.  I  fee  my  Proje6l  takes,  yonder*s  the  grace  on*c. 

J^eice.  Who  would  put  Confidence  in  Wit  again? 
I'm  plagu'd  for  my  Ambition,  to  defve 
A  wile  iMan  for  a  Husband,  and  I  fee 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  (lint ; 
"We  are  allow'd  but  o/ic  Uifh,  and  that's  Woodcock. 
It  keeps  up  Wit  to  make  us  Friends  and  Servants  of. 
And  thinks 

Any  thing's  good  enough  to  make  us  Husbands. 
Oh  that  Whore's  Hat  o*  thine,  o*th*  riding  Block, 
A  Shade  for  letcherous  Kifles. 

Cun.  Make  you  Doubt  on't  ? 
Is  not  my  Love  of  force  ? 

Ne'ice.  Yes,  me  it  forces 
To  tear  that  forcerous  Strumpet  from  th*  Imbraces, 

Cun.  Lady  ? 

I^eice.  Oh  thou  haft  wrong'd  the  exquifiteft  Love— 

Cun.  What  mean  you,  Lady  ? 

Neice.  Mine,  you'll  anfwer  for't. 

Cun.  Alas,  what  feek  ye  ? 

Neice.  Sir,  mine  own  with  Lofs. 

Cun.  You  fhall. 

Neice.  I  never  made  fo  hard  a  Bargain. 

Cun.  Sweet  Lady  ! 

Neice.  Unjuft  Man,  let  my  Wrath  reach  her, 

to  think  that  the  Editor  of  the  Copy  of  171 1  fhould  be  fo  fagacious 
at  making  this  Difcovery,  of  its  only  being  a  Puppet  in  a  Hat  and 
Scarfthsit  Cunningham  was  d  fc  'Urfing  witti,  and  yet  not  know  where 
to  infert  it.  Fcr,  ivhich  is  only  a  Puppet  fo  drtfs'd,  is  peculiar  to  the 
Edition  of  171 1  :  I  have  now  placed  it  where  I  imagine  the  Editor  of 
the  Odavo  defigned  it,  and  have  Mr.  Theobald's  Concurrence  therein. 
Tho'  I  could  have  wiflied  this  Circumflancc  had  beeo  left  out,  becaufe 
it  foredali  the  Reader's  Pleafure,  and  prevents  that  agreeable  Surprife 
he  otherwife  would  have  had,  upon  finding  the  Lady's  Fury  dif- 
charged  upon  a  Puppet. 

U  3  .As 
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As  you  owe  Virtue  Duty  ;    \C\ic\.  falls  on  purpofe.']   your 

Caufe  trips  you. 
Now  Mimofi,  you  fhall  feel  what  Love's  Rage  is. 
Before  you  tafte  the  Pieafure.     Smile  you,  falfe  Sir  ? 

Cufi.  How  can  I  chufe  ?  to  fee  what  Pains  you  take. 
Upon  a  Thing  will  never  thank. you  for't. 

N^ice.  How  ? 

Cun.  See  what  Things,  Lady,  you  Women  be. 
When  Cloaths  are  ta'en  for  the  beft  Part  of  you 
This  was  to  fliew  you,  when  you  thinly  I  love  you  not, 
How  y'are  deceiv'd  ftill,  there  the  Moral  lies; 
*Twas  a  Trap  fet  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  Bait 
To  take  a  Lady  nibling,  is  fine  Cloaths : 
Now  I  dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  Love, 
Tm  pretty  well  refoIv*d  in*t  by  this  Fit, 
For  a  jealous  Ague  always  ufliers  it. 

Neice.  Now  Blefllngs  ftill  maintain  this  Wit  of  thine. 
And  I've  an  excellent  Fortune  coming  in  thee. 
Bring  nothing  tlft  I  charge  thee. 

CiC/i.  Not  a  Groat  I  warrant  ye. 

Neice.    Thou  (halt   be  worthily  welcome,   take    my 
Faith  for'f, 
(48)  Next  Opportunity  lliall  make  us  one. 

Cun.  The  old  Gentlewoman  has  fool*d  her  Revenge 
fweetly. 

Neice.  'Las,  'tis  her  Part,  Ihe  knov/s  her  Place  fo  well 
yonder  ; 
Always  when  Women  jump  upon  threefcore. 
Loves  fhoves  *em  from  the  Chamber  to  the  Door.  ' 

C««.  Thou  art  a  precious  She-Wit.  [Exeuni, 


(48)  Next  opportunity  /hall  make  aj.]    Here  the  Lofs  of  a  Mono- 
fyllable  deltroys  the  Mcafure  and  injures  the  Senfe.     I  read. 

Next  Opportunitj  Jhall  make  us  one.  Mr.  Seward, . 
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ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Cunningham,  at  one  Door  \    Witty-pate,  Ruinous 
Lady  Ruinous,  and  Prifcian,  at  the  other, 

C//«.17^  Riend,  met  in  the  Harveft:  of  our  Defigns, 
J/    Not  a  Tliought  but's  bufy. 
Witty.  I  knew  it  Man, 
And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  Reapers, 
Hooks,  Rakers,  Gleaners  ;   we  will  fing  it  home 
"With  a  melodious  Horn-pipe  j  this  is  th'  Bond, 
That  as  we  further  in  your  great  Affair, 
^49)  You'll  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  few  Corns, 
And  if  we  fnatch  a  Handful  from  the  Sheaf, 
You  will  not  look  a  Churl  upon  us.     Cun.  Friend, 
We'll  fhare  the  Sheaves  of  Gold,  only  th'  Love  Acre 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

Witty.  Much  good  do  you,  Sir  ; 
Away,  you  know  your  way,  and  your  ftay  ;  get  you 
The  Mufick  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  Dancers. 
Ruin.  We  are  a  Confort  of  our/elves. 
Pr'if.  And  can  ftrike  up  luftily. 
Witty.  You  mud  bring.  Sir  Fop, 
Cun.  That's  perfect  enough. 

Ruin.  Bring  all  the  Fops  you  can,  the  more  the  bet- 
ter Fare, 
So  the  Proverb  runs  backwards. 

[^Exeunt  Ruin,  and  Prif. 
L.  Ruin.  V\\  bring  the  Ladies.  \_Exit.']    Witty.  Do  io 
firft,  and  then 
The  Fops  will  follow  j  I  mud  to  my  Father, 
He  muft  make  one.  [Exit, 

Enter  two  Servants  ivith  a  Banquet. 

Cun.  While  I  difpatch  a  Bufinefs  with  the  Knight, 

{49)  Yaull  fufcr  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  Crums,]  This  Reading 
difcontinues  the  Metaphor,  as  well  as  diftuibs  the  JSenfe;  both  may 
eauly  be  amended,  by  reading  thus; 

■   ■   —  to  gUaUf  piik  up  few  Coyns. 

U  4  And 
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And  I  go  with  you.     Well  faid,  I  thank  you  j 
This  fma!!  Banquet  will  furnifti  our  few  Guefts 
With  tafte  and  ftate  enough  ;  one  reach  my  Gown, 
The  A(5tion  craves  it,  rather  than  the  Weather. 

I  Ser.  There's  one,  Sir,  ftays  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Cun.  What  is  he  ? 

1  Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  I  know  not  what,  a  Fool,  I  think, 
That  fome  Broker's  Shop's  made  half  a  Gentleman  ; 
H'as  the  Name  of  a  Worthy  too. 

Cun.  Po7npey  ?  Is't  not  ? 

I  Ser.  That's  he.  Sir. 

Cun.  (50)  Alas,  poor  Fellow,  prithee  enter  him. 
He  will  (led  too. 

Enter  fecond  Servant  with  a  Gown. 

He  fiiall  ferve  for  a  Witnefs.     Oh  ; 

Gramercy,  if  my  Friend  Sir  Gregory  comes, 
You  know  him. 

Enter  Clown, 

Entertain  him  kindly.     Oh  Mafter  Pompeyy 

How  is'c  Man  ?    Clown,  'Snails,  I'm  almoft  ftarv'd  with 

Love, 
And  Cold,  and  one  thing  or  another  ; 
Has  not  my  Lady 

Sent  for  me  yet  ?     Cun.  Not  that  I  hear  -,  fure  fome 
Unfriendly  Meflenger's  employ'd  betwixt  you. 

Clown,  I  was  ne'er  fo  cold  in  my  Life,  in  my  Confciencc 
I  have  been  fevea  Miles  in  length,  along  the  New  River  ; 
I  have  feen  a  hundred  Stickle-bags  :  I  do  not  think  but 
there's  Gudgeons  too  ;  'twill  ne'er  be  3  true  Water. 

Cun.  Why  think  you  fo? 

Clown,  I  warrant  you  I  told  a  thoufand  Millers  Thumbs 
in  it  i 

(50)  Mas,  poor  Fellow,  frithte  enter  him,  he  'will  WK^  too. 
En  er  kcond  Servant  with  a  Gown. 
He  JJjall  Jevve  for  a  Witnefs.     Oh  Gramerej, 

If  my  Friend  Sir  Gregory ]     Thus  is  tlie  Meafure  entirely 

confufed,  and  tho'  Pompey  did  need  Viduals,  yet  the  Adverb  too  fhevvs 
w^^// to  be  a  Corruption  for y?^i/  or  fpeed.  And  th^  Original  ran,  I 
i^c/,  vei/  near  tiie  Text  of  this  prcfenj  Edition,  Mr.  SetvarJ. 

I'll 
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1*11  make  a  little  bold  with  your  Sweet-meats. 

Cm.  And  welcome,  Pompey. 

Clown.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  I  have  no  tafle  in  any  thing. 

Cun.   Oh,  that's  Love,    that  diftaftes  any  thing  but 
itfelf. 

Clown.  *Tis  worfe  than  Cheefe  in  that  Point.  May  not 
a  Man  break  his  Word  with  a  Lady  ?  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart  and  my  Hofe  too. 

Cun.    By  no  means,  Sir,   that  breaks  all  th*  Laws  of 
Love. 

Clown.  Well,   Til  ne'er  pafs  my  Word  without  my 
Deed  to 
A  Lady,  while  I  live  again  ;    I  would  fain  recover  my 
Tafte. 

Cun.  Well,  I  have  News  to  tell  you. 

Clown.  Good  News,  Sir? 

Cun.  Happy  News,  I  help  you  away  with  a  Rival, 
your  Mailer's  beftow'd 

Clown.  Where,  for  this  Plumb's  fake  * 

Cun.  Nay,  liften  me. 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  have  two  Ears  to  one 
Mouth. 
I  hear  more  than  I  eat,  I'd  ne'er  row  by  ^teen-Hitbe 
While  I  liv'd  elle. 

Cun.  I  have  a  Wife  for  him,   and  thou  fhalt  witneis 
the  Contrad. 

Clown.  (51)  The  old  one  I  hope,  'tis  not  the  Lady  ? 

Cun.  Choak  him  firft-,  it  is  one  which  thou  fhalt  fee. 
See  hmi,  fee  him  deceived,  fee  the  Deceit,  only 
The  Injunction's,  you  {hall  fmile  with  Modefty. 

Clown.  I'll  fimper  I'faith,  as  cold  as  I  am  yet  3 
Th'  old  one  I  hope. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  here's  Sir  Gregory. 
Cun.  U'd  fo,  fhelter,  Ihclter,  if  you  be  ktn 
All's  raveli'd  out  again  ;   ftand  there  in  private, 

(51)  The  old  one  I  hope, ]  By  this  Expreffion  here  and  a  little 

below,  the  Clo-v.n  hopes  that  the  Old  Guardiantfs  was  the  Wife  in- 
tended, b)'  Cunningham^  for  Sir  Crtgsry. 

And 
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And  you  will  find  the  very  Opportunity 

To  call  you  forth,  and  place  you  at  the  Table. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir,  this  Banquet 

"Will  ferve,  when  it  is  crown'd  with  fuch  a  Dainty 

As  you  expedt,  and  mult  have.      Sir  Greg.  Tufh,   thcfc 

Sweet- meats 
Are  but  the  Sauce  to  that :  Well,  if  there  be 
Any  Honefty,  or  true  Word  in  a  Dream, 
She  is  mine  own,  nay,  and  extreamly  chang'd. 
Not  the  fame  Woman.  Cun.  Who,  not  th'  Lady  ?  Sir  Greg, 

No,  not 
To  me,  the  Edge  of  her  Tongue  is  taken  off, 
Gives  me  very  good  Words,  turn'd  up-fide  down  to  me, 
And  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  Tortoifes, 
If  fhe  hold  on,  as  fhe  began  in  my  Dream. 

Cun,  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fuch  Predidions, 
You  are  bound  to  believe  'em,  there's  the  Watch-word 

[Soft  MuficL 
Of  her  coming  ;  to  your  pradis'd  part  now,  and 
If  you  hit  it,  jEquus  Cupido  nobis. 

\^Boih  go  into  the  Gown, 

Sir  Greg.  V\\  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  will  give  Arms  to 
Your  Gentry  ;  look  you  forward  to  your  Bufinefs, 
I  am  an  Eye  behind  you,  place  her  in  that 
Chair,  and  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  out. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Cm.  Silence,  Lady,  your  fweet  Prefence  illullrates 
This  homely  Roof,  and,  as  courfe  Entertainment , 
But  where  Affedions  are  both  Hoft  and  Gueft, 
They  cannot  meet  unkindly  j  pleafe  you  fit. 
Your  fomething  long  Stay  made  me  unmannerly. 
To  place  before  you,  (you  know  him)  this  Friend  here. 
He  is  my  Gueft,  and  more  efpecially. 
That  this  our  Meeting  might  not  be  too  fmgle. 
Without  a  Witnefs  to't. 

Mir.  I  came  not  unrefolv'd.  Sir  : 
And  when  our  Hands  are  clafp*d  in  that  firm  Faith 

Which 
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Which  I  expefl  from  you.  Fame  (hall  be  bold 
To  fpeak  the  loudeft  on  it :  Oh  you  grafp  me 
Somewhat  too  hard,    Friend. 

Cm.    Ihat's  Love's  eager  Will, 
I'Jl  touch  it  gentlier.  [-^^^  ^^  Hand, 

Mir.  That's  too  low  in  you, 
*Lels  it  be  doubly  recompenc'd  in  me. 

[  She  kijjes  his  Hand. 
Clown.  Puh,  I  muft  flop  my  Mouth,  I  Ihall  be  choakt 

elfe. 
Cun.  Come,  we'll  not  play  and  trifle  with  Delays, 
We  meet  to  join  thefe  Hands,  and  willingly 
I  cannot  leave  it  until  Confirmation. 

Mir.  One   Word  firft,  how  does  your  Friend,  kind 

Sir  Gregory  ? 
Cun.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ?    You  love  him  not. 
Mir.   1  fball  love  you  the  lefs  if  you  fay  fo.   Sir  \ 
In  troth  I  love  him,  but  'tis  you  deceive  him. 
This  flattering  Hand  of  yours  (52)  does  rob  him,  now. 
Now  you  ileal  his  Right  from  him,  and  I  know 
I  Ihall  have  Hate  for  it,  his  Hate  extreamly. 

Cun.  Why,  1  thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly 
arm*d  : 
Upon  my  Life  the  Knight  will  love  you  for't. 
Love  you  exceedingly,  for  ever  love  you. 
Mir.  Ay,  you'll  perfuade  me  fo. 
Cun.  Why,  he's  my  Friend, 
And  wiflics  me  a  Fortune  equal  with  him, 
I  know  and  dare  fpeak't  for  him.     Mir.  Oh,  this  Hand 
Betrays  him. 

You  might  remember  him  in  fome  Court' fy  yet  at  lead. 
Cun.  I  thank  your  Help  in  it  i  here's  to  his  Health, 
Where  e'er  he  be. 

Mir.  I'll  pledge  it,  were  it  againft  my  Health, 
Clown.  Oh,  oh,  my  Heart  hops  after  twelve  Mile  a 
Day,  upon  a  good  Return,   now   could   I  walk  three 
hundred  Mile  a-foot,  and  laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

(52)  ■     ■■    does  rab  him,  and  I  know 

I  Jhall  have     -    ..   ■  ]    The  additional  Line  in  the  Text  is 
from  the  Copy  of  1647. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  You'll  take  the  Kijight*s  Health,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  Yes,  yes,  forfooth,  oh  my  oides!  Such  a  Banquet 
once  a  Week,  would  make  me  grow  fat  in  a  Fortnight. 

Cun.  Well,  now  to  clofe  our  Meeting,  with  the  clofc 
Of  mutual  Hands  and  Hearts,  thus  1  b^gin  ; 
Here  in  Heav*n*s  Eye,  and  all  Loves  lacred  Pow'rs, 
(Which  in  my  Prayers  ftand  propici<jus) 
I  knic  this  holy  Hand  fall:,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
By  force  of  this  initiating  Contract 
Both  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Faith,  Loyalty, 
Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the 
Dues,  Rights,  and  Honours  of  a  faithful  Husband, 
And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  'till  Death,  to  (land 
Irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  Heart  and  Hand. 

Mir,  Which  thus  I  lecond  ;  but  oh.  Sir  Gregory, 

Cun.  Again  ?  This  Interpofition*s  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heav'n's  Eye,  and  all  Love's  facred 
Pow'rs, 
I  knit  this  holy  Hand  fad,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
Both  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Honour,  Loyalty, 
Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs  in  all  the 
Dues,  Rights  and  Duties  of  a  true  faithful  Wife  ; 
And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  'till  Death,  to  ftand. 
Irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  Heart  and  Hand. 

Sir  Greg.  A  full  Agreement  on  both  parts. 

Cun.  Ay,  here's  Witnefs  of  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  I  have  over-reach'd  you,  Lady,  and 
that's  much. 
For  any  Knight  in  England  to  over- reach  a  Lady. 

Mir.  I  rejoice  in  my  Deceit,  I  am  a  Lady 
Now,  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Clown.  Good  Morrow,  Lady  Fop. 

Sir  Greg.  'Snails,  I'm  gull'd,  made  a  worfhipful  Afs, 
this  is  not  my  Lady. 

Cun.  But  it  is.  Sir,  and  true  as  your  Dream  told  you. 
That  your  Lady  was  become  another  Woman. 

Sir  Greg,  I'll  have  another  Lady,  Sir,  if  there  were  no 
more  Ladies  in  London^  BlindmaI^buff■is  an  unlawful  Game. 

Cun, 
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Cm.  Come  down  on  your  Knees  firft,  and  thank  your 
Stars. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fire  of  my  Stars,  I  may  thank  you,  I  think, 

Cun.  So  you  may  pray  tor  me,  and  honour  me. 
That  have  preferv'd  you  from  a  lading  Torment, 
For  a  perpetual  Comfort  ;  did  you  call  me  Friend  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I  pray  pardon  me  for  that,  I  did  mif-call  you, 
I  confefs. 

Cun.  And  fliould  I,  receiving  fuch  a  thankful  Name, 
Abufe  it  in  the  Adl?  Should  I  fee  my  Friend 
Baffled,  difgrac'd,   without  any  Reverence 
To  your  Title,  to  be  call'd  Slave,  Rafcal  ?   Nay 
Curft  to  your  Face,  fool'd,  fcorned,  beaten  down 
With  a  Woman's  peevifh  Hate,  yet  1  (hould  (land 
And  fuffer  you  to  be  loft,  caft  away  ? 
I  would  have  feen  you  buried  quick  firft, 
i^Si)  Your  Spurs  of  Knighthood  to  have  wanted  Rowels, 
And  to  be  hack'd  from  your  Heels  \  Slave,  Rafcal  ? 
Hear  this  Tongue. 

Mir.  My  dearcft  Love,  fweet  Knight,  my  Lord,  my 
Husband. 

Cun.  So,  this  is  not  Slave  and  Rafcal  then. 

Mir.  What  fliall  your  Eye  command,  but  ftiall  be  done. 
In  all  the  Duties  of  a  loyal  Wife  ? 

Cun.  Good,  good. 
Are  n*t  Curfes  fitter  for  you?  were't  not  better 
Your  Head  were  broke  with  th'  Handle  of  a  Fan, 
Or  your  Nofc  bored  with  a  filver  Bodkin.'* 

Mir.  Why,  I  will  be  a  Servant  in  your  Lady. 

Cun.  'Pox,  but  you  fliall  not,  fhe's  too  good  for  you. 
This  Contrad: 

Shall  be  a  nullity,  Pll  break  it  ofl^. 
And  fee  you  better  beftow*d, 

(53)   Your  Spurs  of  Knighthood' •• 

to  be  kick'd  from  your  Heels  ; ]     To  kick  a  Knight'' s 

Sfurs  from  his  Hee/s  in  ordcT  to  degrade  him,  1  fancy,  is  altogcher 
new  and  unheard-of.  If  I  remember  right,  the  Spurs  of  a  degraded 
Knight  were  not  to  be  kid' J,  but  hacked  off,  by  the  King's  Cook 
then  in  being,  and  no  doubt  but  the  Original  read  baik'd,  and  not 
kicked. 

SirGreg, 
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Sir  Greg.  'Slid,  but  you  fliall  not.  Sir,  (he's  mine  own, 
and  I  am  hers,  and  we  are  one  anotliers  lawtully,  and  let 
me  fee  him  that  will  take  her  away  by  the  Civil  Law:  If 
you  be  my  Friend,  keep  you  fo  ;  if  you  have  done  me  a 
good  turn,  do  not  hit  me  i'th'  Teeth  with*f,  that's  not  the 
Part  of  a  Friend. 

Cufj.  If  you  be  content- 

Siy  Greg.  Content  ?  1  was  never  in  better  contention  In 
my  Life.  I'll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges, 
New  or  the  Old  ;  come,  kifs  me  boldly. 

Clown,  Give  you  joy.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  Sir,  1  thank  you  as  much  as  though  I  did, 
you  are  belov'd  ot  Ladies,  you  fee  we  are  glad  of  under- 
Women. 

Clown.  Ladies  ?  Let 
Not  Ladies  be  difgrac'd  •,  you're  as  it  were 
A  married  Man,  and  have  a  Family, 
And  for  the  Party's  fake  that  was  unnam'd 
Before,  being  Peafe-cod  time,    I  am  appcas'd. 
Yet  I  would  wifh  you  make  a  Ruler  of  your  Tongue. 

Cun.  Nay,  no  difTenfion  here,  I  mud  bar  that; 
And  this,  Friend,  I  entreat  you,   and  be  advis'd. 
Let  this  private  Contrail  be  yet  conceal'd. 
And  flill  fupport  a  feeniing  Face  of  Love 
Unto  the  Lady  ;   mark  how  it  avails  you,  and 
Quits  all  her  Scorns:  Her  Uncle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  Match,  and  will  enforce  her. 
Bend  her  proud  Stomach,  that  flie  fhall  proffer 
Herfelf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted. 
And  hugh'd  your  fill  at,  you  fhall  fcorn  her  off, 
With  all  your  Difgraces  trebled  upon  her. 
For  there  the  Pride  of  all  her  Heart  will  bow. 
When  you  (hall  foot  her  from  you,  not  (he  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  i'faith  ;  I'll  continue  it.   I'd  fain  laugh  at 
the  old  Fellow  too,   for  he  has  abus'd  me  as  fcurvily  as  his 
Neice  •,  my  Knighthood's  upon  the  Spur,  we'll  go  to 
Bed,  and  then  to  Church  as  fafl:  as  we  can. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Greg.  fi;/<^Mirab.. 

Clown.   I  do  wonder  I  do  not  hear  of  the  Lady  yet. 

Can.  The  good  Minute  may  come  fooner  than  we  are 

aware 
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aware  of,  I  do  not  think  but  'twill  e*er  Night  yet,  as 
near  as  'tis. 

Llown.  Well,  I  will  go  walk  by  the  New-River^  in  that 
Meditation,  1  am  o'er  Shoes,  I'm  fure  upon  the  dry  Bank  ; 
this  Gullery  of  my  Maftcr  will  keep  me  company  this 
two  Hours  too  ;  if  Love  were  not  an  Enemy  to  Laughter, 
1  fh'Uld  drive  away  the  time  well  enough;  you  know 
my  Walk,  Sir,  if  flie  fends,  I  fiiall  be  found  Angling, 
for  1  will  try  what  I  can  catch  for  Luck  fake,  I  will  fifh 
fair  for't. 
Oh  Knight^  that  thou  JhonUjl  he  gull'dfo  ;  hay  ha^  it  does  me 

good  at  Hearty 
But  oh  J  Lady^  thou  tak*jl  down  my  merry  j^art,         [Exit. 

Enter  Witty-pate. 

Witty.  Friend  ! 

Cun    Here  Friend. 

TVttty.  All  is  afoot,  and  will  go  fmooth  away. 
The  Woman  has  conquer'd  the  Women,  they  are  gone. 
Which  I  have  already  complain'd  to  my  Father, 
Suggeding  that  Sir  Gregory  is  fall'n  off 
From  his  Charge,  for  Negleds  and  ill  Ufage, 
And  that  he  is  moft  violently  bent 
On  Gentry^s  Wife  fwhom  I  have  calTd  a  Widow) 
And  that  without  moft  fudden  Prevention 
He  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cun.  *Sfoot  all  this  is  wrong. 
This  wings  his  Purfuit,  and  will  be  before  me  ; 
Pm  loft  for  ever. 

Witty.  No,  ftay,  you  fhan't  go 
But  with  my  Father  ;  on  my  Wit  let  it  lie. 
You  fliall  appear  a  friendly  AfTiftant, 
To  help  in  all  Affairs,  and  in  Execution 
Help  yourfelf  only. 

Cun.  Oh,  would  my  Belief - 
Were  ftrong  in  this  AfTurance. 

I4''itty.  You  fhall  credit  it. 
And  my  Wit  fliall  be  your  Slave  if  it  deceive  you- 
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Enter  Old  Knight. 
My  Father 


Old  K:  Oh,  Sir  ?  You're  well  met,  where*s  the  Knighl 
your  Frienu  ? 

Cun.  Sir,  I  think  yrur  ^on  hi'  toM  you. 

Pl^ltty    ShaM  1  Itiiid  tu  icii'c  agaih  ?  I  icll  you  he  loves, 
Br  I    t  m>  Kinfwoman  ;   her  bafc  Ufage,  and 
Your  fl..ik  l^erformar  ce,   which  1.*  accul'cs  mofl: 
Indeed,  has  tun'd  the  K  lighr's  Heart  upfide  down.' 

Oid  K    V\\  curb  iicrr  iui*t ;   can  he  be  but  recover'd. 
He  fhall  have  her,  and  fhe  fhall  be  dutiful. 
And  love  h  ,n  as  a  Wife  too. 

i4  itty.   Wirh  that  condition,  Sir, 
I  dare  rtcai  him  were  he  enter'd  th*  Church, 
So  much  intereft  of  Love  I  afTure  in  him. 

tfld  K.  Sir,  it  fliall  be  no  Jofs  to  you  if  you  do. 

H"'tty.  Ay,  but 
Thefe  are  Words  ftill,  will  not  the  Deeds  be  wanting 
At  the  Recovery,  rPt  fliould  be  again. 

Old  K.  Why  here,  I  am  provided.  Fool,  five  hundred 
In  earneft  of  the  ihoufands  in  her  Dower  j 
But  were  they  married  once, 
I'd  cut  him  Ihort  enough,  that's  my  Agreement. 

l^FiUy.  Ay,  I  now  perceive  fome  Purpofe  in  you,  Father. 

Old  K.  But  wherefore  is  (he  then  ftol'n  out  of  Doors 
To  him  ?  H^itty,  To  him  ?  oh  fie  upon  your  Error, 
She  has  another  Objeft,  Sir,  believe  iz. 

Old  K.  J  never  could  perceive  it. 

Cun.  I  did,  and  to  her  Shame  I  fhould  fpeak  it. 
To  my  own  Sorrow  1  faw  it.  Dalliance, 
Nay,  Dotage  with  a  very  Clown,  a  Fool. 

OldK.  Wit  and  Wantonnefs,  nothing  elfe;  nothing elfej 
She  love  a  Fool  ?  fhe*ll  fooner  make  a  Fool 
Of  a  wife  Man. 

Cun.  Ay,  my  Friend  complains  h^ 
Sir  Gregory  fays  flatly,  (be  makes  a  Fool  of  him. 
And  thtfe  bold  Circumftances  are  approv*d  : 
Favours  have  been  fcnt  by  him,  yet  he  ignorant 
Whither  to  carry  'cm,  they've  been  underftood, 

And 
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And  taken  from  him :  Certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unfufpeded  Fellow  Y\t^  conceai'd. 
What,  or  where-c'er  he  is — thefe  flight  neglects 
Could  not  be  of  a  Knight  elfe. 

Old  K.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  promifed  (if  we  recover 
him 
Unmarried)  to  falve  all  thefe  old  Bruifes? 

Cun.  I'll  do  my  bed.  Sir. 

OldK.  I  fliall  thank  you,  coftly  Sir,  and  kindly  too. 

IVitty.  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here,  Sir,  and  come 
Behind  all  your  Purpofes  ? 

Old  K.  Away,   good  Sir. 

TVitty.  Then  ftay  a  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  Advice. 
Why  Father,  are  you  broke  ?  is  your  Wit  beggar'd, 
Or  are  you  at  your  Wits  end  }  or  out  of 
Love  with  Wit  ?  no  Trick  of  Wit  to  furprife 
Thofe  Defigns,  but  with  open  Hue  and  Cry, 
For  all  the  World  to  talk  on.'*  this  is  llrange. 
You  were  not  wont  to  flubber  a  Projedl  fo. 

Old  K.  Can  you  help  at  a  pinch  now  ?  Ihew  yourfelf 
My  Son  ?  go  too,  I  leave  this  to  your  Wir, 
Becaufe  I'll  make  a  proof  on't. 

l^itiy.  'Tis  thus  then  ; 
I  have  had  late  Intelligence,  they're  now 
Buxfom  as  Bacchus*  Froes,  Revelling,  Dancing, 
Telling  the  Mufick's  Numbers  with  their  Feet, 
Awaiting  th'  meeting  of  premonifh'd  Friends, 
That  is  queftionlefs,  little  dreading  you ; 
.Nov/,  Sir,  with  a  dextrous  Trick  indeed,  fudden 
And  fufficient  were  well,  to  enter  on  'em 
As  fomething  like  the  Abflradl  of  a  Mafque  ; 
What  though  few  Perfons,  if  befl:  for  our  Purpofe, 
That  commends  the  Projedl, 

Old  K.  This  takes  up  time. 

JViity.  Noi  at  all,  I  can  prefently  furnifii 
With  loofe  Difguifes  that  fliall  fit  that  Scene. 

Old  K.  Why,  what  wants  then  ? 

Wiity.  Nothing  but  charge  of  Mufick, 
That  mufl:  be  paid,  you  know. 

Old  K.  That  fliall  be  my  Charge,  I  will  pay  the  Mufick, 

Vol.  IX.  X  Whate'er 
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Whate'er  it  coft. 

Witty.  And't  (hall  be  all  your  Charge  ; 
Now  on,  1  like  it,  there'll  be  Wit  in't.  Father. 

[Exeunt  Old  Knight  and  Witty, 

Cun.  I  neither  will  diftruft  his  Wit  nor  Friendftiip, 
Yet  if  his  Mafter-Brain  fhould  be  o*erthrown. 
My  Relolunon  now  Ihall  feize  mine  own.  \ExU, 

Enter  Neice^  Lady  Ruinous,  Guardianefs,  Sir  Ruinous 
and  Prilcian,  (with  Inflruments)  mafqued, 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  let's  have  Mufick,  let  that  fweet  Breath 
at  leaft 
Give  us  her  airy  welcome,  'twill  be  th*  bed 
I  tear  this  ruin'd  Receptacle  will  yield. 
But  that  mod  freely. 

(54J  Neice.  My  Welcome  follows  me, 
Elle  I  am  ill  come  hither  *,  you  aflure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunningham  will  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
His  kind  entreaty  that  wilh'd  me  to  meet  him. 

L.  Ruin.  Elfe  let  me  be  that  Ihame  unto  my  Sex, 
That  all  Belief  may  fly  'em.     Neice.  Pray  continue 
Still  the  Knight's  Name  unto  my  Guardianefs, 
She  expe6ts  no  other'. 

L.  Ruin.  He  will,  he  will ;  aflure  you 
Lady,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  here,  and  fuddenly. 
This  Mufick  fore-ran  him  ;  is't  not  fo,  Conforts? 

Sir  Ruin.  Yes,   Lady, 
He  ftays  on  fome  Device  to  bring  along 
Such  a  Labour  he  was  bufy  in,  fome  witty  Device. 

Neice.  'Twill  be  long  e'er  he  comes  then,  for  Wit's  a 
Great  Labour  to  him. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you  will  agree  better  one  Day. 

Neice.  Scarce  two,  I  think. 

Guard.  Such  a  mock-beggar  Suit  of  Cloaths  as  led  mc 
Into  the  Fool's  pair  o'  Dice,  with  Dewze  Ace, 
He  that  would  make  me  Miftrefs  C««,  Cun,  Cunnie^ 

(54)  Neice.  My  Welcome  follomus  me, 

Eljt  I  am  ill;  come  hither  &c.]  This  Pointing  takes  | 
away  much  of  the  Beauty  ot  this  Paflage,  as  well  as  makes  what  is 
plain  io  itfelf  not  iQ  eafy  w  the  Reader. 

He's 
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He's  quite  out  of  my  Mind,  but  I  fhall  ne*cr 
Forget  him  while  1  have  a  hole  in  my  Head  ; 
Such  a  one  I  do  think  would  pleafe  you  better. 
Though  he  did  abufe  you. 

Sir  Ruin.  Fye,  fpeak  well  of  him  now, 
Your  Neice  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I  hope  fhe  has, 
Elfe  fhe  lofes  me  for  ever  5  but  for  Sir  Gregory y 
Would  he  were  come,  I  fhall  ill  anfwer  this 
Unto  your  Uncle  elfe     Neice,  You  know  it 
Is  his  Pleafure  I  fhould  keep  him  Company. 

Guard.  Ay,and  fliould  be  your  own,  if  you  did  well  too ; 
Lord,  I  do  wonder  at  the  Nicenefs  of 
Your  Ladies  now-a-days,  they  mult  have  Husbands 
"With  fo  much  Wit  forfooth —  Worfhip  and  Weakh 
"Were  both  wont  to  be  in  better 
Requeft  Pm  fure  ;  I  cannot  tell  but  they 
Get  ne'er  the  wifer  Children  that  I  fee. 

L.  Ruin.  La,  la,  Ja,  Sol,  this  Mufick  breaths  in  vain,' 
Methinks  'tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone. 
Let's  have  a  Female  Motion,  *tis  in  private. 
And  we'll  grace't  ourfelves,  however  it  deferves. 

Neice.  What  fay  you,  Guardianefs?  Guard.  Alas  I  am 
Weary  with  the  Walk,  my  jaunting  Days  are  done. 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  we'll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe, 
or  elfe 
She  fhall  pay  the  Mufick. 

Guard,  Nay,  I'll  have  a  little  for  my  Mony  then. 

[They  dance,  a  Cornet  is  winded. 

L.  Ruin.  Hark!  on  my  Life  the  Knight  ;  it  is  your 
Friend  ; 
This  was  the  Warning-piece  of  his  Approach. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  Witty-pate,  and  Cunningham, 
mafqu*d^  and  take  them  to  dance, 

L.  Ruin.  Ha  !  No  Words  but  mum  ? 
Well,  we  fhall  need  no  Counfel-keeping  then. 

Neice.   Cunningba?n  ? 
.".  Cun.  Yes,  fear  nothing. 

Neice.  Fear .?  Why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 

X  2  Cun, 
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Cim.  Your  Uncle's  here.  ,_S  .'j*. 

Neice.  Aye  me. 
Cun.  Peace. 

Old  K.  We  have  caught  'em. 
IVitiy.  Thank  my  Wit,  Father. 
Guard.  Which  is  the  Knight,  think  you  ? 
Neice.  I  know  not,  when  he  fpeaks  he  will  be  found. 
No  Mafque  can  difguife  his  Tongue. 
IVitty.  Are  you  charg'd  ? 
Old  K.  Are  you  awake  .'* 
IVitty.  I'm  anfwer'd  in  a  Queftion. 
Cun.  Next  Change  we  meet,  we  loofe  our  Hands  no 

more. 
Neice.  Are  you  prepar'd  to  tie  'em  ?  Cun.  Yts.  You  muft 
Go  with  me.  Guard.  Whither,  Sir  ?  Not  irom  my  Charge, 
Believe  me. 

Cun.  Sht  goes  along. 

Neice.   Will  you  venture,  and  my  Uncle  here.?     Cun, 
His  Stay's 
Prepar'd  for.  Guard.  'Tis  the  Knight  fure,  I  will  follow. 

[^Exeunt  Cun.  Neice,  Guard. 
Old  K.  How  now,  the  Mufick  tir'd  before  us .?    Ruin, 
Yes,  Sir, 
We  mull  be  paid  now.    Witty.   Oh  that's  my  Charge, 
Father. 
Old  K.  But  (lay,  where  are  our  wanton  Ladies  gone  ? 
Son,  where  are  they  ? 
ihlty.  Only  chang'd  the  Room  in  a  Change,  that's  all 

fure. 
Old  K.  ril  make  *em  all  fure  elfe,  and  then  return  to  you. 
Ruin.  You  muft  pay  for  your  Mufick  firft,  Sir.     Old  K. 
Muft  ? 
Are  there  mufty  Fidlers  .'*  Are  Beggars  Chufers  now  ? 
Ha  ?  Why  IVitly-pate,  Son,  where  am  I }  Witty.  You  were 
Dancing  e'en  now.  Sir,  in  good  Meafure,  is 
Your  Health  mifcarried  fince?  What  ail  you,  Sir  ? 
Old  K.  Death,  1  may  be  gull'd  to  my  Face,   where's 
my  Neice  ? 
What  are  you  .?  L.  Ruin.  None  of  your  Neice,  Sir.  OldK, 
How  now  ? 

Have 
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Have  you  loud  Inftruments  too  ?  I  will  hear 
No  more,  I  thank  you  ;  what  have  I  done  tro 
To  bring  thefe  Fears  about  me  ?  Son,  where  am  I  ? 

Witty.  Not  where  you  fhould  be,  fairh.  Sir,  you  ihould  bs 
Paying  for  your  Mufick,  and  you're  in  a  maze. 

Old  K.  Oh,  is  it  fo,  put  up,  put  up,  I  pray  you, 
Here's  a  Crown  for  you. 

L.  Ruin.  Pifh,  a  Crown  ? 

Ruin.  Prif.  Ha,  ha,  a  Crown  ? 

Old  K.  (55)  Which  way  do  you  laugh  ?    I  have  fcen  a 
Crown  has  made  a  Confort  iaugh  heartily. 

JVitty.  Father, 
To  tell  you  truth,  thefe  are  no  ordinary 
Muficians,  they  expefl  a  Bounty  above 
Their  puncSlual  defert. 

Old  K.  A       -on  your  Punks  and  their  Deferts  too. 
Am  I  not  cheated,  think  you,  all  this  while  ^ 
Is  not  your  Pate  in  this .'' 

PViity.  If  you  be  cheated. 
You're  not  to  be  indided  for  your  own  Goods  •, 
Here  you  do  trifle  time,  market  your  Bounty 
And  make  it  bafe,  when  it  mud  needs  be  frcre 
For  ought  I  can  perceive. 

Old  K.  Will  you  know  the  lovveH:  price.  Sir  ? 

mttv.  That  I  will,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart.     Old  K. 
Unlefs 
I  was  difcover'd,  and  they  now  fled  home 
Again  for  fear,  I'm  abfolutely  bi^guii'd. 
That's  the  befl:  can  be  hop'd  for. 

Witty.  Faith  'tis  fomcwhat  too  dear  yet,   Gentle.r.erv 

Ruin.  There's  not  a  Denier  to  be  bated.  Sir. 

Old  K.  Now,  Sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  t'other  len  Pound. 

Prif.  Not  a  Bawbee,  Sir. 

Old  K.  How  ?   Bate  ten  Pound  ?    What  is  the  whole 
Sum  then  ? 

Witty.  Faith,  Sir,  a  hundred  Pound  ;  with  much  ado 

(55)    IVlich  ivfiy  do  you  laugh  ?  -^1      i.  i.    Whether  in  j.'.l  op 
ea-rneii. 

X  3  -I 
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I  got  abated  fifty,  and  faith  Father, 
To  fay  truth,  it  is  reafonable  for 
Men  of  their  Fafhion. 

Old  K.  La,  la,  la,  down,  a  hundred  Pound  ?  la,  la,  la. 
You  are  a  Concert  of  Thieves,  are  you  not  ? 
JVitty.  No,  Muficlans,  Sir,  I  told  you  fo  before. 

Old  K.  Fiddle  faddle, 
Is't  not  a  Robb'ry  ?  a  plain  Robb'ry  ?   IVitty.   No, 
No,  no,  by  no  means  Father,  you've  receiv*d 
For  your  Mony,  nay  and  that  you  can't  give  back  ; 
'Tis  fomewhat  dear  I  confefs,  but  who  can  help  it  ? 
If  they  had  been  agreed  with  before-hand- 
*Twas  ill  forgotten. 

Old  K.  And  how  many  Shares  have  you  in  this?  I  fee 
My  force,  cafe  up  your  Inftruments,  I  yield,  here. 
As  robb'd  and  taken  from  me,  I  deliver  it. 

Witty.  No,  Sir,  you  have  perform'd  your  Promife  now. 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  Mufick,  that's  all. 

Old  K.  I've  heard  no  Mufick,  I've  receiv'd  none,  Sir, 
There's  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

Witty.  Why,  Sir,  here's 
Witnefs  'gainll  you,  you  have  danc'd,  and  he  that 
Dances  acknowledges  a  Receipt  of  Mufick. 

Old  K.  I  deny  that.  Sir ;  look  you,  I  can  dance  without 
Mufick,  do  you  fee.  Sir  ?  And  I  can  fing  without  it  too  ; 
you  are  a  Concert  of  Thieves,  do  you  hear  what  I  do  ? 

IVitiy.  Pray  take  you  heed.  Sir,  if  you  do  move  the 
Mufick  again,  it  may  coft  you  as  much  more. 

Old  K.  Hold,  hold,  I'll  depart  quietly,  I  need  not  bid 
you  farewel,  I  think  now,  fo  long  as  that  hundred  Pound 
lafts  with  you. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 
Ha,  ha,  am  I  fnapt  i'faith  ? 

Guard.  Oh,  Sir  Perfidious 

Old  K.  I,  I,  fome  howling  another  while,  Mufick's  too 
damnable  dear. 

Guard.  Oh  Sir,  my  Heart-ftrings  are  broke- if  I  can 

but  live  to  tell  you  the  i  ale,  I  care  not—  your  Neice 
my  Charge  is 

OldK.  What,  isfhefick? 

Guard, 
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Guard.  No,  no,  Sir,  /he's  ludily  well  married. 

Old  K.  To  whom  ? 

Guard.  Oh,  to  that  cunning  Diflembler  Cunningham. 

OidK.  I'll  hang  the  Prieft  firll,  what  was  he  ? 

Guard.  Your  Kinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the /iFd'/c/6  Benefice. 

Old  K.  I  fav'd  him  from  the  Gallows  to  that  end, 
good  i  is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard.  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 

Old  K.  To  my  Neice  too,  I  hope,  and  then  I  may 
hang  her. 

Guard.  No,  Sir,  to  my  Neice,  thank  Cupid,  and  that's 
all  that's  likely  to  recover  me;  flie*s  Lady  Fop  now,  and 
1  am  one  of  her  Aunts,  I  thank  my  Promotion. 

Enter  Credulous,  Cunningham,  Neice,  Sir  Gregory, 
and  Mirabel. 

Cred.  I  have  performed  (t^6)  your  behefl:,  Sir.    OldK. 
What 
Have  you  performed.  Sir  ?  Witty.  Faith,  Sir,  I  mufl: 
Excufe  my  Coufin  in  this  Ad,  if  you 
Can  'fcufe  yourfelf  for  making  him  a  Prieft, 
There's  the  moft  difficult  Anfwer.  Sir,  I  put 
This  Pradbice  on  him,  as  from  your  Defire  : 
A  Truth,  a  Truth,  dear  Father.     Cred.  I  proteft.  Sir, 
He  tells  you  but  the  Truth,  he  mov*d  me  to't 
In  your  Name.     Old  K.  I  proteft.  Sir,  he  told  you 
A  Lye  in  my  Name ;  and  were  you  fo  eafy, 
Mr.  Credulous,  to  believe  him? 

Cred.  If  a  Man  fliould  not  believe  his  Coufin,  Sir,  whom 
fhould  he  believe  ? 

Old  K.  Good  e'en  to  you,  good  Mr.  Coufin  Cunningham, 
And  your  fair  Bride,  my  Coufin  Cunningham  too, 
And  how  do  you  Sir  Gregory,  with  your  fair  Lady  ? 

Sir  Greg.  A  little  better  than  you  would  have  had  me, 
I  thank  you.  Sir  ;  the  Days  of  Puppy,  and  Slave,  and 
Rafcal,  are  pretty  well  blown  over  now,  I  know  Crabs 
from  Verjuice,  I  have  tried  both,  and  thou'dft  give  me 
thy  Neice  for  nothing,  Td  not  have  her. 

(56)  • your  Beft,  Sir.'\    Hejly  or  Lhejl,  occurred  to  us  all, 

and  is  confirmed  by  the  Folio  of  the  higheft  Dale. 

X  4  Cun. 
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Cun.  I  think  fo,  Sir  Gregory^  for  my  fake  you  would  not; 

Sir  Greg.  I  would  thou  hadft  fcapM  her  too,  and  then 
flie  had  died  of  the  Green-ficknefs :  Know  this,  that  I  did 
inarry  in  fpight,  and  I  will  kifs  my  Lady  in  fpight,  and 
love  her  in  fpight,  and  beget  Children  of  her  in  fpighr,- 
and  when  I  die,  they  fhall  have  my  Lands  in  fpight}  this 
was  my  Refolution,  and  now  'tis  our. 

Neice.  How  fpightful  r^re  you  now,  Sir  Gregory? 
Why  look  you,  I  can  love  my  deareft  Husband, 
With  all  the  Honours,  Duties,  fweet  Embraces, 
That  can  be  thrown  upon  a  loving  Man. 

Sir  Greg.  •  This  is  afore  your  Uncle*s  Face,   but 

behind  his  Back,  in  private,    you'll  fhew  him  another 
Tale 

Cun.  You  fee,  Sir,  now 
Th'  irrevocable  State  of  all  thefe  things 
Before  you  :  Come  out  of  your  Mufe,  they  have  been  but 
Wit- weapons,  you  were  wont  to  love  the  Play. 

Enfer  Clown. 

Old  K.   Let  me  alone  in  my  Mufe,  a  little.  Sir,  I  will 
wake  to  you  anon. 

Cun.  U'd  fo,  your  Friend  Pompey,  how  will  you  anfwer 
him  ? 

Neice.  Very  well,  if  you'll  but  fecond  it,  and  help  me, 

Clozvn.  I  do  hear  (Irange  Stories,  are  Ladies  things  ob- 
noxious ? 

Neice.  On,  the  dilTembling  falfeft  Wretch  is  come. 

•Cun.  How  now.  Lady  ? 

Neice.  Let  me  come  to  him,  and  inftead  of  Love 
Let  me  have  Revenge. 

IFilty.  Fray  you  now,  will  you  firfl:  examine,  whether 
he  be  guilty  or  no. 

Neice.  He  cannot  be  excus'd. 
How  many  Meffengers  (thou  perjur'd  Man) 
Hail  thoy  return'd  with  Vows  and  Oaths,  that  thou  wouldft 
Follow,  and  ne'er  *till  this  unhappy  Hour 
Could  I  fet  Eye  of  thee,  fince  thy  falie  Eye 
Drew  my  Heart  to't  ?  Oh  I  could  tear  thee  now, 

Jnflead  of  fo  ft  Embraces  i  pray  give  me  L-ave • 

mity. 
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Witty.  Faith  this  was  ill  done  of  you.  Sir,  if  you  pro- 
fTiis'd  otherwife. 

Clown.  By  this  Hand,  never  any  Meflenger 
Came  at  me. 

Since  the  firft  time  I  came  into  her  Company  ; 
That  a  Man  fliould  be  wronged  thus !    Neice.  Did  not 
I  fend  thee  Scarfs  and  Diamonds  ?  And  thou 
Return'dft  me  Letters,  one  with  a  falfe  Heart  in*t. 

Witty.  Oh  fie !  to  receive  Favours,    return  Falfhoods, 

and  hold  a  Lady  in  hand 

Clown.  Will  you  believe  me,  Sir?  if  ever  I 
Received  Diamonds,  or  Scarf,  or  fent 
Any  Letter  to  her,  would  this  Sword  might  ne'er 
Go  through  me. 

Witty.  Some  bad  McfTengers  have  gone  between  you 
then. 

Neice.  Take  him  from  my  Sight,   if  I  Ihall   fee   to 
morrow——— 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  Place,  this  Difcontent 
May  impair  her  Health  much. 

Clown.  *Foot,  if  a  Man  had  been  in  any  Fault, 
*T  would  ne'er  a  griev*d  him  :  Sir,  if  you'll  believe. 

Witty.  Nay,  nay,  proteft  no  more,  1  do  believe  you. 
But  you  fee  how  the  Lady  is  w:ong'd  by*t; 
She  has  caft  away  herfelf,  'tis  to  be  fear'd, 
Againft  her  Uncle's  Will,  nay,  and  Confent, 
But  out  of  a  mere  ncgled,  and  fpight  to  herfelf. 
Married  fiiddenly  without  any  advice. 

Clown.  Why,  who  cm  help  it  ?  if  fhe  be  caft  away,  flic 
may  thank  herfelf,  fhe  might  have  gone  farther  and 
far'd  worfe  -,  I  could  do  no  more  than  1  could  do :  'twas 
her  own  PJeafure  to  command  me,  that  I  fhould  not 
come  'till  I  was  fent  for,  1  had  been  with  her  every 
Minute  of  an  Hour  elle. 
Witty.  Truly  I  believe  you. 

Clown.  Night  and  Day  flie  might  have  commanded 
me,  and  that  Hie  knew  well  enough  ;  I  faid  as  much  to 
her  between  her  and  I  ;  yet  I  proteft,  fhe*s  as  honeft 
a  Lady  for  my  part,  that  I'd  fay,  if  (he  would  fee  me 
hang'd :  If  flie  be  caft  away,  I  cannot  help  it,  Ihe  might 
Ijave  ftay'd  to  have  fpoke  with  a  Man.  Witty, 
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Witty.  Well,  'twas  a  hard  Mifs  on  both  Parts.' 

Clown.  So  'twas,  I  was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this 
crofs  Luck,  I  was  fure  I  was  between  the  Knight  and 
Home. 

Neice.  Not  gone  yet  ?  Oh  my  Heart !  none  regard 
my  Health  ? 

Witty.  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fight  awhile,  you  hear 
How  ill  fhe  brooks  it. 

Clown.  Foolifh  Woman,  to  overthrow  her  Fortunes  fo ; 
I  fliall  think  the  worfe  of  a  Lady's  Wit,    while  I  live 

for*t •!  could  almoft  cry  for  Anger ;  if  (lie  fliould  mif- 

carry  now,  'twould  touch  my  Confcience  a  little}  and  who 
knows  what  Love  and  Conceit  may  do  ?  What  would 
People  fay,  as  I  go  along  ?  There  goes  he  that  the  Lady 
dfd  for  hove  on,  I  am  fure  to  hear  on't  i'th'  Streets,  I 
ihall  weep  before  hand ;  foolilh  Woman,  1  do  grieve 
more  for  thee  now,  than  I  did  Jove  thee  before ;  well,  go 
thy  ways,  now  would  ft  thou  fpare  thy  Husband's  Head, 
and  break  thine  own  Heart,  if  thou  hadft  any  Wit  ;  I 
would  fome  other  had  been  the  Caufe  of  thy  undoing,  I 
fhall  be  twitted  i'th*  Teeth  with  it,  I'm  fure  of  that, 
foolifh  Lady.  [Exit. 

Neice.  So,  fo,  this  Trouble's  well  fhook  off. 
Uncle,  how  d'ye  ?  there's  a  Dowry  due.  Sir. 

Cun.  We  have  agreed  it,  Sweeteft, 
And  find  your  Uncle 
Fully  recover'd,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

TVitty.  To  all  the  reft,  I  hope^ 

OldK.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  eafy  Coufin  CredulouSi 
Was  your  Wit  fo  raw  ? 

Cred.  Faith,  yours  Sir,  fo  long  feafon'd. 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame. 
Speaking  it  with  Reverence,  Uncle. 

Sir  Greg.  Yes  faith.  Sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear,  for 
your  time,  as  any  Man  here. 

Witty.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I'll  reckon  it  to  him.  Imprimis^  The 
firft  Preface-cheat  of  a  Pair  of  Pieces  to  the  Beggars ; 
you  remember  that  I  was  the  Example  to  your  Bounty 
there,  I  fpake  Greek  and  Syriack,  Sir  ;  you  under ftand 
me  now.    Next,  the  Robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent 

Coufin, 
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Coufin,  which  indeed  was  no  Robbery,  no  Conftable, 
no  Juftice,  no  Thief,  but  all  Cheaters  ;  there  was  a  hun- 
dred Mark,  mark  you  that :  Laftly,  this  memorable 
hundred  Pounds  worth  of  Mufick,  this  was  both  Cheats 
and  Wit  too ;  and  for  the  Affiftance  of  this  Gentleman 
to  my  Coufin  ( for  which  I  am  to  have  a  Fee)  that  was 
a  little  Pradice  of  my  Wit  too,  Father  :  Will  you  come 
to  Compofition  yet,  Father  ? 

Cun.  Yes  faith,  Sir,  do,  two  hundred  a  Year  will  be 
eafier  than  fo  much  Weekly,  I  do  not  think  he's  barren 
if  he  (hould  be  put  to*t  again. 

Old  K.  Why  this  was  the  Day  I  look*d  for,  thou  Ihalt 
have't 
And  the  next  Cheat  makes  it  up  three  hundred  ; 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten  Pound  Vicarage, 
Thou  get'ft  not  a  Penny  more,  here's  thy  full 
Hire  now. 

Cred.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

IVitty.  Why  there  was  the  Sum  of  all  my  Wit,  Fatlier, 
To  fhove  him  out  of  your  Favour,  which  I  fear'd 
Would  have  difinherited  me. 
Old  K.  Mod  ccrtain't  had. 
Had  not  thy  Wit  recover*d  it.    Is  there  any  here 
That  had  a  hand  with  thee  ? 

Witty.  Yes,  all  thefe.  Sir.  [»cm. 

Old  K.  Nephew,  pray  part  a  hundred  Pound  amongft 
ni  repay't  -,  Weakh,  love  me  as  1  love  Wit ; 
When  I  die, 
I'll  build  an  Alms-houfe  for  decayed  Wits. 

Sir  Greg.  I'll  entertain  one  in  my  life-time;  Scholar, 
you  fhall  be  my  Chaplain,  I  have  the  Gift  of  twenty 
Benefices,  fimple  as  I,  am  here. 
Prif.  Thanks,  my  great  Patron. 
Cun.  Sir,  your  Gentry  and  your  Name  fliall  both  be 
rais'd  as  high  as  my  Fortunes  can  reach  *em,  for  your 
Friends  fake. 

Witty.  Something  will 
Be  in  my  prefent  Power,  the  future  more. 
You  Ihall  fhare  wuh  me. 

Ruin,  and  Wife,  Thanks,  worthy  Gentlemen; 

Neice, 
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Neice.  Sir,  I  would  beg  one  thing  of  you. 

Sir  Greg.  You  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty,  Uh  Sir,  if  fhe  begs,  there's  your  Power  over  her. 

Sir  Greg.  She  has  begg'd  me  for  a  Fool  already,  but, 
'tis  no  matter.  I  have  begg'd  her  for  a  Lady,  that  (he 
might  have  been,  that's  one  for  another. 

Witty,  Nay,  but  if  fhe  beg 

Sir  Greg.  Let  her  beg  again  then. 

Neice.  That  your  Man  Pompef^  Coat  may  come  over 
his  Ears  back  again,  I  would  not  he  ihould  be  loft  for 
my  fake. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  'tis  granted,  for  mine  own  fake. 

Mir.  I'll  intreat  it,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  then  'tis  granted  for  your  fake.    Old  K. 
Come,  come, 
Down  with  all  Weapons  now,  'tis  Mufick  time. 
So  it  be  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  Rate ; 
Some  have  receiv'd  the  Knocks,  fome  giv'n  the  Hits, 
And  all  concludes  in  Love ;  there's  happy  Wits. 

\_Exeunt. 


Thrs  Play  concluding  that  Part  of  the  Work,  the  Care  and  Con- 
duft  of  which  fell  to  my  Share,  I  fliall  here  take  my  leave  cf  the  learned 
and  candid  Reader,  and  at  the  lame  time  alTure  him,  that  thepleafure 
of  having  finiftied  my  Labour,  far  exceeds  what  I  received  in  the  Pro- 
grefs  of  the  Work,  a  Thing  I  imagine  very  common  to  all  Editors  : 
This  is  my  firft  Effay  in  Criticifm,  and  its  good  or  ill  Succefs  will 
either  encourage  me  in,  or  deter  me  from,  profecuting  an  Edition  of 
Spenfer,  toward  which  I  have  thefe  fevera!  Years  been  collcfting 
Materials.  And  as  I  wifli  to  fee  a  good  Edition  of  that  fine  Poet,  fo 
I  would  invite  all  the  Learned  and  Ingenious  Part  of  the  World  to 
contribute  their  Afiiftance  toward  the  efFeding  of  ir.  For  I  am  f  er^ 
foaded,  that  Spen/er  will  make  a  Figure  no  way  inferior  to  the  beft 
Greek  or  Roman  Writers,  when  publilhed  like  them.  Cum  Notis 
farioruitt. 

y .  Sympfon, 

E  P  I- 


E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E; 

At  the  Reviving  of  this  PLAY. 

WE  need  not  tell  you.  Gallants,  that  this  Night 
The  IVits  have  jump,  or  that  the  Scenes  hit  right 
^twould  he  hut  Lahour  loft  for  to  excufe 
IVbat  FJetcher  had  to  do  in  \  his  hrisk  Mufe 
Wasfo  Mercurial,  that  if  he  hut  writ 
An  Aol,  or  two,  the  whole  Play  rofe  up  Wit, 
WeHl  not  appal  unto  thofe  Gentlemen, 
Judge  by  their  Cloaths,  if  they  fit  right,  nor  whea 
The  Ladies  fmile,  and  with  their  Fans  delight 
To  whisk  a  Clinch  afide,  then  all  goes  right ; 
^Twas  well  received  before,  and  we  dare  fay, 
T'ou  now  are  wekone  to  ?io  vulgar  Play, 


THE! 


N^ 


THE 


FAIR    MAID 


O  F    T  H  E 


I      N      N. 


T  R  A  G  I-C  O  M  E  D  Y. 


PRO  LO  G  U  E. 

PLnys  have  their  Fates,  not  as  in  their  true  Senft 
Ihefre  underfiood,  but  as  the  Influence 
Of  idle  Cujlom  madly  ivorks  upon 
^he  Droji  of  many-tongu' d  Opinion. 
A  iiucrthy  Story,  hcwfoever  writy 
For  Language,  modejl  Mirth,  Conceit  or  tVit^ 
Meets  oftentimes  with  the  fweet  Commendation 
Of  hangU,  'tis  fcurvy  ',  when  for  Approbation 
A  Jigg  fhall  be  clapt  at,  and  every  Rh'wie 
Praised  and  applauded  by  a  clamorous  Chime, 
Let  Igjtorance  and  Laughter  dwell  together^ 
They  are  beneath  the  Mufes  Pity.     Hither 
Come  nobler  Judgments,  and  to  thofe  the  Strain 
Of  our  Invention  is  not  bent  in  vain ; 
the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  Hopes  and  Welcofnes,  and  witbal  intends 
In  th*  Entertains  to  which  fje  doth  invite  ye. 
All  things  to  pleafcy  and  fome  things  to  delight  ye. 


^OL.  IX,  Y  BR  A- 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS, 


MEN. 

DUKE  of  Florence. 
Ccfario,  a  young  Gentleman  of  a  fiery  Nature  ^  Son  tw 
Albertus. 

Albertus,  Father  to  Cefario,  Admiral  of  Florence. 

Baptifta,  a  brave  Sea  Commander,  ancient  Friend  to  Alber- 
tus, and  Father  to  Mentivole  and  Biancha. 

Mentivole,  Son  to  Baptifta,  Lover  of  Clarifla. 

Profpero,  a  noble  Friend  to  Baptifta. 

^wo  Magijlrates  of  Florence. 

Hojl^  the  fuppofed  Father  to  Biancha; 

Forobofco,  a  cheating  Mountebank, 

Clown,  the  MoiintebanlCs  Many  and  Setter. 

'Three  Gentlemen. 

Secretary  to  the  Duke. 

Dancer^     *) 

Taylor,      (   Four  Fools  and  Knaves,  iiuho  pretend  Love  /# 

Muletteer,T       Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

Pedant,      j 

Sailors. 


WOMEN. 

Mariana,  Wife  to  Albertus,  a  virtuous  Lady. 
Clariffii,  Mariana*^  Daughter,  in  Love  with  Mentivole. 
Juliana,  Neice  to  the  Duke  of  Genoz,  BaptiftaV  fecond  IVifi 
Biancha,  the  fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  beloved  of  Ce^nrio^  and 

Daughter  to  Baptifta  ^«J  Juliana. 
IJoflefs,  the  fuppofed  Mother  of  Biaincha. 

SCENE     FLORENCE. 


'e. 


THE 


THE 

FairMaid  of  the  Inn. 


ACT    I.      SCENE     I. 

"Ejiter  Cefario,  and  ClarifTa. 

C   Z   S  A  R    I    O. 

Nterpret  not,  Clarijfa^  my  true  zeal 

In  giving  you  counfel,  to  tranfcend  the  Bounds 

That  fhould  confine  a  Brother  j  (i)  'tis  your 

Honour, 
And  Peace  of  Mrnd  (which  Honour  loft,  will 
leave  you) 
I  labour  to  preferve  ;  and  though  you  yet  are 
Pure  and  untainted,  and  refolve  to  be  io. 
Having  a  Father's  Eye,  and  Mother's  Care 
In  aJI  your  Ways  to  keep  you  fair  and  upright. 
In  which  refpcfts  my  beft  Advices  muft 
Appear  fuperfluous  j  yet  fince  Love,  dear  Sifter, 
Will  fometimes  tender  things  unnecefl[ary, 


(' 


"'tis your  Honour ^ 


And  Peace  of  Mind  {ivhich  Honour  laft,  nvill  leave  you) 

I  labour  to  prefer've  ; ]  Thus  all  the  Editions  calling  Pea^f 

tf  Mind  an  Honour,  and  the  laji  that  lea^ve  us.  I  need  not  infill  upon 
the  StifFnefs  of  fuch  a  Sentiment,  fince  the  Moment  the  true  Reading 
occurs  by  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter  it  is  felf-evident  :  Honour 
being  loji,  Peace  of  Mind  would  leave  her, 

Y  2  Mifconr 
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Mifconftrue  not  my  Purpofe. 

Cla.  Sir,  I  dare  not : 
But  ftill  receive  it  as  a  large  Addition, 
To  th*  much  that  I  already  ftand  ingag*d  for. 
Yet  pardon  me,  though  I  profefs,  upon 
A  true  Examination  of  myfeif. 
Even  to  my  private  Thoughts,  I  cannot  find 
(Having  fuch  ftrong  Supporters  to  uphold  me) 
On  what  flight  Ground  the  lead  Doubt  can  be  rais*d. 
To  render  it  fufpedled  I  can  fall. 
Or  from  my  Fame  or  Virtue, 

Cefa.  Far  bc:*t  from  me, 
To  nourifli  frch  a  Thought  4  and  yet  excufe  me. 
As  you  would  do  a  Lapidary,  whofe  whole  Fortunes 
Depend  upon  the  fafety  of  one  Jewel, 
If  he  think  no  Cafe  precious  enough 
To  keep  it  in  full  Luftre,  nor  no  Locks, 
Though  lending  ftrength  to  Iron  Doors,  fufficient 
To  guard  it,  and  fecure  him  ;  you  to  me  are 
A  Gem  of  more  efteem,  and  prized  higher 
Than  Ufurers  do  their  Muck,  or  great  Men  Title, 
And  any  Flaw  (which  Heav'n  avert)  in  you, 
(Whofe  Reputation  like  a  Diamond  ■ 

Cut  newly  from  the  Rock,  Women  with  Envy, 
And  Men  with  covetous  Defires  look  up  at) 
By  prying  Eyes  difcovered,  in  a  Moment, 
Would  render  what  the  Braveries  of  Florence,  '  '  ' 

For  want  of  Counterpoife,  forbear  to  cheapen. 
Of  little  or  no  Value. 

Cla.  I  fee.  Brother, 
The  Mark  you  (hoot  at,  and  much  thank  your  Love ; 
But  for  my  Virgin  Jewel  which  is  brought 
In  Comparifon  with  your  Diamond,  reft  aflur'd 
It  fliall  not  fall  in  fuch  a  Workman's  Hands 
Whofe  Ignorance  or  Malice  fhall  have  power 
To  call  one  Cloud  upon  it,  but  ftill  keep 
Her  native  Splendor. 

Cefii.  'Tis  well,  I  commend  you  ; 
And  ftudy  your  Advancement  with  that  care 

As 
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As  I  would  do  a  Sifter's,  (2)  whom  I  love 
With  more  than  common  Ardor, 

Cla.  That  from  me, 
I  hope's  returned  to  you. 

Ceja.  I  do  confefs  it. 
Yet  let  me  tell  you,  (but  ftill  with  that  Lo/e 
I  wifh  t'encreafe  between  us)  that  you  are 
Obferv'd,  againft  the  Gravity  long  maintain'd 
In  Italy  (where  to  fee  a  Maid  unmafquM 
Is  held  a  Blemifh)  to  be  over-frequent 
In  giving  or  receiving  Vifits. 

Cla.  How  ? 

Cefa.  Whereas  the  Cuftom*s  here  to  wooe  by  PIdjre, 
And  never  fee  the  Subftance.     You  are  fair. 
And  Beauty  draws  Temptations  on  ;  you  know  it, 
I  would  not  live  to  fee  a  willing  Grant 
From  you,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  Birth, 
Feature  or  Fortune  ;  yet  there  have  been  Ladies 
Of  Rank,  Proportion,  and  of  Means  beyond  yoj, 
That  have  prov*d  this  no  Miracle. 

Cla.  One  unworthy  ? 
Why,  pray  you  gentle  Brother,  who  are  they 
That  I  vouchfafe  thefe  Bounties  to  ?  I  hope, 
In  your  ftrid  Criticifm  of  me,  and  my  Manners, 
That  you  will  not  deny  they  are  your  Equals. 

Cefa.  Angry  ? 

Cla.  I've  reafon,  but  in  cold  Blood  tell  me. 
Had  we  not  one  Father  ? 

Cefa.  Yes,  and  Mother  too. 

Cla.  And  he  a  Soldier. 

Cefa.  True. 

Cla.  If  I  then  borrow 
A  little  of  the  Boidnefs  of  his  Temper,  ' 
Imparting  it  to  fuch  as  may  deferve  it  i   ^ 

(  2 )    ■  nuhom  I  lo've 

With  more  than  common  Order.]  Here  a  very  grof*  Miftakc 
has  run  through  all  the  Editions  ;  buc  here  too  it  has  kept  I'o  ne.ir  the 
Letters  of  the  Original,  that  the  Moment  the  falfe  Reading  is  obferved, 
the  true  one  will  readily  occur.  After  writing  this,  I  found  the  fame 
Correftion  in  Mr.  JheobaltPi  Margin. 

Y  3  (Howe'ei' 
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(Howe'er  indulgent  to  yourfelves,  you  Brothers 

Allow  no  part  of  Freedom  to  your  Sifters^ 

1  hope  'twill  not  pafs  for  a  Crime  in  me. 

To  grant  Accefs  and  Speech  to  noble  Suitors ;  - 

And  you  efcape  for  innocent,  that  defcend 

T'  a  Thing  fo  far  beneath  you  ?  Are  you  touch'd  ? 

Why  did  you  think  that  you  had  Giges*  Ring, 

Or  th*  Herb  that  gives  Invifibility  ? 

Or  that  Biancha*s  Name  had  ne'er  been  mention'd  i 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  grand  OJteriat  Brother  ? 
Cefa,  No  more. 

Cla.  A  little.  Brother.     Your  Night-walks, 
And  offer'd  Prefents ;  which  coy  fhe,  contemn'd. 
Your  Combats  in  Difguifes  with  your  Rivals, 
Brave  Muletiers,  Scullions  perfum'd  with  Greafe, 
(3)  Such  as  cry  Meat  for  Cats,  muft  be  remembreel . 
And  all  this  Pother  for  a  common  Trull, 
A  tempting  Sign,  and  curioufly  fet  forth. 
To  draw  in  riotous  Guefts,  a  thing  expos'd 
To  every  Ruffian's  rude  Aflault ;  and  fubjed. 
For  a  poor  Salary,  to  a  rich  Man's  Luft, 
Though  made  up  of  Difeafes. 
Cefa,  Will  you  end  yet  ? 
Cla.  And  this  a  Miftrefs  for  Jlheriui*  Son, 
One  that  I  iTiould  call  Sifter  ? 

Cefa.     Part  not  with 
Your  Modefty  in  this  violent  Heat  •,  the  Truth  is, 
(For  you  Ihall  be  myConfeflbr)  I  love  her. 
But  virtuoufly  ;  Report  that  gives  her  out 
Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  (he  is  chafte, 
Detradls  much  from  her :  for  indeed  Ihe  is. 
Though  of  a  low  Condition,  composed 
Of  all  thofe  Graces,  Dames  of  higheft  Birth, 
Though  rich  in  Nature's  Bounties,  {hould  be  proud  of  1 
But  leave  her,  and  to  you  my  neareft  Care, 

(  3  )  AnA/tich  as  want  Meat  for  Cats ]     This  fcem'd  obfcure, 

but  is  cleared  up  by  the  old  Folio,  who  for  nuant  reads  cry;  but  the 
conjunftive  Particle  at  the  Beginning  feems  to  hurt  both  Senfe  and 
Meafure,  and  to  have  crept  in  from  the  Line  below  i  for  Scullions  are 
the  proper  Perfons  to  fell  Cats  and  Dogs  Meat. 

My 
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My  deareft  beft  Clarijfa.     Do  not  think 

(For  then  you  wrong  me)  1  wi/h  you  fhould  Wvt 

A  barren  Virgin  Life  ;  I  rather  aim  at 

A  noble  Husband,  that  may  make  you  Mother 

Of  many  Children,  one  that  when  I  know  him 

Worth  your  Embraces,  I  may  ferve,  and  fue  to  : 

And  therefore  fcorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 

That  Man,  that  happy  Man,  you  plcafe  to  favour. 

Cla.  I  ever  purpos'd  it,  for  I  will  like 
With  your  Allowance. 

Cefa.   As  a  Pawn  of  this. 
Receive  this  Ring,  but  e'er  you  part  with  it 
On  any  terms,  be  certain  of  your  Choice  i 
And  make  it  known  to  me. 

Enter  Servants  with  Lights,  Alberto,  B.iptifla, 
Mariana,  and  Mentivoie. 

Cla.  You  have  my  Hand  for't. 

Cefa.  Which  were  it  not  my  Sifter's,  I  fliould  kifs, 
With  too  much  hear. 

Cla.  My  Father  and  his  Guefts,  Sir. 

Alher.  Oh  my  old  Friend,  my  try*d  Friend,  my  Baptijla  : 
Thefe  Days  of  Reft  and  Feafting  fuit  not  with 
Our  tougher  Natures,  thofe  were  golden  ones, 
Which  were  enjoy'd  at  Sea  ;  that's  our  true  Mother  : 
The  Land's  to  us  a  Step-dame  :  There  we  fought 
Honour  and  Wealth  through  Dangers  -,  yet  thofe  Dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  Rewards,  though  great  ones, 
And  worth  the  Undertakers  :  Here  we  ftudy 
The  Kitchen  Arts,  to  fharpen  Appetite, 
Dull'd  with  Abundance  ;  and  difpute  with  Heav'n, 
(4)  If  that  the  ieaft  Puff  of  the  rough  North-wind 
Blaft  our  Vine's  Burthen,  rendring  to  our  Palats 
The  charming  Juice  lefs  plcafing;  whereas  there 

(4)   If  that  the  leafi  puff  rf  the  rough  Nortfj-'wind 
Blaj}  our  time's  Burthen,   rendring  to  our  P (flats 

The  charming  Juice  lefs  fieafmg  ; ]     The  fine  Sentiment 

of  the  Poers  here  is  corrupted  into  ablolute  Darkntfs.  What  is  our 
time's  Burthen  ?  If  Jge,'  what  Connexion  has  it  with  w  hat  follows  P 
Fine's  Burthen^  or  the  Grape,  is  undoubtedly  tiie  true  Reading,  aad 
I  believe  will  be  thought  iicii-evident  by  every  K.eader. 

Y  4  U 


\ 
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If  we  had  Bisket,  powder'd  Flefli,  frefli  Water, 
We  thought  them  Perfic.n  Dtrlicates  •,  and  /or  Mufick 
If  a  (Irong  Gale  but  made  the  Main  Yard  crack, 
We  danc'd  to  the  loud  Minftrel. 

Ea]^t.  And  fear'd  Itfs, 
(So  far  we  were  in  love  with  noble  Aflion) 
A  Tempeft  than  a  Calm. 

A'.ber.  'Tis  true,  Baptijla  ; 
There,  there,  from  mutual  Aids  lent  to  each  other. 
And  virtuous  Emulation  to  exceed 
In  manly  daring,  the  true  School  of  Frienddiip, 
We  learnt  thofe  Principles,   which  confirm'd  us  Friends 
Never  to  be  forgot. 

Bapt.  Never,  I  hope, 

Alber.  W  were  married  there ;  for  Bells,  the  roaring 
Cannon, 
Aloud  proclaim'd  it  lawful,  and  a  Prize 
Then  newly  ta'en,  and  equally  divided, 
Serv'd  as  a  Dowry  t'  you,  then  ftil'd  my  Wife  j 
And  did  enable  me  to  be  a  Husband, 
Fit  to  encounter  fo  much  Wealth,  though  got 
Vv'ith  Blood  and  Horror. 

Mar.  Iffogot,  'tis  fit,  Sir, 
Now  you  pofTels  it,  that  you  fhould  enjoy  it 
In  peace  and  quiet -,  I,  your  Son,  and  Daughter, 
That  reap  the  Harveft  of  your  Winters  Labour, 
Though  Debtors  for  it,  yet  have  often  trembled, 
When  in  way  of  Difcourfe,  you  have  related 
How  you  came  by  it. 

Alher,  Tremibled  ?  Hov/  the  Softnefs 
Of  your  Sex  may  excufe  you,  I'll  not  argue. 
But  to  the  World,  howe'er  I  hold  thee  noble, 
I  fliould  proclaim  this  Boy  fome  Coward's  Ballard, 
And  not  the  Image  o^  Alhe?-iU5*  Youth, 
If  when  fome  wifh'd  Occafion  calls  him  forth 
To  a  brave  Trial,  one  weak  Artery 
Oi  his  fhould  Ihow  a  Fever,  though  grim  Death 
Put  on  a  thoufand  dreadful  Shapes  to  fright  hirq  ; 
Tiie  Elements,  the  Sea,  and  all  the  Winds 
\Ye  number  on  our  Compafs,  then  confpiri  ig 

To 
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To  make  the  Scene  more  ghaftly  ;  I  muft  have  thee. 
Sirrah,  I  muft,  if  once  you  grapple  with 
An  Enemy's  Ship,  to  board  her,  though  you  fee 
The  defperate  Gunner  ready  to  give  fire. 
And  blow  the  Deck  up,  or  like  CcEfar'*^  Soldier 
Thy  Hands  like  his  cut  off,  hang  by  the  Teeth, 
And  die  undaunted. 

Mar.  I  even  die  to  hear  you  : 
My  Son,  my  lov'd  Cefario  run  fuch  Hazards  ? 
Blefs'd  Saints  forbid  it  ;  you  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  Family,  that  rude  way  j 
I'll  keep  him  fafeat  home,  and  train  him  up 
A  compleat  Courtier :  May  I  live  to  fee  him. 
By  fweet  Difcourfe,  and  gracious  Demeanor, 
Win,  and  bring  home  a  tair  Wife,  and  a  rich  ; 
*Tis  all  I  reft  ambitious  of, 

Alher.  A  Wife! 
As  if  there  were  a  Courfe  to  purchafe  one 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  Adtion  ? 
Or  any  Interceflbrs  move  fo  far. 
To  take  a  Miftrefs  of  a  noble  Spirit, 
As  the  true  Fame  of  glorious  Victories, 
Atchiev'd  by  Sweat  and  Blood !  Oh  the  brave  Dames 
Of  warlike  Genoua !  they  had  Eyes  to  fee 
The  inward  Man,  and  only  from  his  Worth, 
Courage,  and  Conquefts,  the  blind  Archer  knew 
To  head  his  Shafts,  or  light  his  quenched  Torch  ; 
They  were  Proof  againft  them  elfe  ;  no  Carpet  Knight 
That  fpent  his  Youth  in  Groves,  or  plcafant  Bowers, 
Or  ftretching  on  a  Couch  his  lazy  Limbs, 
Sung  to  his  Lute  fuch  foft  and  melting  Notes, 
As  OtvV,  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew, 
Could  work  on  them,  nor  once  bewitch'd  their  Senfe ; 
Though  he  came  fo  perfum'd  as  he  had  robb'd 
Seb<ea,  or  Arabia,  of  their  Wealth, 
And  ilor'd  it  in  one  Suit  :  I  ftill  remember. 
And  ftill  remember  it  with  Joy,  Bapiifia, 
When  from  the  Refcue  of  the  Genoua  Fleet, 
Almoft  furpriz'd  by  the  Venetian  Gallies, 
Thou  didft  return,  and  wert  receiv*d  in  Triumph, 

How 
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How  lovely  in  thy  honourM  Wounds  and  Scars 

Thou  didft  appear,  what  Worlds  of  amorous  Glances 

The  Beauties  of  the  City,  where  they  flood, 

Fix'd  like  fo  many  of  the  faireft  Stars, 

Shot  from  their  Windows  at  thee  ?  How  it  fir'd 

Their  Bloods  to  fee  (5)  the  Enemies  Captive  Streamers 

Born  through  the  Streets  ?  nor  could  chafte  Julianay 

The  Duke*s  fair  Neice,  though  guarded  with  her  Greatnefs, 

Refift  this  gallant  Charge,  but  laying  by 

Difparity  of  Fortune  from  the  Objedl, 

Yielded  herfelf  thy  Prifoner. 

Bap.  Pray  chufe  fome  other  Theme. 

Mar.  Can  there  be  one  more  pleafing  ? 

Bap.  That  Triumph  drew  on  me  a  greater  Torture, 
And  'tis  in  the  Remembrance  little  lefs 
Than  ever  Captive  fuffer*d. 

Mar.  How  ?  to  gain  the  Favour  of  fo  great  a  Lady  ? 

Bap.  (6)  Yes,  fince  it  prov*d  fo  fatal ;   t'have  been 
happy.  Madam, 
Adds  to  Calamity,  and  the  heavy  Lofs 
Of  her  I  durft  not  hope  for,  once  enjoy'd, 
Turns  what  you  think  a  Blefling  to  a  Curie, 
Which  Grief  would  have  forgotten.     Alber.  I  am  forry 
I  touchM  upon  it.     Mar.  I  burn  rather,  Sir, 
With  a  Defire  to  hear  the  Story  of 
Your  Loves,  and  lliall  receive  it  as  a  Favour, 
Which  you  may  grant. 

Bap.  You  muft  not  be  deny'd, 
Yet  with  all  Brevity  I  muft  report  ft ; 
*ris  true,  fair  Juliana,  (Genoua'i  Pride) 
Enamour'd  of  my  Actions,  lik'd  my  Pcrfon  ; 
Nor  could  I  but  with  Joy  meet  her  Affedion ; 
Since  it  was  lawful ;  for  my  firft  Wife  dead, 

(  5  )  -'■  '         the  Enemies  Captive  Streams 

Born  through  the  Streets  ? ]     Streams  for  Streamers,  has 

run  through  all  the  Editions,  the'  the  Corruprion  was  fo  extremely 
obvious.     Mr.  Theobald  agreed  with  me  in  the  Correftion. 

(6)  Yes,  fince  it  proni'd  fatal  \—'—'\  The  Particle  inferted  in  the 
Text  improving  both  Senfe  and  Mealure  was  moft  probably  in  the 
Original. 

"W*  were 
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W  were  clofely  marry'd,  and  for  fome  few  Months 

Tailed  the  Fruits  oft  ;  but  malicious  Fate, 

Envying  our  too  much  Happinefs,  wrought  upon 

A  faithlefs  Servant,  privy  to  our  Plot, 

And  Cabinet  Counfellor  to  Juliana^ 

Who  either  for  Hope,  or  Reward,  or  Fear, 

Difcover'd  us  to  the  incenfed  Duke  : 

Whofe  Rage  made  her  clofe  Prifoner,  and  pronounc*^i 

On  me  perpetual  Banifliment :  Some  three  Years 

I  wandcr'd  on  the  Seas,  fince  entertain'd 

By  the  great  Duke  of  Florence  \  but  what  Fate 

Attended  her,  or  Profpcro  my  Friend, 

That  (laid  at  Genoua^  to  expert  the  Ifllie, 

Is  yet  uncertain. 

EtJler  a  Gentleman, 

jilher.  From  the  Duke. 

Bap.  He's  welcome. 
To  end  my  forc'd  Relation,  jilber.  Signior  Baplijfa^ 
The  Great  Duke's  Will  commands  your  prefent  Care. 

Geni.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you. 

Bap.  I  wait  it. 

yllber.  In  Mariana,  to  your  Reft.- 

Bap.  Nay  leave  us. 
We  muft  be  private. 

Mar.  Stay  not  long,  Cefario. 

\_Exeuni.     Manent  Cefario,  Mentivolti 

Ment.  So,  thefe  old  Men  being  vanifh'd,  'tis  allow'd 
That  we  may  fpeak ;  and  howfoe*er  they  take 
Delight  in  the  Difcourfe  of  former  Dangers, 
It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a  little 
Of  prefent  Pleafures. 

Cefa.  Which  if  well  employ'd. 
Will  not  alone  continue,  but  increafc 
In  us  their  Friendfhip. 

Ment.  How  fhall  we  fpend  the  Night  ? 
To  fnore  it  out  like  drunken  Dutchmen,  would 
Sort  ill  with  us  Italians.    We  are  made 
Of  other  Metal,  fiery,  quick,  and  a(tlive  ; 
Shall  we  take  our  Fortune  ?   and  while  our  cold  Fathers 

(In 
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(In  whom  long  fince  their  youthful  Heats  were  dead) 
Talk  much  of  Mars^  ferve  under  Fenus  Enfigns, 
And  fcek  a  Miftrefs  ? 

Cefa.  That's  a  Game,  dear  Friend, 
That  does  admit  no  Rival  in  chafe  of  It. 
And  either  to  be  undertook  alone. 
Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

Msnt.  I'll  not  prefs  you ; 
What  other  Sports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  following  Morning  ? 

Cefa.  Any  that  may  become  us. 

Ment.  Is  the  Neapolitan  Horfe  the  Viceroy  fent  you, 
In  a  fit  Plight  to  run  ? 

Cefa.  So  my  Groom  tells  me. 
I  can  boaft  little  of  my  Horfemanfhip  ; 
Yet  upon  his  Aflurance,  I  dare  wager 
A  thoufand  Crowns,  *gainft  any  Horfe  in  Florence^ 
For'ii  eight  Mile  Courfe. 

Ment,  I  would  not  win  of  you. 
In  refpefl  you  are  impatient  of  Lofs : 
Elfe  I  durft  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  Sum.     Cefa.  You  do  well  to  excufe  it. 
Being  certain  to  be  beaten.     Ment.  Tulh,  you  know 
The  contrary. 

Cefa.  To  end  the  Con  trover  fy 
Put  it  to  Trial,  by  my  Life  I'll  meet  you 

Enter  Clarilfa. 

With  the  next  rifing  Sun. 

Ment.  A  Match.     But  here 
Appears  a  Cynthia^  that  fcorns  to  borrow 
A  Beam  of  Light  from  the  great  Eye  of  Heav'n, 
She  being  herfelf  all  Brightnefs  j  how  I  envy 
Thofe  amorous  Smiles,  thofe  KifTes,  but  fure  chafte  ones. 
Which  fhe  vouchfafes  her  Brother  ? 

Cla.  You  are  wanton : 
Pray  you  think  me  not  Biaficha,  leave  I  pray  you  ; 
My  Mother  will  not  fleep  before  fhe  fee  you. 
And  fmce  you  know  her  Tendernefs,  nay  Fondnefs, 
In  every  Circumftance  that  concerns  your  Safety, 

You 
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You  are  not  equal  to  her.  Cefa,  I  muft  leave  you. 
But  will  not  fail  to  meet  you. 

Ment.  Soft  Sleeps  to  you. 

(7)  Mar.  \JVithinr\  Cefario, 

Cla.  You're  call*d  again, 

Cefa.  Some  Sons 
Complain  of  too  much  Rigour  in  their  Mothers ; 
1  of  too  much  Indulgence  ;  you  will  follow [Exit. 

Cla.  You  are  her  firft  Care,  therefore  lead  the  Way, 

Ment.  She  (lays ;  blefl:  Opportunity,  fhe  ftays 
As  fhe  invited  Conference,  flie  was  ever 
Noble  and  free ;  but  thus  to  tempt  my  Frailty, 
Argues  a  yielding  in  her  ;  or  Contempt 
Of  all  that  I  dare  offer  ;  (land  I  now 
Confulting  ?  No,  1*11  put  it  home.  Cla.  Who  waits  there  ? 
More  Lights.  Aicnt.  You  need  them  not,  they're  as  ufclefs 
As  at  Noon-day  ;  can  there  be  Darknefs,  where 
Nature,  then  wifely  liberal,  vouchfaf'd 
To  lend  two  Suns  ? 

Cla.  JJyperboks. 

Ment.  No,  Truths  : 
Truths,  beauteous  Virgin,  fo  my  Love-fick  Heart 
Allures  me,  and  my  Underftanding  tells  me 
I  muft  approach  them  wifely  i  (hould  I  ralhly 
Prefsncar  their  fcorching  Beams,  they  would  confume  me : 
And  on  the  contrary,  fhould  your  Difdain 
Keep  me  at  too  much  Diftance,  and  I  wane 
Their  comfortable  Heat,  the  Froft  of  Death 
Would  feize  on  all  my  Faculties. 

Cla.  Pray  you  paufc,  Sir. 
This  Vehemency  of  Difcourfe  muft  elfe  needs  tire  you. 
Thefe  gay  Words  take  not  me,  'tis  fimplc  Faith, 
Honeft  Integrity  and  lawful  Flames 
1  am  delighted  with. 

Ment.  Such  I  bring  with  me. 
And  therefore.  Lady— — — 

Cla.  But  that  you  took  me  off 
E*er  1  came  to  a  period  j  I  had  added 

(7)  JVitbin,  Mariana^  Cefario^     Former  Editions 
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A  long  Experience  muft  be  rcquir'd 

Both  of  his  Faith  and  Trufl,  with  whom  a  Virgin 

Trafficks  for,  what  is  dcarefl  in  this  Life, 

Her  Liberty  and  Honour  •,  I  confefs 

I  oft  have  view'd  you  with  an  Eye  of  Favour, 

And  with  your  generous  Parts  the  many  tenders 

Of  doing  me  all  fair  Offices,  have  won 

A  good  Opinion  from  me.     Meni.  Oh  fpeak  ever, 

I  never  heard  fuch  Mufick.     Cla.  A  plain  Tune,  Sir, 

But  'tis  a  hearty  one  •,  when  I  perceive, 

By  evident  Proofs,  your  Aims  are  truly  noble, 

And  that  you  bring  the  Engines  of  fair  Love, 

Not  of  foul  Luft,  to  fhake  and  undermine 

My  Maiden  Fortrefs :  I  may  then  make  good 

What  now  I  dare  not  promife. 

Ment.  You  already, 
In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  Deferving?, 
Have  been  magnificent,  and  *twill  appear 
A  frontlefs  Impudence  to  ask  beyond  this ; 
Yet  qualify,  though  not  excufe  my  Error, 
Though  now  I  am  ambitious  to  defire 
A  Confirmation  of  it.     Cla.  So  it  wrong  not 
My  Modefty  to  grant  it.     Mer]i.  'Tis  far  from  mc, 
1  only  am  a  Suitor,  you  would  grace  me 
With  fome  Toy,  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it. 
To  warrant  to  the  World  that  I  ufurp  not. 
When  I  prefume  to  ftile  myfelf  your  Servant, 
A  Ribbon  from  your  Shoe. 

Cla.  You  are  too  humble, 
ril  think  upon*t ;  and  fomething  of  more  Value 
Shall  witnefs  how  I  prize  you  ;  it  grows  late, 
rjl  bring  you  to  the  Door. 

Ment.  You  ft  ill  more  bind  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke  of  Florence,  Alberto,  Baptifta,  Magif- 
trates  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  You  find,  by  this  afTur'd  Intelligence, 
The  Preparation  of  the  Turk*s  againft  us. 
We've  met  him  oft  and  beat  him  j  now  to  fear  him 
Would  argue  want  of  Courage,  and  I  hold  i( 
A  iafcr  Policy  for  us  and  our  Signioriej, 

T# 
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To  charge  him  in  his  Paflage  o*cr  the  5ea, 
Than  to  exped  him  here. 

Alber.  May  it  pleafc  your  Highnefs, 
Since  you  vouchfafe  to  think  me  worthy  of 
This  great  Imployment,  if  I  may  dehver 
My  Judgment  freely,  *tis  not  Flattery 
Though  1  fay  (  8^  my  Opinion  waits  on  yours. 
Nor  would  1  give  my   Suffrage  and  Confent 
To  what  you  have  propos*d,  but  that  I  know  it 
Worth  the  great  Speaker,  though  that  the  denial 
Call'd  on  your  heavy  Anger.     For  myfelf 
I  do  profefs  thus  much,  if  a  Wunt  Soldier 
May  borrow  fo  much  from  the  oyl'd  tongu'd  Courtier, 
(That  echoes  whatfoe'er  the  Prince  allows  of) 
All  that  my  long  Experience  hath  taught  me. 
That  have  fpent  three  parts  of  my  Life  at  Sea, 
(Let  it  nottafte  of  Arrogance  that  I  fay  it) 
Could  not  have  added  Reafons  of  more  Weight 
To  fortify  your  Affe<5lions,  than  fuch- 
As  your  Grace  out  of  Obfervation  meerly 
Already  have  propounded.     Bap.  With  the  Honour 
To  give  the  daring  Enemy  an  Affront 
In  being  the  firft  Oppofer,  it  will  teach 
Your  Soldiers  boldnels  i  and  ftrike  fear  in  them 
That  durft  attempt  you. 

I  Magi.  Vi6tuals  and  Ammunition, 
And  Mony  too,  the  Sinews  of  the  War, 
Are  (lor'd  up  in  the  Magazine.    2  Magi.  And  the  Gallicft 
New  rigg'd  and  train'd  up,  and  at  two  Days  warning 
Fit  for  the  Service.     Duke.  We  commend  your  Care, 
Nor  will  we  e'er  be  wanting  in  our  Counfels, 
As  we  doubt  not  your  Adion  ;  you  Bapijla 
Shall  (lay  with  us  ;  that  Merchant  is  not  wife. 
That  ventures  his  whole  Fortunes  in  one  Bottom. 
(9)  Alberto  be  our  Admiral  ;  fpare  your  Thanks, 

(8)  my  Opinion  n^aits  on  you,  ]     The  fmall  Charge  of  ytu 

ioyours  takes  all  Oblcurity  from  this  Exprefiion. 

(9)  Albcr.  Be  our  Admiral, —  ]  The  Continuation  ©f  the  Duke's 
Speech  is  thus  abfurdly  broke  in  all  the  former  Editions.  The  Corrcaion 
is  extremely  o.bviouf,  and  Air.  Thethald  had  correfted  it  before  me. 

'Ti» 
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'Tis  Merit  in  you  that  invites  this  Honour, 
Prefer ve  it  fuch ;  e'er  Jong  you  fhall  hear  more, 
Things  raflily  undertaken  end  as  '\\\^ 
But  great  Ads  thrive  when  Reafon  guides  the  Will. 

\_Exeunt. 
Enter  three  Gentlemen, 

1  Gent.  No  Queftion  'twas  not  well  done  in  Cefano, 
To  crofs  the  Horie  of  young  Mentivole 

In  the  midft  of  this  Courfe. 

2  Gent.  That  was  not  all, 
Th'  fwitching  him  duli'd  him. 

3  Gent.  Would  that  both  the  Jades 

Had  broke  their  Necks,  when  they  firfl:  ftarted  :    'flight, 
We  Hand  here  prating,  give  them  leave  to  whifper, 
And  when  they  have  cut  one  anothers  Throats 

Enter  Mentivole  and  Cefario. 

Make  in  to  part  'em. 

2  Gent.  There  is  no  fuch  Hazard, 
Their  Father's  Friendfliip  and  their  Love  forbid  it  5 
See  where  they  come. 

I  Gent.  With  Fury  in  their  Looks. 

Ment.  You  have  the  Wager,  with  what  foul  play  go€ 
I'll  not  difpute. 

Cefa.  Foul  Play  ? 

Ment.  I  cannot  fpeak  it 
In  a  fairer  Language,  and  if  fome  Refpeds 
Familiar  to  myfelf  chain'd  not  my  Tongue, 
I  Ihould  fay  more.     I  fhould,  but  I'll  fit  down 
With  this  Difgrace ;  howe'er  prefs  me  no  farther. 
For  if  once  more  provok'd,  you'll  underftand 
I  dare  no  more  fuffer  an  Injury, 
Than  I  dare  do  one. 

Cefa.  Why,  Sir,  are  you  injur'd 
In  that  I  take  my  Right,  which  I  would  force, 
Should  you  detain  it  ^ 

Ment.  Put  it  to  Judgment. 

Cefa.  No ;  my  Will  in  this  fliall  carry  it. 

Ment,  Your  Will  ?  Nay,  farewel  Sofnefs  then. 

3  Gent. 
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3  Qent.  This  I  forefaw.  {T^hey  fuddenly  draw, 

2  Gent.  Hold,  hold. 
Cefa.  I'm  hurt. 

1  Gent.  Shift  for  yourfelf,  'tis  Death. 

Ment.  As  you  refpe^l  me,  bear  him  off  with  Care, 
If  he  mifcarry,  fince  he  did  the  Wrong, 
I'll  (land  the  (hock  oft. 

2  Gent.  Gently,  he  will  faint  el(e 

\_Exeunt  Gentlemen  ivitb  Cefario. 

Ment.  And  fpeedily,  I  befcech  you  ;  my  Rage  over. 
That  pour'd  upon  my  Reafon  Clouds  of  Error, 
I  fee  my  Folly,  and  at  what  dear  Lofs 
I  have  exchang'd  a  real  Innocence, 
To  gain  a  meer  fantaftical  Report, 
Tranfported  only  by  vain  popular  Wind, 
To  be  a  daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  Man. 

Enter  Baptifta. 
But  could  I  fatisfy  myfelf  within  here, 
How  fhould  I  bear  my  Father's  Frowns  ?  They  meet  me, 
My  Guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

Bapt.  Sirrah. 

Ment.  Sir. 

Bapt.  I've  met  the  Trophies  of  your  ruffian  Sword  : 
"Was  there  no  other  Anvil  to  make  trial 
How  far  thou  durft  be  wicked,  but  the  Bofom 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  Name 
Of  Friendfhip  thou  haft  murder'd  ? 

Ment.  Murder'd,  Sir? 
My  Dreams  abhor  fo  bafe  a  Fad ;  true  Valour, 
Imploy'd  to  keep  my  Reputation  fair. 
From  the  auftereft  Judge,  can  never  merit 
T*  be  branded  with  that  Title  •,  you  begot  me 
A  Man,  no  Coward  ,  and  but  call  yoar  Youth 
To  Memory,  when  injur'd,  you  could  never 
Boaft  of  the  Afles  Fortitude,  Slave-like  Patience  : 
And  you  might  juftly  doubt  I  were  your  Son, 
If  I  fhould  entertain  it  •,  if  Cefario 
Recover,  as  I  hope  his  Wound's  not  mortal, 
A  fecond  Trial  of  what  I  dare  do 
In  a  juft  Caufe,  (hall  give  ftrong  Witnefs  for  me 

Vol.  IX.  Z  \ 
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I  am  the  true  Heir  to  Baptijlah  Courage, 
As  to  his  other  Fortunes. 

Bapt.  Boy,  to  neither: 
But  on  this  ftrid  Condition,  which  Intreatles 
From  Saints,  nay  Angels,  iliall  not  make  me  alter. 
A  Friendfliip  fo  began,  and  fo  continu'd 
Between  me  and  Alberto  my  beft  Friend, 
Your  Brawls  fhall  not  diflblve  •,  it  is  my  Will, 
And  as  I  am  thy  Father,  I  command  thee. 
That  inflantly,  on  any  Terms,  how  poor 
Soe'er,  it  skills  not,  thou  defire  his  Pardon, 
And  bring  Affurance  to  me  he  has  fign*d  it. 
Or  by  my  Father's  Soul  I'll  never  know  thee. 
But  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  ;  perform  it. 
And  fuddenly,  without  reply  ;  I've  faid  it. 

Ment.  And  in  it  given  a  heavier  Sentence  on  mc 
Than  the  mod  cruel  Death  -,  you  are  my  Father, 
And  your  Will  to  be  ferv'd,  and  not  difputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  Son  :  But  Til  obey, 
And  though  my  Heart- firings  crack  for't,  make  it  known^ 
"Wiien  you  command,  my  Faculties  are  your  own. 

[^Extunt, 


A  C  T     IL      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Albertus,  Phyftcian^  and  a  Surgeon, 
Phy.Y  T  AVE  Patience,  noble  Sir  ;   your  Son  Ce/ar{$ 

JLl  .  will 

Recover,  without  Queftion.     Surg.  A  flight  Wound, 
Though't  pierc'd  his  Body,  it  hath  mifs'd  the  Vitals. 

Phy.  My  Life  for't,  he  fhall  take  the  Air  again 
Within  thefe  ten  Days. 

j^lber.  O  but  from  a  Friend,  ' 

T*  receive  this  bloody  Meafure  from  a  Friend ! 
If  that  a  Man  fhould  meet  a  violent  Death, 
In  a  Place  where  he  had  taken  Sanduary, 
Would  it  not  grieve  him  ?  Such  all  Florence  held 
Their  Friend/hip,  and  'tis  that  which  multiplies 
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The  Injury. 

Phy.  Have  Patience,  worthy  Signior. 

Alber.  I  do  protefl-,  as  I  am  Man  and  Soldier^ 
If  I  had  buried  him  in  a  Wave  at  Sea, 
(Loft  in  fomc  honourable  Adion) 
I  would  not  to  the  iakncfs  of  his  Grave 
Have  added  the  leaft  Tear  \  but  thefe  Quarrels^ 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Qarifla. 

Bred  out  of  Game  and  Wine,  I  had  as  Jief 

He  fhould  have  dy'd  of  a  Surfeit.  Mar.  Oh  what  Comfort  ? 

How  is  it  with  our  Son,  Sir .?     Alher.  His  Work- mailers 

Bear  me  in  hand  here,  as  my  Lawyer  does. 

When  I've  a  crack'd  Title,  or  bad  Suit  in  Law, 

All  (hall  go  well. 

Mar.  I  pray  you.  Gentlemen, 
What  think  you  of  his  Wound  ?  Phy^  'Tis  but  a  Scratch, 
Nothing  to  danger. 

Cla.  But  he  receiv*d  it  from  a  Friend, 
And  the  Unkindnefs  ta*en  at  that,  may  kill  him. 

Mar.  Let  me  fee  him. 

Phy.  By  no  means,  he  flumbers. 

Mar.  Then  I  cannot  believe  you,  when  you  tell  me 
There's  Hope  of  him. 

Alber.  And  yet  many  Ladies 
Do  give  more  Faith  to  their  Phyfician 
Than  to  their  Confeflbr. 

Cla.  O  my  poor  loft  Brother, 
And  Friend  more  dear  than  Brother* 

Alber.  More  loud  Inftruments 
T'  difturb  his  Slumbers  !  Go,  go,  take  Caroch  : 
And  as  you  love  me,  you  and  the  Girl  retire 
T'  our  Summer-Houfe  i't-h'  Country  •,  I'll  be  with  you 
Within  thefe  two  Days. 

Mar.   I  am  yours  in  all  things, 
Though  with  much  Sorrow  to  leave  him* 

[Exeunt  Mar.  f.?id  Cla. 

Alber.  I  pray  you  Gentlemen, 
With  bed  Obfcrvance  tend  your  Patient  •, 
The  Lois  of  my  Heir  Male  lies  novv  a  bleeding, 

Z  2  Enter 
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Enter  Mentivole. 

And  think  what  Payment  his  Recovery 

Shall  fliower  upon  you.     Of  all  Men  breathing, 

[_Exeunt  Phyfician  and  Surgeon, 
Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ?  Are  you  mad  ? 
IV!  y  Injury  begins  to  bleed  afrefh 
At  fight  of  you  ;  why  this  Affront  of  yours 
I  receive  more  malicious  than  the  other. 
Your  Hurt  was  only  Danger  to  my  Son,  but 
Your  Sight  to  me  is  Death  :  Why  come  you  hither  ? 
D'  you  come  to  view  the  Wounds  which  you  have  made, 
And  glory  in  them  ? 

Ment.  Rather,  worthy  Sir, 
To  pour  Oyl  into  them.     ^Iher.  I'm  a  Soldier, 
Sir,  lead  part  of  a  Courtier,  and  underftand 
By  your  fmooth  Oil,  your  prefent  Flattery. 

Ment.  Sir,  for  my  Father's  fake  acknowledge  mc 
To  be  born  a  Gentleman,  no  Slave  ;  I  ever 
Held  Flatterers  of  that  Breed  ;  do  not  mifconitrue, 
In  your  Diftafle  of  me,  the  true  Intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I  do  protefl: 
I  do  not  come  to  tell  you  I  am  ferry 
For  your  Son's  Hurt. 

Jlber.  Not  forry  ? 

Ment.  No,  not  forry ; 
I  have  to  th'  lowed  Ebb  loft  all  my  Fury^ 
But  muft  not  lofe  my  Honefty  :  'Tvvas  he 
Gave  Heat  unto  the  Injury,  which  return'd 
(Like  a  Petard  ill  lighted,  into  th*  Bofom 
Of  him,  gave  Fire  to't)  yet  I  hope  his  Flurt 
Is  not  fo  dangerous,  but  he  may  recover  : 
*When  ifitpleafc  him,  call  me  to  Account 
For  th'  Lofs  of  fo  much  Blood,  I  Ihall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  Reafon. 

Alher.  You  are  arm'd 
Methinks  with  wondrous  Confidence. 

Meyit.  O,  with  the  beft,  Sir ; 
Fori  bring  Penitence,  and  Satisfadion.  '| 

Alhcr.  Satisfadlion  ?  Why,  I  heard  vou  f^y  but  now, 

Yoa 
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You  were  not  forry  for  his  Wounds. 

Me7it.   Nor  am  I : 
The  Satisfadion  wliich  I  bring,  Sir,  is  to  you. 
You  are  a  Gentleman  ne'er  injured  me  ; 
One  ever  lov*d  my  Father,  the  right  way. 
And  mod  approved  of  noble  Amity. 
Yet  I  have  run  my  Sword  quite  through  your  Heart, 
And  flightly  hurt  your  Son  j  for't  may  be  fear*d, 
A  Grief  ta*en  at  thefe  Years  for  your  Son's  Lofs, 
May  hazard  yours  :  And  therefore  I  am  fent 
By  him  that  has  moft  intereft  in  your  Sorrow, 
(10)  Who  having  chid  me  almolt  to  my  Ruin, 
To  a  Difheritance,  for  violating 
{11)  So  conftant  and  fo  lacred  a  Friendrhip 
Of  fifty  Winters  (landing  •,  fuch  a  Friendfliip, 
That  ever  did  continue  like  the  Spring, 
Ne*er  faw  the  fall  o'th'  Leaf;  -by  him  I  am  ftnt 
To  fay  the  Wrong  I  have  done.  Sir,  is  to  you. 
And  that  I  have  quite  loft  him  for  a  Father, 
Until  I  find  your  Pardon  •,  nay,  there  follows 
A  weightier  Deprivation  :  His  Eftate 
I  could  with  a  lefs  Number  of  Sighs  part  with. 

(10)  fVho  having  chid  me  almoji  to  the  Ruin, 

Of  a  Di/heritance, ]     This  can  Icarce  be  made  Senfe  ; 

to  the  Ruin  of  my  Inheritance  may  be  allow'd,  but  in   feems   betcer  to 
put  both  Subllantives  in  the  fame  Cafe. 

to  my  Ruin, 

To  a  Dijfjeritance,  See. 

(11)  5(7  continu'd    and  fo  facred  a  Triendjhip 

^f  fifty  Winters  fianding  ;  fuch  a  Friendfhip,  < 

That  ever  did  continue  &;c.  ]  Here  feems  a  reiterated  Tauto- 
logy in  thefe  Lines  very  uniike  and  unworthy  of  our  Authors.  Befidei 
which,  the  Reader  will  find  the  Accents  of  the  firft  Line  filling  twice 
on  wrong  Syllables,  and  utterly  fpoiling  the  Verfe.  This  might  be 
corrected  thus, 

Such  a  continued,  fuch  a  facred  Friendfhip. 
But  the  Tautology  ftill  remains.     The  following,  therefore,  was  more 
probably  the  Original  ; 

So  confiant  and  fo  facred  a  Friendfhip. 
Here  facred  muit  be  read  as  three  Syllables,  a  thing  very  common  with 
our  Poets,  and  very  eafy  in  the  Pronunciation.    Confiant  in  the  Senfe 
oi firm  and  unfhaken  by  Accidents,  keeps  clear  of  the  Tautology  com- 
plained of. 

Z  3  Fortune 
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Fortune  might  attend  my  Youth,  and  my  Defervings 
In  any  Climate  ;  but  a  Father's  BlefTing, 
To  letcle  and  confirm  that  Fortune,  no  where. 
But  only  here.     Your  Pardon,  give  me  that  ; 
And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me  ;  for  'tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  Effe6l  of  Excommunication  5 
A  Father's  heavy  Curfe. 

Alber.  Nay,  may  that  Curfe 
Light  on  himfelf,  for  fending  thee  in  this  Minute, 
When  I  am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  CompafTion, 
As  the  cruelleil  Sea-fight,  or  moft  horrid  Tempefl:. 
That  I  had  drown'd  i'th*  Sea  a  thoufand  Duckets, 
Thou  hadfl:  not  made  this  Vifitj  rafh  young  Man, 
That  tak'ft  me  in  an  ill  Planet,  and  haft:  Caufe 
To  curfe  thy  Father  j  for  I  do  protefl:. 
If  I  had  met  thee  in  any  part  o'th'  World, 
But  under  my  own  Roof,  I  would  have  kill'd  thee. 
Within  there  i 

Enter  Phyfician^  Surgeon^  and  Servants. 

Look  you !  Flere's  a  Triumph  fent  for 
The  Death  of  your  young  Mafter. 

Ser.  Shall  we  kill  him?     Alber.  No, 
PU  not  be  fo  unhofpitable  ;  but.  Sir, 
33*  my  Life,  I  vow  to  take  Affurance  from  you. 
That  right  Hand  never  more  fhall  ftrike  my  Son. 

Ment.  That  will  be  eafily  protefl:ed. 

Alber.  Not  eafily, 
When  it  muft;  be  exaded,  and  a  bloody  Seal  to*t. 
•  Bind  him,  and  cut  ofi^''s  right  Hand  prefently : 
Fair  Words  fhall  never  fatisfy  foul  Deeds. 
Chop  his  Hand  off. 

Alent.  You  cannot  be  f  unrighteous 
To  your  own  Honour.     Phy.  O,  Sir,  colled  yourfelf ; 
Recall  your  bloody  Purpofe.     Alber.  My  Intents 
O'  this  Nature  ever  come  to  aflion.     Surg,  Then  I 
Muft  fetch  another  ftickler.  [Exit^ 

Alber.  Yet  I  do  grieve  at  Heart ; 
And  I  do  curfe  thy  Father  heartily. 
That's  th'  Caufe  of  my  Diflionour  5  fending  thee 

InJ 
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In  fuch  an  Hour,  when  I  am  apt  for  Mifchief : 

Apt  as  a  Dutchman  after  a  Sea-fight, 

When  his  Enemy  kneels  afore  him;  come,  difpatch* 

Phy.  Intrcat  him,  noble  Sir, 

Ment,  You  fliall  excufe  me  ; 
Whatfoe'cr  he  dares  do,  that  I  dare  fuHer. 

Enter  Cefario,  and  Surgeon. 

Cefa.  Oh,  Sir,  for  Honour's  fake  (lay  your  foul  Purpolc, 
For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly. 
There  is  no  Queftion  in  the  Wound  you  give  him, 
I  fliall  bleed  to  death  for*t.     Alher.  Thou  art  not  of 
My  Temper,  what  I  purpofe,  can't  be  alter'd. 

Ser.  Th'  Duke,  with  all  fpeed  experts  yo.u.  You  muft 
inftantly 
Ship  all  your  Followers,  and  to  Sea.    Alber.  My  Bleffin^ 
Stay  with  thee  upon  this  Condition, 
Take  away  his  ufe  of  fighting  j  as  thou  hop'ft 
To  be  accounted  for  my  Son,  perform't.  [Exit. 

Cefa.  You  hear  what  I  am  injoin'd  to. 
Ment.  Pray  thee  take  it ; 
Only  this  Ring,  this  bed  efteem.ed  Jewel, 
I  will  not  give't  to  th'  Hangman  chops  it  off; 
Jt  is  too  dear  a  Relick.     I'll  remove  it 
Nearer  my  Heart.     Cefa.  Ha,  that  Ring's  my  Sifter's. 
The  Ring  I  enjoin'd  her  never  part  withal 
Without  my  Knowledge  ;  come.  Sir,  we  are  Friends: 
Pardon  my  Father's  Heat,  and  Melancholy  ; 
Two  violent  Fevers  which  he  caught  at  Sea, 
And  cannot  yet  fhake  of:  Only  one  Promife 
I  muft:  injoin  you  to,  and  ferioufly. 
Jiereafter  you  fliall  never  draw  a  Sword 
T*  th'  prejudice  of  my  Life.     iV^^«/.  By  my  beft  hopes 
I  fliall  not.     Cefa,  Pray  deliver  me  your  Sword 
On  that  Condition. 

Ment.  I  fliall.  Sir,  may  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part.  , 

Cefa.  Noble  Sir,  I  thank  yo.u  ; 
But  for  Performance  of  your  Vow,  I  intreat 
Some  Gage  from  you. 

Z  4  Meni^ 
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Ment.  Any,  Sir. 

Cefa.  Deliver  me  that  Ring. 

Ment.  Ha,  this  Ring  ?  indeed  this  Jewel  binds  me. 
If  you  knew  the  virtue  of  it,  never  more 
To  draw  my  Sword  againft  you. 

Cefa.  Therefore  I 
Will  have  it. 

Ment.  You  may  not.  Sir. 

Cefa.  Come,  you  muft : 
I  that  by  violence  could  take  your  Hand, 
Can  in  force  this  from  you ;  this  is  a  Token,  Sir, 
That  w'  may  prove  Friends  hereafter.     Fare  you  well, 

Phy.  Why  did  you  feize  his  Sword,  Sir  ? 

Cefa.  To  perform 
That  which  my  Father  bad  me,  I've  for  the  prefent 
Ta'en  *way  his  ufe  of  fighting.     Phy.  Better  fo. 
Than  take  that  which  your  Father  meant. 

[^Exeunt.    Manet  Mentlvolc. 

Ment.  Was  ever  the  like  Ufage .?  O  that  Ring! 
Dearer  than  Life,  whither  is  Honour  fled .? 
Cefario,  thou'rt  unmanly  in  each  Part, 
To  feize  my  Sword  firft,  and  then  fplit  my  Heart.  lExit^ 

Enter  Hoji  and  Clown. 

Hoji.  Thy  Matter 
That  lodges  here  in  my  OJleria, 
Is  a  rare  Man  of  Art,  they  fay  he's  a  Witch. 

Clown.  A  Witch  ?  Nay,  he's  one  ftep  of  the  Ladder  t# 
Preferment  higher,  he's  a  Conjurer, 

Hoft.  Is  that  his  higher  Title? 

Clown.  Yes,  I  aflure  you, 
F'r  a  Conjurer's  th'  Devil's  Matter,  and  commands  him  j 
Whereas  a  Witch  is  but  the  Devil's  Prentice, 
And  obeys  him.  Hoft.  Bound  Prentice  to  the  Devil ! 

Clown.  Bound  and  inroll'd  I  aflure  you,  he  can't  ftart ; 
And  therefore  I  would  never  wifli  an*  Gentleman 
To  turn  Witch.  Hoft.  Why,  Man  ?  Clown.  Oh  he  lofes  his 
Gentility  by  it,  the  Devil  in  this  Cafe  cannot  help  him, 
H'  muft  go  to  the  Herald  for  new  Arms,  believe  it. 

Jlojl.  As  I'm  true  Inn-keeper,  yet  a  Gentleman  born, . 

V\\ 
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1*11  ne'er  turn  Witch  for  that  Trick  ;  and  thou  haft: 
Been  a  great  Traveller  ?    Clown.  No  indeed,  not  I,  Sir. 

Hojl,  Come,  you  are  modeft:.    Clown.  No,  I  am  noc 
modefl:. 
For  I  told  you  a  lye,  that  you  might  th'  better 
Underftand  I  have  been  a  Traveller. 

HoJl.  So,  Sir, 
They  fay  your  Maft:er*s  a  great  Phyfician  too. 

Clown.  He  was  no  Fool  that  told  you  that,  I  afTure  you. 

Hoji.   And  you  have  been  in  England  ?  but  they  fay. 
Ladies  in  England  izkz  a  great  deal  of  Phyfick. 

Clown.  Both  ways,  on  my  Reputation. 

Hojl.  So  'tis  to  be  underftood  ; 
But  ihcy  fay  Ladies  there  take  Phyfick  for  faHiion. 

Clown.  Yes,  Sir,  and  many  times  die  to  keep  fafhion. 

Hojl.  How? 
Die  to  keep  fafhion  f     Clown.  Yes,  J  have  known  a  Lady 
Sick  of  the  Small-pox,  only  to  keep  her  Face 
From  Pit-holes,  take  cold,  ftrike  them  in  again. 
Kick  uptheHeelsand  vanilh.  Hojl.  There  was  kicking  up 
Th'  Heels  with  a  witnefs.     Clown.  No,  Sir  ;  1  confels 
A  good  Face  'as  many  times  been  the  Motive  to      [not. 
The  kicking  up  of  the  Heels  with  a  witnefs  •,  but  this  was 

Enter  Hojlefs  and  Biancha. 

Hojl.  Here  comes  my  Wife  and  Daughter. 

Clown.    You  have  a  pretty  Commodity  of  this  Night- 
worm. 

Hojl.  Why,  Man  ? 

Clown.  She  is  a  pretty  Lure  to  draw  Cuftom  to  your 
Ordinary. 

HoJi.  Doft  think  I  keep  her  to  that  purpofe? 

Clown.  When  a  Dove-houfe  is  empty,  there  is  Cumin- 
feed 
Ufed  to  purloin  from  the  reft:  of  the  Neighbours  ; 
In  England  you  have  feveral  (12)  Adamants, 
To  draw  in  Spurs  and  Rapiers  •,  one  keeps  Silk-worms 
V  a  Gallery  :  A  Milliner  has  choice 

(12)  Mamanti,}    i.e.  Loadjionti.    See  S-4«««rr  on  the  Word. 
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O'  Monkies  and  Paraketoes  ;  another  fliews 
Bawdy  Eajl-Indian  Pidlures,  worfe  than  ever 
Were  Aretine's ;  a  Goldfmith  keeps  his  Wife 
Wedg'd  into  his  Shop  Jike  a  Mermaid,  nothing  of  her 
To  b'  fecn  (that's  Woman)  but  her  upper  Part. 
Hoft.  Nothing  but  *r  upper  Part  ? 
Clozvn.  Nothing  but  her  upper  Bodies, 
And  he  lives  at  th'  more  Heart's  ealc.     Hojl.  What's  the 
Reafon  ? 
Clown.  Becaufe  her  nether  Part  c*n  give  no  Temptation  • 
By  your  leave,  Sir,  PJl  tend  my  Mailer,  and  inftantly 
Be  with  you  for  a  Cup  of  Cherally  this  hot  Weather. 

Hoji.  A  nimble-pated  Rafcal.    Come  hither.  Daughter, 
"When  was  Cefario  here  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  not  this  Fortnight. 
Hojt.  I  do  not  like  his  Vifirs,  commonly 
He  comes  by  Owl-light,  both  the  Time  and  Manner  1% 
Sufpicious  i  I  don't  like  it. 

Bian.  Sir,  the  Gentleman 
Is  every  way  To  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Queflion  his  intent  of  coming,  though  you  did  5 
Pray  Sir  prefcrve  that  good  Opinion  of  me. 
That  though  the  Cuftom  of  the  Place  I  w's  born  m 
Makes  me  familiar  to  every  Gueft, 
I  Ihall  in  all  things  keep  myfelf  a  Stranger 
To  th'  Vices  they  bring  with  them. 

Hqftefs,  Right  my  Daughter : 
She  h's  the  right  Strain  of  h'r  Mother. 

HoJi.  Of  her  Mother  ? 
And  I  would  fpeak,  I  know  from  whence  (lie  took  it. 
Hojiefs.  ( 1 3)  When  I  was  as  young,  I  was  as  honcft— -» 
leave  your  prating, 

(13)  When  liuas  as  young,  Iivas  as  honeji.']  This  has  been  hitherto 
made  the  Conclufion  oiihe  HojTi  Speech,  by  which  it  feems  to  have 
loft  all  its  Humour.  It  evidently  belongs  to  the  HoJlefs,  who  ftopj 
her  Husband  from  giving  further  Hints  conztxxivn^Biancha',  and  this 
is  artfully  contrived  with  regard  to  the  Audience,  whofe  Curiolities 
are  heightened  by  a  Glimmering  of  the  Plot,  but  not  too  foon  fatisfy'd 
by  a  full  View  of  it.  To  do  this  judicioufly,  is  one  of  the  greateft  Dif- 
ficulties in  almoft  every  Species  to  Writing. 

And 
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And  ftudy  to  be  drunk :  and  abufe  your  Guefts  over  and 
over. 

Knter  Forobofco  and  Clown. 

Hdft.  Peace,  Wife,  my  honourable  Gueft. 
Foro.  My  indear'd  Landlord, 
And  the  reft  of  the  Complements  of  the  Houfe. 
Hojt.  Breakfaft  is  ready,  Sir,  it  waiteth  only 
The  Tide  of  your  Stomach.    Clown.  And  mine  gapes  for't 
Like  a  ftale  Oyfter.     E'er  you  go  to  Bed, 
Fail  not  of  that,  I  pray. 

\_Exeunt  all  hut  Forobofco,  ajid  Clown. 
Foro.  We*ll  inftantly  be  with  you ; 
Now  we're  all  Fellows. 
Nine  a  Clock,  and  no  Clients  come 
Yet,  fure  thou  doft  not  fet  up  Bills  enough. 

Clown.  I've  fet  up  Bills  i'  abundance.  Foro.  What  Bills  ? 
Clown.  Marry, 
For  curing  all  Difeafes,  recovery  of  ftol'n  Goods, 
And  a  thoufand  fuch  Impoftibilities. 
Foro.  The  Place  *s  unlucky. 
Clown.  No,  certain  'tis  fcarcity  of  Mony ; 
Do  not  you  hear  the  Lawyers  complain  of  it  ? 
Men  have  *s  much  Malice  as  e'er  they  had  to  wrangle. 
But  they've  no  Mony  :  Whither  (hould  this  Mony 
Bstravell*d?  For^.  To  the  Devil,  I  think.  C/tfw;;.*Tis  with 
His  Cofferer  Pm  certain,  that's  the  Ufurer. 

Foro.  Our  cheating  does  not  profper  lb  well  as 
*Twas  wont  to  do.     Clown.  No  fure,  why  in  England  wc 
Cou'd  cozen  'em  as  familiarly,  as  if 
We'd  travell'd  with  a  Brief,  or  a  Lottery. 
Foro.  In  the  Low-Countries  we  did  pretty  well. 
Clown.  So,  fo :  as  long  as  we  kept  the  Mop-headed  But- 
Ter-boxes  fober  ;  marry  when  they  were  drunk. 
Then  they  grew  Buzzards :  You  fhould  have  them  reel 
Their  Heads  together,  and  deliberate  j 
Your  Dutchman  when  he's  foxt,  is  like  a  Fox  ; 
For  when  he's  funk  in  Drink,  quite  Earth  to  a  Man's 

thinking, 
'Tis  full  Exchange  time  with  him,  then  he's  fubtleft  ; 

But 
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But  your  SwUzer^  *twas  nothing  to  cheat  him. 

Foro.  Nothing  ? 

Clown.  No,  nor  Confcience  to  be  made  of  it;  for  fiuce 
Nature  afore- hand  cozen'd  him  of  his  Wit, 
Twas  lefs  Sin  f 'r  us  to  cozen  him  of  his  Mony. 

Foro.  But  thefe  Italians  are  more  nimble- pated,  - 
"We  mull  have  fome  new  Trick  for  them  -,  I  protefl: 
But  that  our  Hoftefs's  Daughter's  a  fweet  Lafs, 
And  draws  great  Refort  to  th'  Houfe,  we  were  as  good 
Draw  Teeth  a  Horfeback. 

Clown.  I  told  'em  in  the  Market-place*  you  could  conjure. 
And  no  body  would  believe  me  ;  but  e'er  long 
1*11  make  'em  believe  you  can  conjure  with  fuch  a  Fi^uary. 

Foro.  What  Language  (hall's  conjure  in?  High  Dutch 
I  think,  that's  full  in  the  Mouth.  Clown.  No,  no ;  Spanijh^ 
That  roareth  beft,  and  will  appear  more  dreadful. 

Foro.  Prithee  tell  me  thy  Conceit  thou  haft  to  gull  them. 

(14)  Clown.  No,  no,  1  will  not  ftale  it  i  but  my  dear 
Jews-trump, 
(15)  For  thou  art  but  my  Inftrument,  ?m  the  Plotter, 
And  when  we  have  cozen'd  'em  moft  titely,  thou 
Shalt  fteal  away  the  Inn-keeper's  Daughter,  I'll 
Provide  myfelf  of  another  Moveable ; 
And  we'll  moll  pioufly  retire  ourfclves 
T'  Geneva. 

Foro.  Thou  art  the  Compafs  I  fail  by.  [Exeunl, 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Bapt.  Was  ever  Expectation  of  fo  noble 
Rtquical  anfwered  with  fuch  Contumely  ! 
A  wild  Numidian,  that  had  fuck'd  a  Tigrefs, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  barbarous  j  did  he  threat 
To  cut  thy  Hand  off? 

Alent.  Yes,  Sir,  and  his  Slaves 

(14)  Clown.   No,  no,  I  nvill  not  ^C2\  it ]     Steal  in  this  Place 

was  evideitly  corrupc,  andjlaie  as  evidently  the  true  Word.  Mr.  T^ea- 
bald  and  Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  with  me  in  the  Corredion,  as  they 
did  in  the  next. 

(15)  For  thou  art  by  my  Injlrument ]     We  all  read  but  my  In- 

Jlrument. 

Were 
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Were  ready  to  perform*t.     Bapt.  What  hinder'd  it? 

Ment.  Only  his  Son's  Intreaty. 
' Ba^t,  Noble  Youth, 
I  wi{h  thou  wert  not  of  his  Blood  j  thy  Pity- 
Gives  me  a  Hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  miftake,  Sir, 
The  Injury  that  followed  from  the  Son, 
Was  worfe  than  th'  Father's  ;  he  did  firfl:  difarm 
And  took  from  me  a  Jewel,  which  I  prize 
Above  my  Hand  or  Life. 

Bapt.  Take  thy  Sword  from  thee  ? 
He  ftole  it  like  a  Thief  rather,  he  could  not 
I'th*  Field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.   He  took  it  from  me. 
And  fent  me  forth  fo  thin,  and  fo  unmade  up. 
As  if  I'd  been  a  Foot-boy. 

Bapt.  O  my  Fury  ! 
I  now  ask  thee  forgivenefs,  that  my  Rafhnefs, 
Bred  out  of  too  much  Friendfliip,  did  expofe  thee 
To  r  eminent  a  Danger  ;  which  I  vow 
I  will  revenge  on  the  whole  Family  : 
All  the  Calamities  of  my  whole  Life, 
My  Banifhment  from  Genoa,  my  Wife's  Lofs, 
Compar'd  to  this  Indignity,  is  nothing  ; 
Their  Family  {hall  repair't  -,  it  fhall  be  to  them 
Like  a  Plague,  when  the  Dog-Star  reigns  moft  hot: 
An  Italian*^  Revenge  may  paufe,  but's  ne'er  forgot. 

[Exit. 

Ment.  I  would  I  had  conceal*d  this  from  my  Father, 
For  my  Int'reft  in  Clarijfa  ;  my  Care  now 
Mufl  be  t'  untangle  this  Divifion, 
That  our  moft  equal  Flames  may  be  united  ; 
And  from  thefe  various  and  perturbed  Streams, 
Rife,  hke  a  fweet  Morn,  after  terrible  Dreams.         [Exit. 

Enter  Clariflj,  and  Cefarlo. 

Cla.  Brother,  I'm  happy  in  your  Recovery. 

Of.   And  I,  Sifter, 
Am  ever  beft  plcas'd  in  your  Happinefs  : 
But 
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I  mifs  a  Toy  fliould  be  upon  your  Finger. 

Cla,  My  Ring; 
This  Morning  when  I  wafli'd  I  put  it  oiF, 
•Tisin  my  Window.    Cefa,  Where's  your  Looking-glafs ? 

Cla.  Here,  Sir. 

Cefa.  'Tis  a  fair  one. 

Cla.  'Tis  pure  Cryftal. 

Cefa.  Can  a  Diamond  cut  in  Cryftal  ?    Let  mc  fee, 
I'll  grave  my  Name  in't. 

(16)  Cla.  Oh,  you'll  fpoil  my  Glafs. 

Cefa.  Would  you  not  have  your  Brother  in  your  Eye  ? 
I'd  thought  he  had  been  planted  in  your  Heart, 
Look  you. 

The  Diamonds  cut  quaintly,  you  are  cozen'd. 
Your  Cryftal  is  too  brittle. 

Cla.  'Tis  the  Ring 
I  gave  unto  Mentivole^  fure  the  fame. 
You  put  me  to  Amazement,  Sir,  and  Horror  5 
How  came  you  by  that  Ring  ? 

Cefa.  Does  the  Blood  rife? 

Cla.  Pray,  Sir,  refolve  me,  O  for  Pity  do. 
And  take  from  me  a  trembling  at  the  Heart, 
That  elfe  will  kill  me;  for  I  too  much  fear 
Nothing  but  Death  could  ravifn  it  from  his  Hand 
That  wore  it.  Cefa.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivole 
On  that  Condition  ?     Cla.  Tell  me  of  his  Health  firft. 
And  then  I'll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Cefa.  By  my  Life  he's  well. 
In  better  Health  than  I  am. 

Cla.  Then  it  was.  Sir. 

Cefa.  Then  fhall  I  ever  hate  thee.     Oh  thou  falfe  one. 
Haft  thou  a  Faith  to  give  unto  a  Friend, 
And  break  it  to  a  Brother  ?  Did  I  nor, 
By  all  the  Ties  of  Blood,  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  Knowledge  ? 

(16)  Cla.    Oh,  you  U  fpoil  my  Glafs. 

Ifould  \ou  not  ha^oe  your  Brother  in  your  "Eye? '\  This  fecond 
Line  evidently  belongs  to  Cefario,  tho'  given  in  the  former  Editions 
to  Clarijfa.  Mr.  Sympfon  and  Mr,  Theobald  concurr'd  m  this  Cor- 
rcftion. 

Thou 
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Thou  might' ft:  have  given. it  to  a  Muleteer, 
And  made  a  Contradt  with  him  in  a  Stable, 
At  as  cheap  a  Price  of  my  Vengeance :  Never  more 
Shall  a  Woman's  Truft  beguile  me;  you  are  all 
Like  Relicks :  You  may  well  be  look*d  upon. 
But  come  a  Man  to  th*  handling  of  you  once. 
You  fall  in  pieces. 

Cla.  Dear  Sir,  I  ha\'e  no  way 
Look'd  either  beneath  Reafon,  or  myfelf. 
In  my  Election  >  there's  Parity  in  our  Blood, 
And  in  our  Fortunes  ;  ancient  Amity 
Betwixt  our  Parents  ;  to  which  wants  nothing,  but 
The  Fruit  of  blelFed  Marriage  between  us. 
To  add  to  their  Pofterities :  Nor  does  now 
Any  Impeachment  rife,  except  the  fad 
And  unexpefted  Quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble  and  ^o  excellent  a  Friendfliip, 
Which  as  I  ne'er  had  Magick  to  forefee. 
So  I  could  not  prevent. 

Cefa.  Well,  you  mufl:  give  me  Jeave 
To  have  a  hand  in  your  difpofing  ;  I  fliall. 
In  th*  Abfence  of  my  Father,  be  your  Guardian ; 
His  Suit  muft  pafs  through  my  Office.     Menthokj    ^ 
He  has  too  much  o'  my  Blood  already  ;  he  has. 

And  h'  gets  no  more  oft 

Wherefore  weep  you,  Mother  .? 

Enter  Mariana  a)id  a  Sailor. 

Mar.  'Tis  occafion'd  by  a  Sorrow, 
Wherein  you  have  a  Child's  part,  and  the  maineft-. 
Your  Father's  dead. 

Cefa.  Dead .'' 

Mar.  There  is  one  can 
Relate  the  reft.     Sail.  I  can,  Sir ;  your  Father's  drown'd, 
Moft  unfortunately  drown'd. 

Cefa.  How?   In  a  Tempeft  ? 

Sail.  No,  Sir,  in  a  Calm, 
Calm  as  this  Evening;  the  Gunner  being  drunk. 
Forgot  to  faften  the  Ordnance  to  their  Ports. 
When  came  a  fudden  Guft,  which  tumbled  them 

All 
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All  to  the  Starboard  fide,  o'erturn*d  the  Ship, 
And  funk  her  in  a  Moment ;  fome  fix  Men 
That  were  upon  the  Deck  were  fav'd  \  the  reft 
Perifh'd  wi*  your  Father. 

Cia.  O  my  deareft  Father- 

Cefa.  I  pray  thee  leave  us. 

Mar.  I  have  a  Sorrow  of  another  Nature 
Equal  to  th'  former.     Cefa.  And  mod  commonly 
They  come  together. 

Mar.  Th'  Family  of  the  Baptijli 
Are  grown  to  Fadion,  and  upon  diftafle 
Of  th'  Injury  late  offer'd  in  my  Houfe, 
Have  vow*d  a  moft  fevere  and  fell  Revenge 
'Gainfl  all  our  Family,  but  efpecially 
'Gainft  you,  my  dear  Cefario. 

Cefa.  Let  them  threat, 
I  am  prepar'd  t*  oppofe  them.  ,  :> 

Mar.  Is  your  Lofs  then 
Of  r  eafy  an  Eftimation  ?  What  Comfort 
Have  I  but  in  your  Life,  and  your  late  Danger 
Prefents  afore  me  what  I  am  to  fuffer. 
Should  you  mifcarry  ;  therefore  I'll  advife  you,  ;: 

When  th'  Funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel ; 
Both  to  prevent  their  Fury,  and  wear  out 
The  Injury.     Cefa.  No,  Mother,  I'll  not  travel, 
So  in  my  Abfence  he  may  marry  my  Sifter, 
I  will  not  travel  certain. 

Mar.  O  my  Cefario^ 
"Whom  I  refped:  and  love  'bove  my  own  Life, 
Indeed  with  a  kind  of  Dotage,  he  {hall  never 
Go  forth  o'  Doors,  but  the  contrary  Faftion 
Will  indanger's  Life,  and  then.am  I  moft  wretched. 
I'm  thinking  of  a  ftrange  Prevention, 
Which  I  fhall  witnefs  with  a  bleeding  Eye, 
Fondnefs  fometimes  is  worfe  than  Cruelty.—     [^Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Hoft,  Hoftefs  and  B'anca. 

Hcjl.'X  f" Aunted,  my  Houfe  is  haunted  vvi'  Goblins.  I  f]  a!l 

J^  J_  Be  frighted  out  o'  my  Wits,  and  ^ti  up  a  Sign 
Only  t'  invite  Cirriers  and  Foot-pofts ;  Scar-crows 
T*  keep  uFfth*  Cu^alry,  and  Gentry  ot  tlie  beli  Rank. 
I  will  nail  up  my  Doors,  and  wall  up  mv  Girl 
(VVitej  iike  an  Ar.chorefs ;  cr  flic  will  be  ravilh'd 
Before  our  Fares  b'  Rnlcals  and  Cacafugo's 
(Wife)  Cacahi^o's.     Hojtefs-  Thcfe  are  your  fn-comes, 
Rt  nv-nbei  v  ur  own  Proverb,  that,  the  Savour 
Oi  every  Gain  fmclt  fweet  •,  thank  no  body  but  your 
Self  for  this  Trouble.     Hoft.  No  gauling  (.icai  Spoufe) 

iio  gauling, 
Every  Day's  ncv/  V^'xaiion  abates  me 
Two  Inches  li;  the  Wafte,  terrible  Penance 
For  an  Hoft,  Girl,  Girl,  Girl,   which  ot  all  this 
Gaiiy  maufry  o\  Mans  flelli  appears  tolerable 
T*  thy  C  hoice  r  fpeak  Ihortly,  and  fpeak.  truly  :  I 
Muft  and  will  know,  muft  and  will ;  hear  ye  "that  ? 
Bian.  Sir,  be  not  jejiousof  my  Care  and  Duty; 
I  am  fo  far  from  entertaining  Thoughts 
Of  Liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  Obje6ls 
Than  any  of  fuch  coarfe  Contents  as  thefe  arc. 
Could  not  betray  mine  Eye  to  force  mine  Heart 
Conceive  a  Wifli,  of  any  dearer  Happinefs 
Than  your  Direction  warrants.'    I  am  yours,  Sir. 

Hoftefs.  What  thinks  the  Man  now  ?    Is  not  this  ftrange 
At  thirteen  .?     Hojl.   Very  good  Words,  there's  a  Tang 

in  *em. 
And  a  fweet  one,  'tis  Mufick,  Wife,  and  now 
I  come  t'ye.   Let  us  a  little  examine 
The  feveral  Conditions  of  our 
Paragraphiftical  Suitors.     The  firft, 
A  trav'ling  Tailor,  who  by  the  Myftery 
Of's  Needle  and  Thimble  hath  furve\'d  tht  t'afiilons 
Of  th'  French^  and  EngUJJj  -,  this  Siguier  Ginger-bread, 
Vol.  IX.  A  a  Suich'd 
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Stitch'd  up  in  the  Shreds  of  a  gaudy  Outfide, 
Sows  Linings  with  his  crofs-leg'd  Compi'ment, 
Like  an  Ape  doing  Tricks  over  a  Staff, 
Cringes,  and  crouches,  'ad  kiffes  his  Fore-finger^ 
Bojlefs.  Out  upon  him. 
Heft.  A  lecond,  a  Lavoltcere,  a  Saltatory, 
A  Dancer  with  a  Kit  ai*s  Bum  ;  one  that, 
By  teaching  great  Madorrnas  t'  foot  it,  has 
Miraculoufly  purchas'd  a  ribanded 
Wade-coat,  and  four  clean  Pair  of  Socks :  A  Fellow 
That  skippeth  as  he  waiketh,  and  inflead 
Offenfible  Difcourfe,  venteth  the  curious 
Conceit  of  fome  new  Tune  ftorn  at  a  Mask, 
Or  bawdy  Ditty,  elevated  for 
Th'  Pole  ArBlck  of  a  Lady's  Bed-Chamber; 
In  that  File  (lands  another  o'  your  Inamoratoes. 

Hojlefs.  Hang  him  and  his  Fiddle  together,   jie  ne'er 
fiddles 
Any  Child  of  ours.     Eq)1.  The  third,  a  Mongrel, 
Got  by  a  Stvilzer  on  an  Italian  -,  this  Puppy, 
Being  left  well  eftated,  comes  to  Florence, 
That  the  World  may  take  notice,  how  impoflible 
A  thing  'tis  for  Experience  to  alter 
The  Courfe  of  Nature  j  a  Fool,  Wife  ;  and  indeed 
A  Clown  turn'd  Gallant,  feldom  or  ne'er  proves 
Other  than  a  gallant  Fool,  this  Toy  prates 
To  little  purpofe  other  than — What's  a  Clock  ? 
Shall's  go  drink  P  Yea  forfooth  ;  and  thank  ye  heartily. 
I  fear  no  Art  in  him  to  catch  thee,  and 
Yet  we  muft  be  tormented  with  this  Buzzard 
Amongft  the  reft.     Hofiefs.  ' Tis  your  own  Folly ;  forbid 
him  the  Houfe. 
Hoji.  The  fourth  a  Mule-driver,  a  ilubborn  and  a  harfli 
Knave ; 
The  fifth  a  School- mafter,  a  very  amorous  Pedant, 
C17)  Run  almoll  mad  with  Study  of  new  Sonnets, 

And 

(17)  Run  abnoft  mad  with  Study  of  Sonnets,']  All  the  Hojfs  Part 
in  this  Scene,  as  the  Conjurer's  in  others,  ha»  been  hitherto  printed  as 
Profe;  but  tht  Reader  will  Ice  that  without  any  Strain  (for  I  have 
fcarce  added  or  itruck  out  a  iin.j;le  Expletive)  it  runs  into  an  afFedtedJ 

hobbling 
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And  Compliments  of  old  Play-ends  ;  the  lafl: 

(18)   An  Advocate's  Clerk,   that  fpeaks   pure  Fuftian 

Law- Terms; 
Excellent  Courtiers  all,  and  all  as  neat 
As  a  Magnificoh  Poft  new  painted,  at 
His  Entrance  to  an  Office;  thou  flulc  have 
None  of 'em.  Laugh  at  'cm,  do.     I  hy 
Thou  fliak  have  none  of 'em. 

Bian.  Still  your  Command  to  me  fhall  (land  a  Law, 
Hoft.  Now  they  throng  like  fo  many  Horfc-courlcrs 
At  a  Fair,  in  Clullers  'bout  the  Man  of  Art, 
For  Love- Powders,  Ingredients,  Potions,  Counfels, 
Poftures,  and  Compliments,  Philters,  the  D-vil 

And  the How  now  ?  Tumults,  Batteries,  Noifc? 

(19)  Foro.  Ha,  get  from  my  Sight. 

[Clown  cries  within. 

Enter  Forobofco,  and  Clozvn  with  his  Head  bloody. 

Clown.  Murder  me,  do. 
Pound  me  to  Mummy,  do;  fee  what  will  come  on't. 

Foro.  Dog,  leave  thy  fnarling,  or  Pll  cut  thy  Tongues  out. 
Thou  unlickt  Bear,  dar'fl  thou  yet  (land  my  Fury, 
My  generous  Rage  ?  Yet!  by  the  fulphureous  Damps 
That  feed  the  hungry  and  incelTant  Darknefs, 
Which  curls  around  the  grim  Alajior^s  Back, 
Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  Word 
I'll  call  an  Hoft  up  from  the  Stygian  Lakes, 
Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontick  Fens, 
Where  choak'd  with  Mifts  as  black  as  thy  Impofiures, 
Thou  fhalt  live  ftill  a  dying. 

hobbling  Verfe  ;  which  to  me  feems  to  add  great  Hamour  to  almoft 
every  Sentiment,  giving  a  comic  Dignity  to  the  whole,  which  is  of 
all  Drollery  the  moll  laudable.  In  this  Line  a  MonoiVUable  fcems  evi- 
dently dropr,  for  the  Epithet  tie-w  not  only  tills  the  Meafjre,  but 
makes  a  proper  Antithefis  to  the  old  in  the  next  Line,  which  is  a 
proof  of  its  having  been  originally  a  Verfe. 

(18)  Jn  Advocate's  Clerks  that  /peaks  pure  Fuftian  in  Laiv-Terms  {] 
The  Particle  in,  here,  equally  hurts  the  Senfe  as  the  Meafure,  which 
is  another  Proof  of  the  Meafure's  being  genuine. 

(19)  Ha,  get  from  my  Sight. '\  This  has  been  made  the  Conclufion 
of  the  Hofi^  Speech,  which  evidently  belongs  to  fereic/fo  as  he  enters. 

A  a  2  Clcwn, 
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Clown.  Conjure  me  to 
The  Devil  and  you  can,  I  live  in  Hell 
Oil  Earth  already,  and  you  had  any  Mercy, 
You  would  not  practice  on  a  kind  Heart  thus, 

Ho/l.  You  have  drawn  Blood  from  him, 
Signior,  is  his  Offence  unpardonable  ? 

Foro.  A  Lump  of  Ignorance,  pray  fpeak  not  for  him, 
A  drovvfy  Grofsnefs  ;  in  all  Chriftian  Kingdoms, 
The  mention  of  my  Arc,  my  Name,  my  Pra(5lice, 
Merit  and  Glory  hath  begot  at  once 
Delight  and  Wonder ;  I'll  not  be  intreated. 

Spare  IntercelTion  for  him,- O  thou  Scorn 

Of  Learning,  fhame  of  Duty  j  muft  thy  Sloth 
Draw  my  juft  Fame  in  Queflion  ?  I  difcharge  thee 
From  my  Service ;  fee  me  no  more  henceforth. 

Clown.  Difcharge  m.e ! 
Is  that  m*  Year's  Wages  ?  I  will  not  be  fo  anfwer'd. 

Foro.  Not,  Camel  ?  Sirrah  I  am  liberal  to  thee  i 
Thou  haft  thy  Life,  be  gone. 

Clown.  Vengeance,  fweet  Vengeance. 

Foro.   D'ye  mumble  ? 

Clown.  I'll  be  reveng'd,  monftroudy,  fuddenly,  and 
Infatiably  :   My  Bulk  begins  to  fwell. 

foro.  Homotde72ton^  Progmatophoros^  Helioflycorax, 

Clown.  Call  up  your  Spirits,   I  defy  'em  j  well, 
rU  have  Law  for  my  broken  Pate,  twelve  Ounces 
0\  pure  Blood,  ?;'o>*- weight.  In  defpite  of  thee 
My  Mafter,  and  thy  Mailer  the  grand  Devil 
Himfelf,  vindi5ia,  vindidfa  -  [Exit. 

Hojl.  Signior,  you  are  exceeding  mov*d.  [talk'ft  ? 

Hojlefs.   Mercy  upon  us,    what   terrible  Words    thou 

Foro.  A  Slave,  a  Cur, — —  But  be  not  you  afrighted 
Young  Virgin,  'twere  an  Injury  to  Sweetnefs : 
(lo)  Should  any  rougher  Sound  draw  from  your  Cheeks 

(20)  Should  any  rough  Sound  dra^w  from  your  Cheeks 

the  precious  TinSlure,    &c.]     Mr.  Sympfon  concurs  with  me  in 

reading any  rougher  Sound —  'Tis  neceffary  to  the  Verfe,   and 

every  Man  of  the  leaft  Tafte  knows  how  much  more  elegant  the  Com- 
parative Degree  renders  the  Expreffion.  The  Compliment  here  is  fo 
extremely  beautiful,  that  \  could  have  wifhed  it  had  been  put  in  the 
Mouth  of  a  CefartQ  or  Mentivole. 

The 
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The  precious  Tinflure,  which  makes  Nature  proud 
Of  her  own  Workmanfhip. 

Hoft.   Wife,  mark,  mark  that  Wife. 

Bian.  Shake  then  your  Anger  off.  Sir. 

Foro.  You  command  it 
Fair  one,  mine  Hoft  and  Hoftefs,  with  your  Leaves 
I  have  a  Motion  jointly  to  you  all. 

Hoftefs.   An  honeft  one,  I  hope. 

Hcji.  Well  put  in,  Wife. 

Foro.  A  very  neceflary  one  ;  the  Mefs 
And  half  of  Suitors,  that  attend  to  ufher 
Their  Loves  Sir-reverence  to  your  Daughter,  wait 
With  one  Confent,  which  can  beft  pleafc  her  Eye 
In  offering  at  a  Dance ;  I  have  provided 
Mufick.     And  'twill  be  fomething,  I  dare  promife, 
Worthy  your  Laughter.     Shall  they  have  Admittance? 

Heft.  Bv  any  means,  for  I'm  pcrfuaded 
That  the  Manner  will  be  fo  ridiculous, 
That  it  will  well  confirm  the  Affurance  of 
Their  miferable  Fooleries,  but  no  longer 
Trouble  us  with  'em  here,  than  they  are  in 
Thefe  May-games.     Foro.   So  I  am  refolv'd.    Hoftefs. 

Nor  any 
Wife  Word  of  fenfclefs  Love. 

Foro.  Not  any  -,  I  have  charmM  them  -,  did  you  fee 
How  tiiey've  prepar'd  themfelves,  how  they  ftroak  up 
Their  Foretops,  how  they  juftle  for  the  Looking-glafs, 
To  fet  their  Faces  by  it ;  (See  they  mufter) 
You  would  look  for  fome  moft  impoffible  Antick. 

Enter  Tailor.,  Dancer  .^  Mule -driver.,  (21)  School-ma  ft  er.^ 
Clerk.,  Coxcomb  \  all  with  fever al  Papers^  and -prefent 
them  to  Forobofco. 

Hoft.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  here  flutter  th'  Neft  of  Hornets, 

(2t)  Schoolnajler,  Clerk,  "^  I  have  added  the  Coxcomb  to  the 
Number,  Mr.  Sympf^n  having  juftly  oblerv'd  that  the  Mefs  and  a  half 
of  Suitors  were  evidently  Six,  and  as  the  Coxccmh  is  one  of  them  in 
the  next  Scene  in  which  they  appear,  and  is  the  fecond  in  TorcUfco% 
Lift,  he  ought  evidently  to  have  a  Place  here.  The  Reader  will  fee 
how  much  more  humorous  my  Hofd  next  Spetch  is  when  printed  in 
its  true  Order,  as  Vcrfe,  than  it  was  when  the  Metre  was  d;l'regarded. 

A  a  3  The 
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The  hotch-potch  of  Rafcality  ;  now,  now,  now,  now, 
The  Dunghil  of  Corruption  hath  yawn'd  forth 
The  Burthen  of  Abomination.  1  am 
Vext,  vext  to  the  Soul,  will  rid  my  Houfe 
Of  this  unchriflen'd  Fry,  and  never  open 
My  Doors  again. 

Fcro.  Some  other  time,  I'll  give  no  Anfwer  now. 
But  have  preferred  your  Suits,  here  (hew  your  Cunning. 
Firft,  every  one  in  order  do  his  Honour 
To  the  fair  Mark  you  fhoot  at  j  courtly,  courtly. 
Convey  your  feveral  Loves  in  lively  Meafure  ;    . 
Come,  let  us  take  our  Seats,  fome  fprightly  Mufick. 

Hoft.  Dance  all  and  part,  *tis  a  very  neceflary  Farewel. 

Tbey  all  make  ridiculous  Congees  to   Biancha,  rank  them- 
felves  and  dance  in  feveral  Fojiures;    during  the  Dance, 
Enter  Cefario,  and /lands  off. 

Hojf.  Well  done  my  lufty  Bloods,  precifely  well  done. 
One  lufty  Roufe  of  Wine,  and  take  leave  on  all  Sides. 

Cefa.  Thanks  for  your  Revels,  Gentlemen  ;  accept 
This  Gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc'd. 

JFIrj/f.  My  noble  Lord  Cefario  !  clear  the  Rooms,  Sirs. 

Foro.  Away  ;  attend  your  Anfwers. 

\_Exeu7n  Foro.  and  thofe  that  danced, 

Cefa.  With  your  Favour, 
Rolando,  I  would  change  a  Word  or  two 
With  your  fair  Daughter.     Hoji.    At  your  Lordfliip's 

Pleafure ; 
Come  Wife,  no  muttering,  have  a  care  Girl ;  my  Love, 
Service  and  Duty  unto  your  good  Lordfhip. 

{Exeunt  HoJi  and  Hofiefs. 

Cefa.  My  often  Vifits,  fvveet  Biancha,  cannot 
Bit  conftantly  inform  thy  Judgment,  wherein 
Thy  Happinefs  confifts  ;  for  to  Ileal  Minutes 
From  great  Employments,  to  converfe  with  Beauty, 
Lodg'd  in  fo  mean  a  Fortune,  to  lay  by 
Coafideration  of  the  unequal  Diftance 
Between  my  Blood  and  thine,  to  fhun  Occafions 
Of  Courtfhip  with  the  Ladies  of  the  time, 
Noble  and  fair,  only  for  Love  to  thee, 

Muft 
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Mud  of  necefTity  invite  a  Tendernefs, 

As  Jow  as  Nature  could  have  ftampt  a  Bondwoman's, 

To  entertain  quiclc  iVIotions  of  rare  Gratitude 

For  my  uncommon  Favours.     Bian.  'Deed,  my  Lord, 

As  far  as  my  Simplicity  can  lead  me, 

1  freely  thank  your  Courtefies.     Cefa.  To  thank  them. 

Is  to  reward  them,  pretty  one.     Bian.  Then  teach  me 

How  1  may  give  them  back  again  ;  in  truth 

I  never  yet  rcceiv'd  a  Pair  of  Gloves, 

A  trifling  Ring  from  any  that  expelled 

An  equal  Satisfaftion,  but  as  willingly 

I  parted  with  the  Gift  unto  the  Owner, 

As  he  beftow'd  it.     Cefa.  But  I  pour  before  thee 

Such  Plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  Ability 

Of  thy  whole  Kindred,  to  return  proportionable 

One  for  a  thoufand. 

Bian.  You,  my  Lord,  conclude 
For  my  InftrucSlion,  to  ingage  a  Debt 
Beyond  a  Poflibility  of  Payment, 
I  ever  thought  a  Sin  ;  and  therefore  juftly, 
Without  Conceit  of  Scorn,  or  curious  Rudenefs, 
I  muft  refufe  your  Bounty. 

Cefa.  Canft  thou  love  ? 

Bian.   Love!  is  there  fuch  a  Word  in  any  Language 
That  carries  honeft  ^^'^{t  ? 

Cefa.  Never  dwelt  Ignorance 
In  fo  fweet-fliap'd  a  Building  :  Love,  Bianca^ 
Is  that  firm  Knot  which  ties  two  Hearts  in  one  : 
Shall  ours  be  ty'd  fo  ? 

Bian,  Ufe  a  plainer  Word, 
My  Lord  \  inftead  of  ties,  fay,  marries  Hearts, 
Then  I  may  underftand. 

Cifa.  Their  Hearts  are  marry 'd, 
Whofe  interchange  of  Pleafures,  and  Embraces, 
Soft  Kifles,  and  the  Privacies  of  Sweets, 
Keeps  conftant  League  together ;  when  Temptation 
Of  great  Mens  Oaths  and  Gifts  fliall  urge  Cjntempr< 
Rather  than  batter  Refoiution.     Novelty 
Of  Sights,  or  Tafte  of  new  Delights  in  Wantonncfs, 
Breeds  Surfeit  more  than  Appetite  in  any 

A  a  4  Refcrv'd 
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RefervM  to  noble  Vows ;  my  excellent  Maid, 

Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  Contents, 

Mine  only,  that  no  Partner  may  partake 

1  hi!  Treafure  of  thofe  Sweets  thy  Youth  yet  glories  in. 

And  I  will  raife  thy  Lownefs  to  abundance 

Of  all  Varieties,*  and  m.ore  Triumph 

In  fuch  a  Miftrefs,  than  great  Princes  doating 

On  truth-betraying  Wives. 

B'lan.  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  Cottage  of  my  Virtue,  to  be  fwallow'd 
By  fome  hard- neighbouring  Landlord,  fuch  as  you  are, 
Is  in  cffedl  to  love.     A  Lord  fo  vicious ! 
O  where  fnall  Innocence  find  fome  poor  Dwelling, 
Free  from  Tcmptanon*s  Tyranny  ? 

Cefa.  Nay  prithee. 

Bian.  Gay  Cloaths,  high  Feeding,  eafy  Beds  of  Lufl", 
Change  oFunfeemJy  Sights,  with  bafe  Difcourfe, 
Draw  Curfes  on  your  Palaces  ;  for  my  Part, 
This  I  will  be  confirm'd  in^  I  will  eat 
The  bread  of  Labour,  know  no  ether  Reft 
Than  what  is  earn*d  from  honeft  Pains,  e'er  once  more 
Lend  ear  (22)  to  your  Viic  Toils :  Sir,  would  you  were 
As  noble  in  Defnes,  as  I  cculd  be 
In  knowing  Virtue.     Pray  do  not  afflift 

A  poor  Soul  thus.     Cefa.  I  fwear to  me  ?  — 

[Bianca  jieah  off. 
Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Cent.    The  Duke,  my  Lord,  commands  your  fpeedy 
Prefence 
(23)  For  anfvvering  Aggrievances  late  ug'd 

Againft 

(22)    to  your  <vile  Toils  : ]     Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  Tales 

for  Toils,  wfjich  \  cannot  ?.{[\-tx  to;  fcr  fmn!!  L.confiiie  cies  in  Me- 
taphor aie  too  ccmrnon  with  ali  ncivous  W  iters  to  be  i'nppos'd  Cor- 
ruj'tions  of  the  Prefs :  Neitijcr  i'  t.^.e  Exprefiion  oi  le tiding  an  ear  to 
7(7?/j  abfolutely  iridefcnfible.  I  oi  7i//j  ? re  che  Snaret.  iht  Bird  catchers 
fpread,  which  a'-e  g'^nc rally  accoinpany'd  with  Decoy- birds,  or  Decoy- 
pi|  es.*  Lei  tl  efe  Birus,  or  Pipes,  iher.  be  taken  into  the  Idea  of  the 
Word  lolls,  aiid  the  Metaphor  is  perfeftly  jult. 

(23)  For  anf-Mering  Gricvanes  lately  «r^V]  How  many  ways  does 
the  Metre  ot  our  old  Writers  fufFer  in  cur  lace  Editions  ?  They  have 
generally  follow'd  the  modern  inftead  of  the  ancient  Spelling,  and  this 

frequently 
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Agalnft  you  by  your  Mother  ? 
Cefa.  By  my  Mother. 
Gent.  The  Court  is  near  on  fitting. 
Cefa.  I  wait  on  it,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

E?n&  Duke,  Magljlrate,   Secretary,  Baptifla,  Attendants^ 
Mentivolej   {they  fit)  Meniwolcfands  by. 

Duke.  What  wafte  of  Bleed,  what  Tumults,  whatDi- 
vifions, 
What  Outrages,  what  Uprores  in  a  State, 
Fadlions,  though  ifluing  from  mean  Springs  at  firft, 
Have  ^^not  reftrain'd)  flowed  to,  the  fad  Example 
At  Rome,  between  the  Urfnis  and  Colonnas  : 
Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Fla7-cnce,  *twixt  the  Neris 
And  the  Biafichi,  can  too  mainly  witnefs. 
I  fit  not  at  the  Helm,  my  Lords,  of  Sovereignty- 
Deputed  Pilot  for  the  Common-wealth, 
To  fleep  while  others  fteer,  as  their  wild  Fancies 
Shall  counfel,  by  the  Compafs  of  Diforders. 
Baptijla,  this  fhort  Preface  is  dire6ted 
Chiefly  to  you  ;  the  petty  Brawls  and  Quarrels 
Late  urg'd  betwixt  th'  /llberti  and  your  Family, 
Mufb,  yes,  and  fhall,  like  tender  unknit  Joints, 
Fallen  again  together  of  themfelves  : 
Or  like  an  angry  Surgeon,  we  will  ufe 
The  roughnefs  of  our  Juftice,  to  cut  off 
The  flubborn  Rancour  of  the  Limbs  offending. 

Bapt.  Moft  gracious  Florence. 

Duke.  Our  Command  was  fignified, 
That  neither  of  the  Followers  of  each  Party 
Should  appear  here  with  Weapons. 

Bapt.  'Tis  obey*d.  Sir, 
On  my  fide, 

Duke.  We  mufl:  leave  the  general  Caufe 
Of  State  Employments,  to  give  ear  to  Brawls 

frequently  alters  e\'en  the  Number  of  Syllables.  It  would  be  too  much 
trouble  to  reduce  the  whole  to  the  old  Spelling  ;  but  where  it  is  necef- 
fary  to  the  Meafure  we  carefully  do  it.  The  Hobbling  of  this  Verfe 
made  me  confult  the  old  Folio,  where  I  find  true  Mealure  by  reading 
—— J<^gr!'eva»ces  late  ur^d,  inftead  of  — 'G^/VriJ^.-r    Iat<-i^  pro'' 4, 

^   Of 
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Of  fome  particular  Grudges,  politick  Government 
For  tutor*d  Princes,  but  no  more  henceforth. 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clarifla  at  one  Door,  Cefarlo 
at  the  other. 
Our  Frown  fhall  check  Prefumption,  not  our  Clemsncy. 

Mar.  All  Bleffings  due  unto  unpartial  Princes, 
Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  Happinefs. 

Cefa.  If  double  Prayers  can  double  Bleffings,  great  Sir, 
Mine  join  for  your  Profperity  with  my  Mother's. 

Duke.  Rife  both  ;   now  briefly.  Lady,    without  Cir- 
cumftance. 
Deliver  thofe  Aggrievances,  which  lately 
Your  Importunity  poffeft  our  Counfel 
Were  fit  for  Audience,  wherein  you  pctition'd 
You  might  be  heard  without  an  Advocate, 
Which  Boon  you  find  is  granted. 

(24)  Mar.  Though  divided 
I  ftand  between  the  Laws  of  Truth  and  Modefty, 
Yet  let  my  Griefs  have  vent :  Yet  the  clearnefs 
Of  ftrange  Neceffity  requires  Obedience 
To  Nature  and  your  Mercy,  in  my  Weeds 
Of  Mourning,  Emblems  of  too  dear  Misfortunes, 
Badges  of  Griefs,  and  Widowhood,  the  Burthen 
Of  my  charg'd  Soul,  muft  be  laid  down  before  you ; 
Wherein,  if  ftridl  Opinion  cancel  Shame, 
My  Frailty  is  my  Plea.     Stand  forth  young  Man, 
And  hear  a  Story  that  will  ftrike  all  Reafon 
Into  amazement.  Cefa.  I  attend.     Mar.  Jlbertus, 
Peace  dwell  upon  his  Afhes,  ftill  the  Husband 
Of  my  Remembrance  and  unchanging  Vows,     • 
Has,  by  his  Death,  left  to  his  Heir  Pofleflion 
Ot  fair  Revenue,  which  this  young  Man  claims 
As  his  Inheritance.     I  virg'd  him  gently. 
Friendly,  and  privately,  to  grant  a  partage 
Of  this  Eftate  to  her  who  owns  It  all. 
This  his  fuppofed  Sifter. 

(24  Mar.  Though  divided kc."]  Mariana's  difowning  C^Ar/o  for 
her  Son,  and  the  Duke's  Injundion  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Cau- 
fin  in  his  Holy  Court,  and  is  tranfcribed  by  Wanley  in  his  Hijiory  of 
Man,  Fol.  Book  3.  Chap.  26. 

Bapt. 
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Bapt,  How  ?  fuppofcd  ? 
Cefa.  Pray  Madam  recoiled  yourfclf. 
Mar.  The  relifh 
Of  a  ftrange  Truth  begins  to  work  like  Phyfick 
Already  :  1  have  bitternefs  to  mingle 
With  thefe  Preparatives,  fo  deadly  loathfome. 
It  will  quite  choak  Digeftion  ;  fliortly  hear  it 
Cefario^  for  I  dare  not  rob  unjuHly 
The  poor  Soul  of  his  Name;  this,  thjs  Cefana 
Neither  for  Father  had  Alberto^  me 
For  Mother,  nor  Clarijja  for  his  Siller. 
Cla.  Mother,  Mother! 
Ment.   I  am  in  a  Dream  fure. 
Tfuke.  No  Interruptions.  Lady,  on. 
Mar.  Miftake  not. 
Great  Duke  or  I'ufcany^  or  the  Beginning 
Or  Procels  of  this  Novelty  j  my  Husband, 
The  now  deceased  Alberto,  from  his  Youth 
Inur'd  to  an  Impaticncy,  and  Roughnt^ls 
Of  Difpofiiic'  ',  when  not  many  Months 
Alter  our  NLiiriage  were  worn  out,  rt-pin'd 
At  the  unfruitful  Barrennefs  of  Youth, 
W  hich,  as  he  pleas'd  to  term  it,  cur  our  Hopes  off 
From  blelTing  of  fome  Iflue  ;  to  prevent  it 
I  grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  Honour 
Than  to  preferve  his  Love,  and  as  Occafions 
Still  caird  him  from  me,  ftudy'd  in  his  Abfence 
How  I  might  frame  his  Welcome  home  with  Comfort. 
At  lall  I  feign'd  myfelf  with  Child  ;  the  MclTage 
Of  Freedom,  or  Relief,  to  one  half  ftarv'd  , 
In  Prifon,  is  not  utter'd  with  fuch  Greedinefs 
Of  Expedlation,  and  Delight,  as  this  was  to 
My  much  aftcded  Lord ;  his  Care,  his  Goodnefs, 
(Pardon  mc  that  I  ufe  the  Wordj  exceeded 
All  former  Fears ;  the  Hour  of  my  Deliverance, 
As  I  pretended,  drawing  near,  I  faHiion'd 
(25)  My  Birth-Rites  at  a  Country  Garden  Houfe, 

Where 

(25)  M>  J?/;7i.Rights ]    Mr.  Sjmpfon  would  read  either  Birtb- 

Nights,  or  Birlh  ( i.  e.  Labour  or  Delivery)  right  at  a  Cotintry  Garden 
Houfe.  But  this  only  lh«ws  that  in  any  Correftion,  if  we  mils  the  true 

one. 
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Where  then  my  Faulkner's  Wife  was  brought  a-bed 
Of  this  Cefario\  him  1  own*d  for  mine  j 
Prefcnted  him  unto  a  joyful  Father. 
Duke.  Can  yo'  prove  this  true? 
Mar.  Proofs  I  have  moft  evident ; 
But  oh  the  Curfe  of  my  Impatience  I  fliortly, 
E*er  three  new  Moons  had  fpent  their  borrow'd  Lights, 
I  grew  with  Child  indeed  ;  fo  juft  is  Heav'n, 
The  Ifiue  of  which-Burthen  was  this  Daughter  : 
Judge  now  moft  gr.icious  Prince,  my  Lords  and  you. 
What  Combats  then,  and  fince,  I  have  endur'd. 
Between  a  Mother's  Piety,  and  Weaknefs    ' 
Of  a  Soul-trembling  Wife  ;  to  have  reveaPd 
This  Secret  to  Alberto^  had  been  danger 
Of  Ruin  to  my  Fame,  befides  the  confli(5l 
Of  his  Diftradions ;  now  to  have  fupprefs'd  it, 
Were  to  defeat  my  Child,  my  only  Child, 
Of  her  moft  lawful  Honours,  and  Inheritance, 
Cefario^  thou*rt  a  Man  ftill,  Education 
Hath  moulded  thee  a  Gentleman,  continue  fb  ; 
Let  not  this  fall  from  Greatnefs  fink  thee  lower 
Than  worthy  Thoughts  may  warrant,  yet  difclalm 
All  Intereft  in  Jlberlo's  Blood,  thou  haft  not 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Duke.  Produce  your  Witnefs. 
Mar.  The  Faulkner's  Wife  his  Mother, 
And  Women  fuch  as  waited  then  upon  me. 
Sworn  to  the  Privacy  of  this  great  Secret. 
Duke.  Give  them  all  their  Oaths. 
Cefa.  O  let  me  crave  forbearance,  gracious  Sir, 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing. 
Duke.  Speak,  Cefario. 
Cefa.  Thus  long 
I  have  ftood  filent,  and  with  no  unwillingnefs 
Attended  the  Relation  of  my  Fall, 
From  a  fair  Expedlation  ;  what  I  fear'd 

one.  Ingenuity  of  Conjefture  only  carries  us  further  out  of  our  way. 
"Where  Wo;ds  have  the  fame  Sound,  as  Rights  and  Rites,  nothing  is 
fo  common  with  Tranfcribcrs  as  to  millake  one  for  the  other  j  to  rec- 
tify the  Spelling  therefore  is  all  that  is  here  wanted. 

(Since 
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(Since  the  firfl:  Syllable  this  Lady  utterM 

Of  my  not  being  herb)  benevolent  Faces 

Have  eas*d  me  of;  (26)  for  to  be  bafely  born. 

If  not  bafe-born,  detrads  not  from  the  Bounty 

Ox  Nature's  Freedom,  or  an  honeft  Birth. 

Nobility  claim'd  by  the  Right  of  Blood, 

Shews  chiefly,  {i.'])  that  our  Anceftors  deferv'd 

What  we  inherit;  but  that  Man  whofe  Adlions 

Purchafe  a  real  Merit  to  himfclf. 

And  ranks  him  in  the  file  of  Praife  and  Honour, 

Creates  his  own  Advancement  ;  let  me  want 

The  Fuel  which  bed  feeds  iw<i.  Fires  of  Greatnefs, 

Lordly  Poffcirions,  yet  fhall  ilill  my  Gratitude 

By  fome  Attempts,  of  mention  not  unworthy. 

Endeavour  to  return  (2S)  a  fit  Acquittance 

To  that  large  Debt  !  owe  your  Favours,  Madam, 

And  great  Alberto^  Memory  and  Goodnefs ; 

O  that  I  could  as  gently  fhake  oft  Palfion 

For  th*  Lofs  (29)  of  that  great  brave  Man,  as  I  can 

fhake  off 
Remembrance  of  what  once  I  was  reputed  i 

(26)  ■  'for  to  be  hafely  horn. 

Is  not  bafe-born, ]     Mr.  Sytnpfon  juftly  read    If  not  hafe- 

horn which  gives  ihe  Author's  Meaning  much  more  clearly,  <viz. 

To  be  born  of  mean  Parents,  if  in  Wedlock,  is  no  Detraction  to  any 
Man. 

(27)   •  that  our  Anrejiors  defir'd 

What  ive  inherit ; ]     Defir'd  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and 

fo  appear'd  to  us  all.  Mr.  Svmpfon  reads  acquired,  but  I  believe  he 
will  readily  allow  deferiia  (in  which  Mr.  Theobald dSiA  Iconcurr'd) 
to  be  the  better  Reading. 

(28)  -  '  a  fit  Acquaintarkce]  This  is  only  the  grofs  Miftake  of 
tlie  late  Editions :  Mr.  Theobald  znA.  I  concurr'J  in  the  Emendation, 
without  knowing  it  to  be  confirm'd  by  the  old  Foli?. 

(29)   of  that  great  brave 

c/'that  once  I ]  I  fufpedled  the  fecond  that  {honli. 

hive  been  ixihat,  and  found  in  the  old  Folio  an  odd  Confirmation  of  it. 
The  two  Lines  tf^ere  run  thus  : 

g/^what  great  brave    •         ■■ 

■  of  that  once  I 

Here  that  and  nvhat  evidently  had  chang'd  Places,  which  the  latter 
Editors  did  not  perceive,  though  they  faw  the  Abfurdiiy  of  iviat  ia 
the  firll  Line. 
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I  have  not  much  to  fay,  this  Princely  Prefence 

Needs  not  too  ftriiftly  to  examine  farther 

The  Truth  of  this  Acknowledgment  •,  a  Mother 

Dares  never  difavow  her  only  Son, 

And  any  Woman  muft  come  fhort  of  Piety, 

That  can,  or  dif- inherit  her  own  Ifllie, 

Or  fears  the  Voice  of  Rumour  for  a  Stranger." 

Madam,  you  have  confefs'd,  my  Father  was 

A  Servant  to  your  Lord  asid  you :  By  intereft 

Of  being  his  Son,  I  cannot  but  claim  jultly 

The  fiionour  of  continuing  flili  my  Service 

To  you  and  yours  j  which  granted,  I  beg  leave 

I  may  for  this  time  be  difmift. 

Buke.  Bold  Spirit. 

Bapt.  I  love  thee  now  with  pity.  ' 

Duke.  Go  not  yet 

A  fudden  Temped  that  might  fhake  a  Rock, 
Yet  he  ftands  firm  againft  it ;  much  it  moves  me. 
He,  not  Jlberto's  Son,  and  fhe  a  Widow, 
And  (he  a  Widow, Lords,  your  Ear. 

Omnes.  Your  Pleafure.  \JVhifpersl 

Duke.  So,  Lady,  what  you  have  avouch'd  is  Truth. 

Mar.  Truth  only,  gracious  Sir. 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  Sentence. 
Since  from  his  Cradle  you  have  fed  and  fofler'd 
Cefarlo  as  your  Son,  and  train'd  him  up 
To  hopes  of  Greatnefs ;  which  now  in  a  Moment 
You  utterly  again  have  ruin'd,  this  way 
We  with  our  Counfel  are  refolv'd,  you  being 
A  Widow,  Iliall  accept  him  for  a  Husband. 

Mar.  Husband  to  me,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  'Tis  in  us  to  raife  him 
To  Honours,  and  his  Virtues  will  deferve  'em. 

Mar.  But  Sir,  'tis  in  no  Prince,  nor  his  Prerogative, 
To  force  a  Woman's  Choice  againft  her  Heart, 

Duke.  True,  if  then  you  appeal  to  higher  Juftice, 
Our  Doom  includes  this  Claufe  upon  refufal, 
Out  of  your  Lord's  Revenues  fhall  Cefarlo 
AlTure  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  Wife, 
Th'  Inheritance  of  three  Parts  5   the  lefs  remainder 

Is 
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Is  Dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a  Daughter ; 
And  we,  by  our  Prerogative,  which  you  queftion. 
Will  publickly  adopt  him  into  th*  Name 
Of  your  deceas'd  Alberhis,  that  the  Memory 
Of  fo  approv'd  a  Peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preferve  his  Memory  ;  'lefs  you  find  out 
Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  fatisfy 
His  Wrong,  our  Sentence  Hands  irrevocable : 
What  think  you,  Lords  ? 

Omnes.  The  Duke  is  jufl:  and  honourable. 
Bapt.  Let  me  embrace  Cefarioy  henceforth  ever 
I  vow  a  conftant  Friendlhip.     Ment.  1  remit 
All  former  Difference.     Cefa.  I  am  too  poor 
In  Words  to  thank  this  Juftice.     Madam,  always 
My  Studies  fhall  be  Love  to  you,  and  Duty. 

Dukff.  Replies  we  admit  none.     Cefario  wait  on  us, 

[^Exeunt.  Manent  Ment.  Bapt.  Mar.  and  Cla. 
Bapt.  Mentivole, 
Ment.  My  Lord. 
Bapt.  Look  on  Clarijfa, 
She's  noble,  rich,  young,  fair.    Ment,  My  Lord,  and 
virtuous. 

Bapt.   Mefitivoky  and  virtuous. ■  Madam.  Af^r. 

Tyranny 
Of  Juftice,  I  iLal  live  Report's  Derifion, 
That  am  compell'd  t'  exchange  a  graceful  Widow-hood 
For  a  continual  Martyrdom  in  Marriage, 
With  one  fo  much  beneath  me. 

Bapt.  I'll  plead  for  ye 
Boldly  and  conftantly,  let  your  Daughter  only 
Admit  my  Son  her  Servant  at  next  Vifit, 
Madam,  I'll  be  a  Meflenger  of  Comfort. 
Mentivole^  be  confident  and  earneft.  [^Exii. 

Mar.  Married  again,  to  him  too  !  better  't  had  been 
The  young  Man  fhould  have  ilill  retain'd  the  Honours 
Of  old  Alberto's  Son,  than  I  the  Shame 
Ol  making  him  SuccefTor  of  his  Bed  ; 
I  was  to  blame.     Ment.  Indeed  witliout  Oficnce, 
Madam,  I  think  you  were. 
Cla,  You  urge  it  fairly, 

And 
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And  like  a  worthy  Friend. 

Mar.  Can  you  fay  any  thing 
In  commendation  of  a  Cyiufhroom  withered. 
As  foon  as  llarted  up  ? 

Ment.  You  fcorn  an  Innocent 
Of  noble  growth,  for  whiles  your  Husband  liv'd 
I've  heard  you  boaft,  Cefario  in  all  Adions 
Gave  matter  of  Report,  of  Imitation, 
Wonder  and  Envy  ;  let  not  difcontinuance 
Of  lome  few  Days  ellrange  a  fweet  Opinion 
Of  Virtue,  chiefly  when,  in  fuch  Extremity, 
Your  Pity,  not  Contempt,  will  argue  Goodnefs. 

Mar.  O  Sir. 

Cla.  If  you  would  ufe  a  thriving  Courtfhip, 
You  cannot  utter  a  more  powerful  Language, 
That  1  fhall  liften  to  with  greater  Greedinefs, 
Than  th'  Argument  you  profecute ;  this  Ipeaks  you 
A  Man  compleat  and  excellent. 

Ment.  I  fpeak  not. 
They  are  his  own  Deferts.     Mar.  Good  Sir,  forbear, 
I  am  now  fully  fenfible  of  running 
Into  a  violent  Lethargy,  whofe  deadlinefs 
Locks  up  all  Reafon,  1  fhall  never  henceforth 
Remember  my  paft  Happinefs. 

Ment.  Thefe  Clouds 
May  be  difpers'd. 

Mar.  I  fear  continual  Night 
Will  over-fhroud  me,  yet  poor  Youth  his  Trefpafs 
Lies  in  his  Fortune,  not  the  Cruelty 
Of  the  Duke's  Sentence. 

Cla.  1  dare  think  it  does; 

Mar.  If  all  fail,  I  will  learn  then  to  conquer 
Adverfity  with  Sufferance. 

Ment,  You  refolve  nobly,  {Exeunt » 
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Enter  Cefario  and  a  Servant, 

Cefa.T    E  T  any  Friend  have  Entrance. 
i  J     Serv.  Sir,  a'  fhall. 
Ceja.  Any,  1  except  none. 

Serv.  We  know  your  Mind,  Sir,  [Ex'it, 

Cefa.  Pleafures  admit  no  Bounds.    Vm  picchM  fo  high. 
To  fuch  a  Growth  of  full  Profperities, 
That  to  conceal  my  Fortunes  were  an  Injury 
To  Gratefulnefs,  and  thofe  more  liberal  Favours 
By  whom  my  Glories  profper.     He  that  flows 
In  gracious  and  fwoln  (30)  Tides  of  bleft  Abundance, 
Yet  will  be  ignorant  of  his  own  Fortunes, 
Deferves  to  live  contemn'd,  and  die  forgotten  ; 
The  Harveft  of  my  Hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen'd  and  gather*d,  I  can  fatten  Youth 
With  choice  of  Plenty,  and  fupplies  of  Comforts, 
My  Fate  Iprings  in  my  own  Handj  and  Pll  ufe  it. 

Enter  two  Servants  and  Biancha. 

1  Serv.  'Tis  my  Place. 

2  Serv.  Yours  ?  Here  fair  one,  Pll  acquaint 

My  Lord,  i  Serv.  He's  here,  go  to  him  boldly.    2  Serv, 

Pleafe  you 
To  let  him  underftand  how  readily 
I  waited  on  your  Errand  ?     i  Serv.  Saucy  Fellow  ; 
You  muft  excufe  his  Breeding.     Cefa.  What's  the  matter? 
Biancha,  my  Biancha^  to  your  Offices.         \_Exeunt  Serv. 
This  Vifit,  Sweet,  from  thee,  my  pretty  dear, 
By  how  much  more  'twas  unexpected,  comes 
So  much  th*  more  timely  ;  Witnefs  this  free  Welcome, 
Whate*er  Occafion  led  thee. 

Bian.  You  muft  guefs.  Sir, 
Yet  indeed  *tis  a  rare  one. 

(30)  Tides  of  ht^  Mundance,']  Former  Editions,  Mr.Sympfoii 

concurred  with  me  in  the  Correftion. 

Vol.  IX.  Bb  Ora, 
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Cefa.  Prithee  fpcak  it, 
My  honeft  virtuous  Maid. 
Bian.  Sir,  I  have  heard 
Of  your  Misfortunes,  and  I  cannot  tell  you 
Whether  I  have  more  caufe  of  Joy  or  Sadnefs, 
To  know  they  are  a  Truth. 

Cefa.  What  Truth,  Biancha  ? 
Misfortunes,  how,  wherein  ?     Bian.  You  are  difclaim'd 
For  being  the  Lord  Alberto*^  Son,  and  pubUckly 
Acknowledg'd  of  as  mean  a  Birth  as  mine  is, 
It  cannot  chufe  but  grieve  ye.     Cefa.    Grieve  me  ?    Ha, 

ha,  ha,  ha? 
Is  this  all  ?     Bian.  This  all  ?     Cefa.  Thou  art  forry  for't 
I  warrant  thee  :  Alas  good  Soul,  Biancha^ 
That  which  thou  call*ft  Misfortune  is  my  Happinefs, 
My  Happinefs,  Biancha. 
Bian.  If  you  love  me, 
Jt  may  prove  mine  too. 

Cefa.  May  it?  I  will  love  thee. 
My  good,  good  Maid,  if  that  can  make  thee  happy. 
Better  and  better  love  thee. 

B'tan.  Without  Breach  then 
Of  Modefly,  I  come  to  claim  the  Intercft 
Your  Proteftations,  both  by  Vows  and  Letters, 
Have  made  me  Owner  of ;  from  the  firft  Hour 
I  faw  you,  I  confefs  I  wifh'd  I  had  been. 
Or  not  fo  much  below  your  Rank  and  Greatnefs, 
Or  not  fo  much  above  thofe  humble  Flames 
That  fhouid  have  warm'd  my  Bofom  with  a  temperate 
Equality  of  Defires  in  equal  Fortunes. 
Still  as  you  utter'd  Language  of  Afieclion, 
I  courted  Time  to  pals  more  flowly  on. 
That  I  might  turn  more  Fool  to  lend  Attention 
To  what  I  durft  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for  : 
Yet  ftill  as  more  I  heard,  I  wilh'd  to  hear  more. 
Cefa.  Didft  thou  in  troth.  Wench  ? 
Bian.  Willingly  betray'd 
Myfelf  to  hopelefs  Bondage. 

Cefa.  A  good  Girl, 
I  thought  I  fhouid  not  mifs,  whate'er  thy  Anfwer  was. 

Biaiti 
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B'lan.  But  as  I  am  a  Maid,  Sir,  and  i'faith 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I  am  a  Maid, 
So  dearly  I  relpeded  both  your  Fame 
And  Quality,  that  I  would  firft  have  perilh'd 
In  my  Tick  Thoughts,  than  e'er  have  given  confent 
To  have  undone  your  Fortunes,  by  inviting 
A  Marriage  with  lb  mean  a  one  as  I  am. 
I  fhould  have  died  fure,  and  no  Creature  known 
The  Sicknefs  that  had  kill*d  me. 

Cefa.  Pretty  Heart, 
Good  Soul,  alas,  alas.     B'lan.  Now  fince  I  know 
There  is  no  difference  'twixt  your  Birch  and  mine, 
Not  much  *twixt  our  Eftates,  if  any  be. 
The  Advantage  is  on  my  fide,  I  come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  firft  Fruits  of  my  Heart, 
And  am  content  t'accept  you  for  my  Husband, 
Now  when  you  are  at  loweft. 

Cefa.  For  a  Husband  ? 
Speak  fadly,  doft  thou  mean  fo? 

Elan.  In  good  deed,  Sir, 
'Tis  pure  Love  makes  this  Proffer. 

Cefa.  I  believe  thee, 
"What  Counfel  urg'd  thee  on,  tell  me,  thy  Father 
My  worfhipful  fmug  Hoft  ?    Was*t  not  he.  Wench? 
Or  Mother  Hoftefs  ?   Ha? 

Bian.  D'ye  mock  my  Parentage  ? 
I  do  not  fcorn  yours.  Mean  Folks  are  as  worthy 
To  be  well  fpoken  of,  if  they  defcrve  wtll. 
As  fome  whofe  only  Fame  lies  in  their  Blood. 
O,  y'are  a  proud  poor  Man  :  All  your  Oaths  Falfhood, 
Your  Vows  deceit,  your  Letters  forg'd  and  wicked. 

Cefa.  Thou'dft  be  my  Wife,  I  dare  fwear. 

B'lan.  Had  your  Heart, 
Your  Hand  and  Tongue  been  Twins,  you  had  reputed 
This  Courtefy  a  Benefit. 

Cefa.  Simplicity, 
How  prettily  thou  mov'ft  me  }  Why,  Biancha, 
Report  has  cozen'd  thee,  I  am  not  fallen 
From  my  expelled  Honours  or  Poflcffions, 
I  Though  from  the  Hope  of  Birth- right. 

B  b  i  Bian. 
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B'lan.  Are  you  not  ? 
Then  I  am  loft  again  ;  I  have  a  Suit  too. 
You'll  grant  it  if  you  be  a  good  Man. 

Cefa.  Any  thing. 

Bian.  Pray  do  not  talk  of  ought  what  I  have  faid  t*ye. 

Cefa.  As  I  wifh  Health  I  will  not. 

B'tan.  Pity  me, 
But  never  love  me  more. 

Cefa.  Nay,  now  y'are  cruel, 
Why  all  thefe  Tears  ?« Thou  fhalt  not  go. 

B'lan.  I'll  pray  for  ye 
That  you  may  have  a  virtuous  Wife,  a  fair  one, 
And  when  I'm  dead 

Cefa.  Fie,  fie. 

Bian.  Think  on  me  fometimes. 
With  Mercy  for  this  Trefpafs. 

Cefa.  Let  us  kifs 
At  parting,  as  at  coming. 

Bian.  This  I  have 
As  a  free  Dower  to  a  Virgin's  Grave, 
All  Goodnefs  dwell  with  ye.  \Eitit. 

Cefa.  Harmlefs  Biancha  f 
Unskill'd  !  What  handfome  Toys  are  Maids  to  play  with  ?  j 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clanfla. 


How  innocent  ?  But  I  have  other  Thoughts 

Of  nobler  Meditation. My  Felicity, 

Thou  com'ft  as  I  could  wifh  ;  lend  me  a  Lip 
As  foft  and  melting  as  when  old  Alherto, 
After  his  firft  Night's  Trial,  taking  farewel 
Of  thy  Youth's  Conqueft,  tafted. 

Mar.  You're  uncivil. 

Cefa.  I  will  be  Lord  of  my  own  Pleafures,  Madam, 
Y'aremine,  mine  freely  j  come,no  whimpering  henceforth. 
New  con  the  Lefibns  of  Loves  beft  Experience, 
That  our  Delights  may  meet  in  equal  Meafure 
Of  Refolutions  and  Defires ;  this  Sullennefs 
Is  fcurvy,  I  like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  modeft  ; 
And  do  not  learn,  Cefario,  how  to  proftitute 

Thd 
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The  Riot  of  thy  Hopes  to  common  Folly  ; 
Take  a  fad  Woman's  Word,  howe'er  thou  doat*ft 
Upon  the  prcfent  Graces  of  thy  Grcatnefs, 
Yet  I'm  not  fallen  fo  below  my  Conftancy 
To  Virtue,  nor  the  Care  which  I  once  tendred 
For  thy  Behoof,  that  I  prefer  a  Sentence 
Of  Cruelty  before  my  Honour. 
Cefa,  Honour! 

Mar.    Hear  me,    thou   feeeft   this    Girl  I    Now  the 
Comfort, 
Of  my  laft  Days.     She  is  the  only  Pledge 
Of  a  Btfd  truly  noble:  She  had  a  Father 
(I  need  not  fpeak  him  more  than  thou  remembreft) 
Whom  to  difhonour  by  a  meaner  Choice, 
Were  Injury  and  Infamy. 

Cla.  To  Goodnefs, 
To  Time  and  virtuous  Mention. 

Mar.  I  have  vow'd, 
Obferve  me  now,  Cefario,  that  how-e*er 
I  may  be  forc'd  to  marry,  yet  no  Tyranny, 
Perfuafions,  Flattery,  Gifts,  Intreats,  or  Tortures, 
Shall  draw  me  to  a  fecond  Bed. 
Cla.  'Tisjuft  too. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  *tis  juft,  ClariJJa.    I  allow 
The  Duke's  late  Sentence,  am  refolv'd  young  Man 
To  be  thy  Wife  ;  but  when  the  Ceremony 
Of  Marriage  is  perform'd,  in  Life  I  will  be, 
Though  not  in  Name,  a  Widow. 

Ceja.  Pray  a  Word  t'ye. 
Shall  I  in  earnefl:  never  be  your  Bedfellow  ^ 

Mar.  Never,  O  never  i  and  'tis  for  your  good  too,' 
Cefa.  Prove  that. 

Mar.  Alas,  too  many  Years  are  numbred 
In  my  Account  to  entertain  the  Benefit 
Which  Youth  in  thee,  Cefario^  and  Ability 
Might  hope  for  and  require,  it  were  Injuftice 
To  rob  a  Gentleman  deferving  Memory 
Of  I  flue  to  preferve  it. 

Cefa.  No  more  ;  herein 
You  are  an  excellent  Pattern  of  true  Piety, 

B  b  3  Let 
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Let  me  now  turn  your  Advocate.     Pray  look  into 
The  Order  of  the  Duke  injoin'd  ;  admit 
I  fatisfy  the  Sentence,  without  Marriage 
With  you,  how  then  ? 

Mar.  Cefario. 

Cefa.  If  I  know 
How  to  acquit  your  Fears,  yet  keep  th'Injunflion 
In  every  Claufe  whole  and  intire,  your  Charity 
Will  call  me  ftill  your  Servant. 

Mar.  Still  my  Son. 

Cefa.  Right,  Madam,  now  you  have  it,  ftill  your  Son 
The  Genius  of  your  BlelTings  hath  inftrufted 
Your  Tongue  oraculoufly,  we'll  forget 
How  once  I  and  Clarijfa  interchang'd 
The  Ties  of  Brother  and  of  Sifter,  henceforth 
New  ftilc  us  Man  and  Wife. 

Cla.  By  what  Authority  ? 

Cefa.  Heav'n's  great  Appointment.  Yet  in  all  my  Dotage 
On  thy  Perfedlions,  when  I  thought,  Clarijfa, 
We  had  been  Pledges  of  one  Womb,  no  loofe. 
No  wanton  Heat  of  Youth  defir'd  to  claim 
Priority  in  thy  Affedlions,  other 
Than  Nature  might  commend.     Chaftly  I  tender'd 
Thy  Welfare  as  a  Brother  ought  ;  but  fince 
Our  Bloods  are  Strangers,  let  our  Hearts  contract 
A  long  Life-lafting  Unity,  for  this  way 
The  Sentence  is  to  be  obferv'd,  or  no  way. 

Mar.  Then  no  way.  Cefa.  I  expedted  other  Anfwer, 
Madam,  from  you.     Mar  No,  every  Age  fhall  curfe  me. 
The  Monfter,  and  the  Prodigy  of  Nature, 
Horrors  beyond  Extremity. 

Cla.  Pray  Mother, 
Confine  the  Violence  of  Grief.     Cefa.  Yes,  Mother, 
Pray  do.     Mar.  Thus  fome  catch  at  a  Matron's  Honour- 
By  flying  Luft,  to  plot  inceftuous  Witchcrafts, 
More  terrible  than  Whoredoms  j  cruel  Mercy  ! 
When  to  preferve  the  Body  from  a  Death 
The  Soul  is  ftrangled.  i 

Cefa.  This  is  more  than  PafTion, 
It  comes  near  to  Diftradtion. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  I  am  quieted. 
Cefarioy  thou  mayeft  tell  the  Duke  recureJ3f 
ALbeyto\  Titles,  Honours  and  Revenues, 
The  Duke  may  give  away,  enjoy  them  thou. 
Clarijfa's  Birth-right,  Mariana's  Dower 
Thou  flialt  be  Lord  of;  turn  us  to  the  World 
Unpity'd  and  unfriended  ;  yet  my  Bed 
Thou  never  fleep'ft  in  :  As  for  her,  (he  hears  me. 
If  ihe  as  much  as  in  a  Thought  confent. 
That  thou  may*fl:  call  her  Wife,  a  Mother's  Curfe 
Shall  never  leave  her. 

Cla.  As  a  Brother  once 
I  lov*d  you,  as  a  noble  Friend  yet  honour  ye. 
But  for  a  Husband,  Sir,  I  dare  not  own  you, 
My  Faith  is  giv'n  already. 

Cefa.  To  a  Villain, 
I'll  cut  his  Throat. 

Mar.  Why  this  is  more  than  PaJJion  ? 
It  comes  near  a  DiflraUion, 

Cla.  Call  to  mind,  ijir. 
How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  Goodnefs 
Which  once  reign*d  in  ye,  which  appear*d  fo  lovely 
That  fuch  as  Friend Ihip  led  to  Obfervation, 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Courted  the  great  Example. 

Ceja.  Left,  and  flatter'd 
Into  a  broad  Derifion  ?  Mar.  Why  d'ye  think  fo  ? 
My  Lord  Baptijla^  is  your  Son  grown  cold 
In  hafting  on  the  Marriage,  which  his  Vows 
Have  feal'd  to  my  wrong*d  Daughter? 

Bapt.  We  come,  Lady, 
To  confummate  the  Contrad.    Cefa.  With  Mentivole  ? 
Is  he  the  Man  ?     Ment.  ClariJJa'%  Troth  and  mine, 
Cefario,  are  recorded  in  a  Charader 
So  plain  and  certain,  that  except  the  Hand 
Of  Heav'n,  which  writ  it  firft,  would  blot  it  out  again. 
No  humane  Power  can  raze  it. 

Ce/a.  But  fay  you 
So  too,  young  Lady  ?    Cla.  I  fliould  elfe  betray 

B  b  4  My 


392        7^^  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

My  Heart  to  Falfhood,  and  my  Tongue  to  Perjury. 

Cefa.  Madam,  you  know  the  Sentence. 

Bapt.  From  the  Duke 
I  have  particular  Comforts,  which  require 
A  private  Ear. 

Mar.  I  fhall  approve  it  gladly  : 
We  are  refolv'd,   Cefario. 

Bap.  Be  not  infolent 
Upon  a  Prince's  Favour. 

Cla.  Lofe  no  Glory, 
Your  younger  Years  have  purchaft^ 

Ment.  And  defer ved  too, 
You've  many  worthy  Friends. 

Bapt.  Prelerve  and  ufethem.      \Exeunt.  Manet  Cefario, 

Ceja.  Good,  very  good,  why  here's  a  Compliment 
Of  Mirrh  in  dtfperation,  I  could  curfe 
My  Fate  :  O  with  what  fpeed  Men  tumble  down 
From  Hopes  that  foar  too  high.     Biancha  nowr 
May  fcorn  me  juilly  too,  Clarijfa  married, 
Alberto's  Widow  refolute,  Biancha 
Refus'd,  and  I  forfakcn  :  Let  me  Oudy, 
I  can  but  die  a  Batchelor  that's  the  worft  on't,  [_Exit, 

Enter  Ilcji^  Taylor,  Muleteer,  Dancer,  Pedant,  Coxcomb. 

Hoji.  Come,   GentVrr.^.u, 
This  is  the  Day  that  our  great  Ar^ift  hath 
Ficmi'^M  t'  give  all  your  fevenii  buits  fatisfaflion. 

Dan.  Is  he  yet  ftirring  ? 

HoJl.  He  hath  been  at  his  Book 
Thefe  two  Hours.     Ped.  He's  a  rare  Phyfician. 

Hcjl.  Why  I'll  tell  you,  were  Paracelfus  the  German  now 
Living,  he  would  take  up  his  fingle  Rapier 
Ag-iinff,  his  terrible  long  Sword,  he  makes  it 
A  matter  o'  nothino;  to  cure  the  Gout,  fore  Eyes 
He  taket  out  as  fanuliarly,  walLes  them. 
And  puts  them  m  a,3;ain,  as  you'd  blanch  Almonds. 

Tdy.  They  fay  he  can  make  Gold. 

Hoft.   A.Y,  ay.  he  learnt  it 
Uf  K/dy  in  6c  :..any.     1" here's  not  a  Chymifl: 
In  Chriftendom  that  can  go  beyond  him 
F9r  multiplying.     Ped.  Take  heed  then  he  get  not 

Your 
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Your  Daughter's  Belly  up,  my  Hoft.     Hoft,  You  are 
A  merry  Gentleman,  and  the  Man  of  Art 
Will  love  you  th-  better.     Dan.  Does  he  love  Mirth  and 
Crotchets  ? 
Hoji.  Oh  he's  the  mod  courteous  Phvfician,  you 
May  drink  or  drab  in's  Company  frtciy,  the  better 
He  knows  how  your  Difeafe  grows,  the  better  hs 
Knows  how  to  cure  it.     Dan.  But  I  wonccr  my  Hod, 
He  has  no  more  relbrt  of  Ladies  to  him. 
Hoft.  Why,  Sir? 

Dan.  O  divers  of  'em  have  great  Belief 
In  Conjurers  :  Leachery  is  a  great  help 
To  th'  Quality.     Hoft.  He's  fcarce  known  to  be 
In  Town  yet, 

E'er  long  we  fhall  have  'em  come 
Hurrying  hither  in  Feather-beds. 
Dan.  How  .?  Bedridden  .'* 
Hoft.  No,  Sir,  in  Feather-beds  that  move  upon 
(31)  Four  Wheels,  .S'/'^w//^  Caroches.  P^^.  Pray  acquaint 

him 
We  give  Attendance.     Hoft,  I  fliall.  Gentlemen. 
rd  fain  be  rid  o*  thefe  Rafcals,  but  that  they 
Raife  Profit  to  my  Wine-Cellar.     When  I  have 
Made  ufe  of  them  fufficiently,  I'll  intreat 
The  Conjurer  to  tie  Crackers  to  their  Tails, 
And  fend  them  packing. 

Enter  Forobofco  as  in  his  Study. 

Foro.  Come  hither,  mine  Hoft, 
Look  here. 

Hoft.  What's  that  .? 

Foro.  A  Challenge  from  my  Man. 

Hoft.  For  breaking's  Pate  ? 

Foro.  He  writes  here,  if  I  meet  him  not 
I'th*  Field 
Within  this  half  Hour,  I  fhall 

(31)  Tour  Wheels  in  Spanifli  C/2rof(&f/.  ]  Former  Editions.  Th« 
Largenefs  and  Eafe  of  Spanijh  Coaches  makes  the  HoJ}  here  call  them 
Feather-beds ;  the  fecond  /«  was  repeated  from  the  Line  above,  and 
^urts  both  Senfe  and  Meafure. 
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Hear  more  from  him. 

Hoji.  O,  Sir,  mind  your  Profit, 
Ne'er  think  of  the  Rafcal ;  here  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Foro.  'Morrow  my  worthy  Clients, 
What  are  you  all  prepared  of  your  Qucftions  j 
That  I  may  give  my  Refolution  of  them  ? 
All.  We  are.  Sir. 

Ped.  And  have  brought  our  Mony. 
Foro.  Each  then 
In  Order,  and  differ  not  for  Precedency. 

Dan.  I'm  buying  of  an  Office,  Sir, 
And  to  that  Purpofe 
I  would  fain  learn  t'  diffemble  cunningly. 

Foro.  Do  you  come  to  me  for  that  }  you  fhould  rather 
've  gone 
T*  a  cunning  Woman.    Dan.  Ay,  Sir,  but  their  Inftruc- 

tions 
Are  but  like  Woman,  pretty  well,  but  not 
To  th'  depth,  as  I  would  have  it :  You*re  a  Conjurer, 
TheDevil's  Mailer,  and  I  would  learn  it  from 

You  fo  exadlly Foro.  That  the  Devil  himfelf 

Might  not  go  b'yond  you.     Daji.  You  are  I'th*  right.  Sir. 

Foro.  And  fo  your  Mony  for  your  Purchafe  nught 
Come  in  again  within  a  twelve  Month.  (32)  Dan.  I 
Would  be  a  Graduate,  no  Frelli-man.     Foro.  Here's  my 

Hand,  Sir, 
1*11  make  yo*  diffemble  fo  methodically. 
As  if  the  Devil  fhould  be  fent  from  the 
Great  Turk.,  in  th'  Shape  of  an  Ambaffador, 
T'  fet  all  th'  Chriftian  Princes  at  variance. 

Dan.  I  can't  with  any  Modefty  defire  more  ; 
There's  your  Mony,  Sir. 

Foro.  For  the  Art  of  diffembling. 

Cox.  My  Suit,  Sir,  will  be  News  to  you  when  I  tell  it. 

Foro.  Pray  on. 

(32)  Dan.  Injoouldhe  a  Graduate,  Sir,  no  Frejh-man .'\  This  whole 
Scene  which  was  printed  as  Profe,  like  all  the  comic  Parts  of  this  Play, 
has  certainly  a  droll  hobbling  Meafure,  and  I  have  found  no  Difficulty 
in  reftoring  jc.  Here  there  is  a  Syllable  too  much,  and  the  Sir  pro- 
bably crept  in  from  the  Line  below. 

Cox\ 
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Coit.  I  would  fee  up  a  Prefs  here  in  Italy^ 
To  write  all  the  Coranto's  for  Chriftendom. 

Foro.  That's  new  indeed. 
And  how  would  you  imploy 
Me  in  it  ?  Cox.  Marry,  Sir,  from  you  I  would 
Gain  my  Intelligence.     Foro.  I  conceive  yo'.  You'd  have 
Me  furnifh  you  with  a  Spirit  to  inform  you. 

Cox.  But  with  as  quiet  a  Devil  as  the  Woman, 
The  firft  Day  and  a  half  after  fhe's  married, 
I  can  b'  no  means  endure  a  terrible  one, 

Foro.  No,  no,  I'll  qualify  him,  he  fhall  not  fright  you. 
It  fhall  be  th*  Ghoft  o'  fome  lying  Stationer, 
(33)  A  Sp'rit  fhall  look  as  Butter  would  not  melt 
ln*s  Mouth.     A  new  Mercurius  Gallo-belgkus. 

Cox.  O  there's  a  Captain  was  rare  at  it. 

Foro.  Ne'er  think  of  him. 
Th'  Captain  writ  a  full  Hand  Gallop,  and 
Wafted  indeed  more  harmlefs  Paper  than 
Ever  did  Jaxative  Phyfick,  yet  will  I 
Make  you  t'  out-fcribble  him,  and  (ti  down  what 
You  pleafe,  the  World  fhall  better  believe  you. 

Cox.   Worthy  Sir, 
I  thank  you,  there  is  Mony.     Foro.  A  new  Office 
For  writing  pragmatical  Coranto's.     Fed.  1  am 
A  School- mafler,  Sir,  and  would  fain  confer  with  you 
About  ere(5ling  four  new  Seds  o*  Religion 
At  Jmjierdafn.     Foro.   What  th'  Devil  fhould  new 
Sefts  of  Religion  do  there }     Fed.  I  affure  you 
I*d  get  a  great  deal  of  Mony  by't.     Foro.   And  v;hat  arc 
The  four  new  Sedls  o*  Religion  you  would  plant  there  ? 

Fed.   Why  that's  it  I  come  about.  Sir,  'tis  a  Devil 
O'  your  raifing  muft  invent  'em,  I  confefs 
I  am  too  weak  to  compafs  it.     Foro.  So,  Sir, 
Then  you  make  it  a  matter  of  no  difficulty 
To  have  them  Tolerated.     Fed.  Trouble  not 
Yourfelf  for  that ;  Let  but  your  Devil  fet  them 

(33)  y^  Spirit ]  Tho  old  £wf/v2>  Poets  very  often  make  Spirit 

but  one  Syllable,  as, 

Se  thou  ei  Sp'rit  ef  Health  or  Goblin  damn'd. 

Afoot 
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Afoot  once,  I  have  Weavers,  and  Ginger-bread  makers. 

And  mighty  Aquavit ce-mtn^  (hall  fet  them 

A  going.     Foro.  This  is  fomewhat  difficult. 

And  *J1  ask  fome  Conference  with  the  Devil.     Fed.  Take 

Y*r  own  leafure,  Sir,  I  have  another  Bufinefs  too, 

'Caufe  I  mean  t*  leave  Italy ^  and  bury  myfelf  in 

(34)  Thofe  nether  Parts  'th'  Low -Countries,   Foro.  What's 
that.  Sir  ? 

Fed.  Marry,  I  would  fain  make  nine  Days  to  th'  Week, 
For  the  more  ample  Benefit  of  the  Captain. 

Foro.  You  have  a  fhrewd  Pate,  Sir. 

Fed.  But  hov/  this  might 
Be  compafs'd  ?     Foro.  Compafs'd  eafily  ;  it  is 
But  making  a  new  Almanack,  and  dividing 
The  compafs  of  th*  Year  into  larger  Penny-worths, 

(35)  As  a  Chandler  with  his  Compafs  makes  a  Geo- 
Metrick  Proportion  of  the  Holland  Cheefe 

H'  retails  by  Stivers.    But  for  getting  it  licenc'd  ? 

Fed.   IVoubl'  not  yourfelf  with  that,  Sir  j  there's  your 
Mony. 

Foro.  For  four  new  Sefls  of  Religions, 
And  nine  Days  to  the  Week. 

Fed.  To  be  brought  in 
At  general  Pay-days,  write  I  befeech  you.     Foro.  At 
General  Pay-days.     Tay.  Pm  by  ProfefTion 
A  Taylor,  you  have  heard  of  me.     Foro.  Yes,  Sir, 
And  will  not  (leal  from  you  the  leaft  Part  of 
That  Commendation  Pve  heard  utter'd.     "Tay.  I . 
Take  meafure  of  your  Worth,  Sir,  and  becaufe 
Pll  not  afBi6l  you  with  any  larger  Bill 
Of  Circumftances,  Pll  fnip  off  Particulars. 
Pd  fain  invent  fome  ftrange  and  exqui(ite  [Y'es,  Sir, 

New  Fafhions.     Foro.  Are  you  not  travell'd.  Sir.     *Tay, 

(34)  T/jife  »e/l>£r  Parfs  of  the  LoW'CoantTies.l  Former  Editions. 
The  Poets  meant  to  call  the  Loi,v- Countries  the  nether  Parts  of  the 
World. 

(35)  -^^  ^  Chandler  njoith  his  Covipafs  makes 

A  Geomclrick  Proportion  of  the  Holland  Cheefc'\  I  believe  the 
Poets  defign'd  to  add  to  the  Drollery  ot  their  Meafure  by  dividing  the 
Word  Geometrick  into  the  two  Lines,  as  Hudibras  does  Ari—Jlotle. 
I  therefore  fo  print  it. 

But 
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But  have  obferv'd  all  we  can  fee,  or  invent. 

Are  but  old  ones  with  new  Names  to  'em,  now 

I  would  Ibme  way  or  other  grow  more  curious.  [you 

Foro.  Let  m*  Ice  ;  to  devife  new  Fafhions- Were 

Ne'er  in  the  Moon  ?    Tay.  In  the  Moon  Tavern  !  yes,  Sir, 
Often.     Foro.  No,  I  do  mean  in  the  new  World, 
In  th'  World  that's  in  the  Moon  yonder.     ^Tay.  How  ? 
A  new  World  i'ch'  Moon  ?     Foro.  Yes,  I  aflure  you. 

Tay,  And  peopled  ?   Foro.  O  moft  fantadicalJy  peopled. 

Tay.  Nay  certain  then  there's  work  for  Taylors  ?    Foro, 
That 
There  is  I  'flure  you.     Toy.  Yet  I  have  talked 
With  a  Scotch  Taylor  that  never  difcover'd 
So  much  to  me,  though  he  has  travell'd  far. 
And  was  a  Pedlar  in  Poland.     Foro.  That 
Was  out  of's  way,  this  licth  beyond  CbiNa  : 
You'd  ftudy  new  Fafhions  you  fay  ?  Take 
My  CounfeJ,  make  a  Voyage,  and 
Difcover  that  new  World.    Tay.  Shall  I  be  a  Moon-man  ? 

Foro.  I'm  of  Opinion,  th'  People  of  that  World, 
If  they  be  like  the  Nature  of  that  Climate 
They  live  in,  do  vary  th'  Fafhion  of  their  Cloaths 
Oft'ner  than  any  Quick-filver'd  Nation 
In  Europe.     Tay.  Not  unlikely  ;  but  what  fhould  that  be 
We  call  the  Man  in  th'  Moon  then  ?     Foro.   Why,  it  is 
Nothing  but  an  Englijhman  that  ftandeth  there 
Stark  naked,  with  a  Pair  of  Sheers  in  one  Hand, 
And  a  great  Bundle  of  Broad-cloth  in  t'other 
(Which  refemblcs  the  Bufh  of  Thorns)  cutting  out  of 
New  Fafhions.     Tay.  I  have  heard  fomewhat  like 
This,  but  how  fhall  I  get  thither  \     Foro.  I  will 
Make  a  new  Compafs  fliall  diredl  you.     Tay.  Certain  ? 

Foro.  Count  m'  elfc  for  no  Man  of  Dircdion. 
Tay.  There's  twenty  Duckets  in  Hand,  at  my  Return 
I'll  give  yo'  a  hundred. 

Foro.  A  new  Voyage  t'  difcover 
New  Fafliions. 

Mul.  I've  been  a  Traveller  too,  Sir, 
That  've  fhew'd  flrange  Bcfafls  in  Chriflendom, 
And  got  Mony  by  them,  but  I  find  the  Trade  to  decay. 

Your 
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Your  Camel  ion,  or  Eaft-hdian  Hedge-hog 

Gets  very  little  Mony,  and  your  Elephant 

Devours  fo  much  Bread,  brings  fo  h"ttle  Profit, 

His  Keeper  were  far  better  every  Morning 

Cram  fifteen  Taylors  with  white  Manchet:  Now 

I  would  have  fome  new  SpedtacJe,  and  one 

That  might  be  more  attractive.     Foro.  Let  me  fee. 

Were  yo*  ever  in  Spain  ?  Mul.  Not  yet,  Sir.  Foro.  I  would 

have  you 
Go  to  Madrid,  and  agafnft  fome  great  Feftival, 
When  the  Court  lieth  there,  provide  a  great 
And  fpacious  Englijh  Ox,  and  roaft  him  whole, 
Wi*  a  Pudding  in's  Belly  ;  that  would  be  the  eighth 
Wonder  of  the  World  in  thofe  Parts  I  affure  you. 

MuL  A  rare  Projed  without  queftion. 

Foro.  Go  beyond  all  their 
Gariick  Olla  podridas,  though  you  fod  one 
In  Garaguantud's  Cauldron,  bring  in  more  Mony 
Than  all  th'  Monfters  of  Jfrick.     Hoft.  Good  Sir,  do 
Your  bed  for  him  ;  he*s  o'  my  acquaintance,  and  one 

If  ye  knew  him Foro.  What  is  he  ?     Hofi.  He  was 

once 
A  Man  of  infinite  Letters.     Foro.  A  Scholar  ?     Hojl, 

No,  Sir, 
A  Packet-Carrier,  which  is  always  a  Man 
Of  many  Letters,  you  know  ;  then  he  was 
A  Mule-driver,  now  he's  a  Gentleman, 
And  feeds  Monfters.     Foro.  A  moft  ungrateful  Calling. 

MuL  There's  Mony  f 'r  your  diredion  -,  the  Price  of 
The  Ox,  Sir .?     Foro.  A  hundred  French  Crowns,  for  it 

muft  be 
A  Lincolnjhire  Ox,  and  a  prime  one  :  For 
A  rare  and  monftrous  Spedacle,  to  be  feen 
At  Madrid. 

Enter  Clown ^  Hojlefsy  and  Biancha. 

Hoftefs.  Pray  forbear.  Sir,  we  fhall  have  a  new  Quarrel. 

Clown.  You  durft  not  meet  me  i'th'  Field,  I  am  there- 
Fore  come  to  fpoil  your  Market.  Foro.  What's  the  News 
With  you,  Sir?    Clown.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither 

T' 
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T'  be  moft  abominably  cheated,  liftcn. 

And  be  as  wife  as  your  Planet  will  fuffer  you, 

Keep  your  Mony,  be  not  gull'd,  be  not  ]augh*d  at. 

Ped.  What  means  this  ?  would  I  had  my  Mony  again  in 

my  Pocket. 
Hoft.  The  Fellow's  full  of  Malice,  do  not  mind  him. 
C/oK;».This  profefs*d  cheating  Rogue  was  m'  Mafter,and 
I  confefs  myfclt"  a  more  pretcrno- 
Torious  Rogue  than  himfclf,  in  fo  long  keeping 
His  villainous  Counfel. 

Foro.  Come,  come,  I'll  not  hear  you. 
ClowH'  No  Coz*ner,  thou'ft  not  hear  me,  I  do  but 
Dare  thee  to  fuffer  me  to  fpeak,  and  then  thou 
And  all  thy  Devils  fpit  Fire,  and  fpout  Aqiia-foriis. 

Foro.  Speak  on,  I  freely  permit  thee.    Clown.  Why  then 
Know  all  you  fimple  Animals,  you  whofe  Purfes 
Are  ready  t'  caft  the  Calf;  if  they  have  not 
Cad  it  already,  if  you  give  any  credit  to 
This  juggling  Rafcal,  you  are  worfe  than  fimple 
Widgins,  and  will  be  drawn  into  the  Net 
By  this  Decoy-duck,  this  tame  Cheater. 
Foro.  Ha,  ha,  ha.   Pray  mark  him. 
Clown.  He  does  profefs  Phyfick,  and  conjuring ; 
F'i*s  Phyfick,  he's  but  two  Medicines  for  all  manner  of 
Difeafes  ;  when  he  was  in  the  Low-Countries, 
H'  us'd  nothing  but  buttered  Beer,  coloured  with  Allegant, 
F'r  all  kind  of  Maladies,  and  that  he  call'd 
His  Catholick  Med'cine  ;  fure  the  Dutch  {'^6)  fmelt  out 
'Twas  butter'd  Beer,  elfe  they  would  never  have 
Endur'd  it  for  the  Name's  fake  :  then  does  he  minifter 
A  grated  Dog's-Turd  'ftead  of  Rubarb,  many  rimes 
Of  Unicorn's  Horn,  which  working  ftrongly  with 
Th'  Conceit  of  the  Patient,  would  make  them  befcummer 

(36)  fmelt  out 

''T'zvas  Buttered  Beer, ]      Mr.  Sympfon  feems  to  have  mif- 

taken  the  Drollery  of  this  PafTage.     He  fays,  that  the   Reafon    givea 

requires  us  to  read fmelt  not  out.     But  the  true  intent  of  the  Paf- 

fage  leems  plainly  this.  The  Dutch  would  never  have  endur'd  a  Me- 
dicine call'd  Catholick,  for  the  Antipathy  they  bore  to  the  moft  Catho' 
lick  King,  as  well  as  the  Religion  falfly  fo  call'd,  had  not  they  by 
fome  Allinft  fmelt  out  the  butter'' d  Beer  which  they  arc  io  fond  of- 

To 
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To  th'  height  of  a  mighty  Purgation. 

Foro.    The  Rogue  has  ftudied  this  Inveftive;     Clownl 
Now 
F'r  his  conjuring,  the  Witches  of  Lapland  zre 
The  Devil's  Chair- Women  to  him,  tor  they 
W^ill  fell  a  Man  a  Wind  t'  fome  purpofe  ;  he 
Sells  Wind,  and  telJs  you  forty  Lies  over 
And  over. 

Bojiefs.  I  thought  what  we  Ihould  find  of  him. 

Hoji.  Hold  you  your  prating,  be  not  you  an  Herctick. 

Clown.  Conjure!  I'll  tell  you,   all  th*  Dev'ls  he  calls 
on  are 
But  fuftian  Names,  gathered  out  of  Welch  Heraldry  j 
In  brief,  he  is  a  Rogue  of  fix  Reprieves, 
Four  Pardons  o'  courfe,  thrice  Pilloried,  twice  fung  La^ 

crym(?. 
To  th'  Virginals  of  a  Cart's  Tail,  h'as  five  times 
Been  in  the  Galiies,  and  will  never  truly. 
Run  himfelf  out  of  Breath,  'till  h*  comes  to  th'  Gallows. 

Foro    You  have  heard,  worthy  Gentlemen,  what  this 
Lying,  detrafting  Rafcal  now  has  vomited. 

'Tay.  Yes,  certain,  but  we've  a  better  truft  in  you. 
For  you  have  ta'en  our  Mony.     Foro.  I  have  fo. 
Truth  is  he  was  my  Servant,  and  f  'r  fome  Chaftifement 
I  gave  him,  he  does  praftife  thus  upon  m.e  ; 
Speak  fru'y.  Sirrah,  art  certain  I  can't  conjure .^ 

Clown.  Conjure !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Foro    Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  fure  of  it. 

Clown    Sure  of  it .''  why  I'll  make  a  Bargain  with  thee, 
'Fore  all  thtfe  Gentlemen,  ufe  all  thy  Art 
And  all  thy  Roguery,  and  nake  me  do  any  thing 
'Fore  all  thi^  Company  I've  not  a  mind  to, 
I'll  firfl  give  thee  leave  to  claim  me  for  thy  Bond-flave, 
And  when  thou  haft  done  hang  me.     Foro.  'Tis  a  match, 
Sirrah,  I'll  make  you  caper  i'th*  Air  prefently. 

Clown.  I  have  too  folid  a  Body,  and  my  Belief 
Is  like  a  Puritan's  on  Good-Friday.,  too  high  fed 
With  Capon.     Foro.  I  will  firft  fend  thee  to  Green-land 
F'r  a  Haunch  of  Venifon,  juft  of  the  thicknefs 
Of  thine  own  Tallow.  # 

Ckwn. 
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Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I'll  not  ftir  an  Inch  for  thee. 
Foro.  Thence  to  Amhoyna  WW  Eafl-bidies,   for  Pepper 
To  bake  it.     Clown.  To  Amboyna  ?   fo  I  might 
Be  pepper'd.     Foro.  Then  will  I  convey  thee  ftark 
Naked  to  Dev*li)jg  to  beg  a  Pair  of  Brogs^ 
To  hide  thy   mountainous  Buttocks.      Clown.    And  no 

Doublet 
To  *em  ?     Foro.  No,  Sir,  I  intend  to  fend  you  of 
A  fleevelefs  Errand ;  but  before  you  vanifh, 
1*  regard  you  fay  I  cannot  conjure,  and  are 
So  ftupid  and  opinionated  aSlave, 
That  neither  I  nor  my  Art  can  compel  you  to 
Do  any  thing  that's  beyond  your  own  Pleafure, 
The  Gentlemen  ihall  have  fome  fport  you  (37)  cannot 
Endure  a  Cat,  Sirrah  ?     Clown.  What's  that  to  thee. 
Juggler  ?     Foro.  Nor  you'll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty  ? 

Clown.  Pll  be  hang'd  firfl.     Foro.  Sit,  Gentlemen, 
And  whatfoe'er  you  fee,  be  not  afrighted. 

Hojlefs.  Alas  I  can  endure  no  Conjuring. 

Hojl.  Stir  not.  Wife. 

Bian.  Pray  let  me  go.  Sir,  Fm  not  fit  for  thefe  Fooleries, 

Hofl.  Move  not.  Daughter.  [frog. 

Foro.  I  will  make  you  dance  a  new  Dance  call'd  Leap- 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Foro.  And  as  naked  as  a  Frog. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  defy  thee. 

[Forobofco  looks  in  a  Book,  Jlrikes 
with  his  PFand,  Mufick  flays. 

Enter  Four  Boys  Jhafd  like  Frogs,  and  dance. 

Fed.  Spirits  of  the  Water  In  the  likencfs  of  Frogs. 
lay.  He  has  fifh'd  fair,  believe  me. 
Mul.  See,  fee,  he  fweats  and  trembles. 
Foro.     Are  you  come  to  your  Quavers  ? 
Clown.  Oh,  ho,  ho. 

(37) cannot 

Endure  a  Q^t,  Sirrah  ?'\  One  would  think  from  the  Sequel 
that  C<2/ here  (hould  have  been  frc^  :  I  have  known  Ceve.ial  CJiunge* 
as  great  as  this. 

Vol.  IX.  Cc  Foro. 
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Foro.  (38)  I'll  make  you  run  Divifion  on  that  Oh, 
Or  e'er  1  leave  you  -,  look  you  htre  are  the  Play-Fellows 
That  are  f  *  indear*d  to  you  -,  come.  Sir,  firft  uncafe, 
And  then  dance  -,  nay  I'll  make  him  Dance  (lark  naked, 

Hojl.  Oh  let  him  have  his  Shirt  on,  and  iiis  Mogol's 
Breeches,  here  're  Women  i'th*  Houfe. 

Foro.  Well,  for  their  Sakes  he  Ihall. 

Clown  tears  off  his  DGuhlet^  making  Jiran^e  Faces  as  if 
covipeil'd  to  it,  falls  into  the  Dance. 

'tay.  He  dances,  what  a  lying  Rogue  was  this 
To  fay  the  Gentleman  could  not  conjure  ?     Foro.  He  does 
Prettily  well,  but  it  is  voluntary,  I  alTure  you, 
I've  no  Hand  in*t.     Clown.  As  you  are  a  Conjurer, 
And  a  rare  Artift,  free  me  from  thefe  Couplets; 
Of  all  Creatures  I  cannot  endure  a  Frog. 

Foro.  But  your  dancing's  voluntary,   I  can  compel  you 
To  nothing.  Hofiefs.  O  me,  Daughter,  let's  take  heed  of 
This  Fellow,  he'll  make  us  dance  naked,  an* 
We  vex  him.  {Exeunt  Hofiefs  and  Biancha. 

Foro.  Now  cut  Capers,  Sirrah,  I'll  plague  [roafted. 
That  Chine  of  yours.  Clown.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  Kidneys  are 
I  drop  away  like  a  Pound  of  Butter  roafted. 

Tay.  He'll  dance  hi mfelf  to  Death.     Foro.  No  matter, 
I'll  fell  his  Fat  to  the  Apothecaries, 
And  repair  my  Injury  that  way. 
Hofl.  Enough  in  Conference. 

Foro.  Well,  at  your  entreaty,  vanifli.     And  now  Pll 
Only  make  him  break  his  Neck 
In  doing  a  Somerfet,  and  that's  all  the  Revenge 
1  mean  to  take  of  him.     Clown.  O  Gentlemen, 
What  a  Rogue  was  I  to  belye  f '  approv'd  a  Matter 
In  th'  noble  dark  Science  ?  You  can  witnefs. 
This  I  did  only  to  fpoil  his  Pradice,  and 

(38)  V II  make  you  run  Di'vijion  on  that  or  e'er  I  leave  you',  ]  The 
Negleft  of  Meafure  here  has  made  the  Editors  drop  a  Monosyllable 
equally  neceflary  to  the  Senie.     What  is  . —  run  Di'vijion  on  that  or 

itr It  is  nn  Anfwer  to  the  Clo^wnh  Roar,  Oh,  ho,  hoy  one  of  which 

iH'iould  be  inferted,  which  jull  compleats  the  Verfe. 

77/  jnake  you  run  Di'vijion  on  that  Oh, 

Or  e'er  I  lewje you ;  — — — 

Depriva 
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Deprive  you  of  the  Happinefs  of  injoying 
His  worthy  Labours  ;  Rogue  that  I  was  to  do  it, 
Pray,  Sir,  forgive  me.  Foro.  With  what  Face  canfl:  thou 
Ask  ir?     Clow7i.  With  fuch  a  Face  as  I  defer ve. 
With  a  hanging  Look,  as  all  here  can  teftify. 

Foro.  Well,  Gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive 
The  Goodnefs  of  my  Temper,  I  will  entertain 
This  Rogue  again  in  hope  of  his  Aniendmenr, 
For  fhould  I  turn  him  olf,  he  would  be  hano'd. 

Clown.  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  Copy. 

Foro.  Only  with 
This  Promife,  you  fhall  ne'er  cozen  any  of 
My  Patients. 

Clo\s:n.  Never. 

Foro.   And  remember  henceforward. 
That  iho'  I  caniiOt  conjure,  1  can  make  you 
Dance,  Sirrah  ;  go  get  yourfclf  into 
The  Cottage  again. 

Enter  Cefario. 

Clown.  I  will  ne'er  more  dance  Leap-frog :  Now 
I  have  got  you  into  Credit,  hold  it  up, 
And  cozen  them  in  abundance.     Foro.  .Oh  rare  E.afcal. 

lExil  Clown. 

Cefa.  How  now,  a  Frankford  Mart  here,  a  Mountebank, 
And  his  worfliipful  Auditory  ? 

Hojl.  They  are  my  Guefts,  Sir. 

Cefa.  A upon  them,  fliew  your  juggling  Tricks  in 

Some  other  Room.  Hoft.  And  why  not  litre,  Sir  ?     Cefa. 

Hence, 
Or  Sirrah,  I  fliall  fpoil  your  Figure  flinging. 
And  all  their  radical  Queftions. 

ylil.  Sir,  we  vanifh.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Hofi  and  Cefario. 

Hcfi.  Signior  Cefario.,  you  make  bold  with  mc, 
And  fomewhat  I  mufl  tell  you  to  a  Degree  of 
Ill-manners  •,  they're  my  Guefls,  and  Men  I  live  by. 
And  I  would  know  by  what  Authority  you 
Command  thus  far.     Ceja.  By  my  Intereft  in 

C  c  2  Your 
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Your  Daughter.     Hojl.  Interefl:  do  you  call'c  ?    As  I  re- 

membtfr 
I  never  put  her  out  to  Ufury 
On  that  Condition. 

Cefa,  Pray  thee  be  not  angry, 

Enter  Biancha  and  Hojlefs. 

I'm  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy : 
She's  here  ;  alas  my  pretty  Soul,  I'm  come 
To  give  AfTurance  that's  beyond  thy  Hope, 
Or  thy  Belief,  I  bring  Repentance  'bout  me. 
And  Satisfa6tion,  I  will  marry  thee. 

Bian.  Ha.' 

Cefa.   As  I  live  I  will,  but  do  not  entertain't 
With  too  quick  an  Apprehenfion  of  Joy, 
For  that  may  hurt  thee,  I  have  heard  feme  die  of  *t,' 

Eian.  Don't  fear  me. 

Cefa.  Then  thou  think'ft  I  feign 
This  Proteftation  ;  I  will  inllantly 
Before  thefe  teftify  my  new  Alliance, 
Contra6l  myfelf  unto  thee,  then  I  hope 
We  may  be  more  private. 

Hoft.  But  thou  flialt  not.  Sir, 
For  fo  has  many  a  Maidenhead  been  loft. 
And  many  a  Baftard  gotten.     Cefa.  Then  to  give  you 
The  beft  of  any  Aflurance  in  the  World, 
Entreat  thy  Father  to  go  fetch  a  Prieft, 
We  will  inftantly  to  Bed,  and  there  be  married. 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yet  forfaken  you  I  fee,  though 
Profptrity  has. 

HoJl.  Sir,  you're  too  confident 
To  fafliion  to  yourfelf  a  Dream  of  Purchafe, 
When  you're  a  Beggar. 

Cefa.  You  are  bold  with  me. 

Hojiefs.  Do  we  not  know  your  Value  is  cried  down 
Fourfcore  i'th'  Hundred. 

Bian.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  love  you 
With  fuch  a  fixed  Heart,  that  in  that  Minute 
Wherein  you  flighted,  or  contemn'd  me  rather, 
I  took  a  Vow  t'  obey  your  laft  Decree, 

And 
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And  never  more  look  up  at  any  Hope 

Should  bring  me  Comfort  that  way  \  and  though  fince 

Your  Fofter- Mother,  and  the  fair  Clarijfa 

Have  in  the  way  of  Marriage  defpis'd  you. 

That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  Revenge, 

But  my  CompafTion  rather.    I  have  found  fo 

Much  Sorrow  in  the  way  to  a  chafte  Wedlock 

That  here  I  will  fit  down,  and  never  wifli 

To  come  to  th'  Journey's  Eitd.     Your  Suit  to  mz 

Henceforth  be  ever  filenc'd. 

Cefa.  My  Biancha. 

Hojiefs.  Henceforward  pray  forbear  her  and  my  Houfe: 
She's  a  poor  virtuous  Wench,  yet  her  Eftate 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a  gold  Balance.     Hojl.  Yes, 
And  her  Birth  too  in  any  Herald's  Office 
In  Chriftendom.  HoJlefs.  It  may  prove  fo,  when  you'll  fay, 
You*ve  Jeapt  a  Whiting.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Baptifta  ajid  Mentivole. 

Cefa.  How  far  am  I 
Grown  behind-hand  with  Fortune .'' 

Bapt.  Here's  Qfario ! 
My  Son,  Sir,  is  to  Morrow  to  be  marry'd 
Unto  the  fair  Clarijfa. 

Cefa.  So. 

Ment.  We  hope 
You'll  be  a  Gueft  there. 

Cefa.  No,  I  will  not  grace 
Your  Triumph  fo  much. 

Bapt.  I'll  not  tax  your  Breeding, 
But  it  alters  not  your  Birth,  Sir  ;  fare  you  well. 

Ment.  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  grieve  him. 
He  has  too  much  Affli6tion  already.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Cefa.  Every  way  fcorn*d  and  loft!  Shame  follow  you. 
For  I  am  grown  moft  milerable. 

Sail.  Sir,  do  you  know 
A  Lady's  Son  in  Town  here  they  call  Cefario  ? 

Cefa,  There's  none  fuch,  I  afilire  thee. 

C  c  5  Sail, 
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Sail.  I  was  told 
You  were  the  Man. 

Ceia.  "vVhat's  that  to  thee  ? 

Sail.  A on't. 

You're  melancholy,  will  you  drink,  Sir?     Cefa.  With 
whom  ? 

Sail.  With  me.  Sir ;  defpife  not  this  pitch'd  Canvas, 
The  Time  was,  we  have  known  them  lin'd  with  Spanijh 
Duckets  i  I've  News  for  y6u. 

Cefa.  For  me ! 

Sail   Not  unlefs 
You'll  drink  ;  we  are  like  our  Sea  Provifion, 
Once  out  of  Pickle,  we  require  abundance 
Of  Drink  :  I've  news  to  tell  yo',  that  were  you  Prince, 
Would  make  you  fend  your  Mandate 
To  have  a  Thoufand  Bonfires  made  i'th'  City, 
And  pift  out  again  with  nothing  but  Gre^k  Wine. 

Ceja,  Come,  I  will  drink'  with  thee  howfoever. 

■Sail.  And  upon  thefe  Terms  I  will  utter  my  Mind  to 
you.  \Excunt, 


ACTV.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Alberto,  Profpero,  Juli.ina,  and  Sailors. 

Sail^W^W    we  bring    your  Neceflaries  afhore,    my 
J3        Lord  ? 

^Iber.   Do  what  you  pleafe, 
Pm  Land- Tick,  worie  by  tar 
Than  e'er  I  was  at  Sea. 

Profp.  Colled  yourrelf. 

Alher.  O  my  n.oft  worthy  Profpero,  my  befl  Friend, 
The  noble  Favour  I  rvcciv'd  from  thee. 
In  freeing  me  from  the  '7'urks,  I  now  account 
Worie  thdif  my  Death  ;  for  I  fhall  never  live 
To  make  Requital.     What  do  you  attend  for  I 

Sail.  To  underftand  your  Picafure. 

Jlkr. 
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A^Jjer.  They  do  mock, me; 
I  do  proteft  I  have  no  kind  of  Pleafure 
In  any  thing  i'th'  World,  but  in  thy  Friendfliip, 
I  muft  ever  except  that. 

Prof.  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him.  [Exeunt  Sailors. 

Alber.  The  News  I  heard  related  fince  my  landing 
Of  the  Divifion  of  my  Family, 
How  is  it  pofiible  for  any  Man 
To  bear't  with  a  fet  Patience  ? 

Prof.  You  have  fufFer'd, 
Since  your  Imprifonment,  more  weighty  Sorrows. 

Alber.  Ay,  then  I  was  Man  of  Flefh  and  Blood, 
Now  I'm  made  up  of  Fire,  to  the  full  height 
Of  a  deadly  Calenture  :  O  thefc  vild  Women 
That  are  fo  ill  Prefervers  of  Mens  Honours, 
They  cannot  govern  their  own  Honefties. 
That  I  fhould  thirty  and  odd  Winters  feed 
My  Expeftation  of  a  noble  Heir, 
And  by  a  Woman's  Falfhcod  find  him  now 
A  Fidion,  a  meer  Dream  of  what  he  was, 
And  yet  I  love  him  ftill. 

Prof.  In  my  Opinion 
The  Sentence,  on  this  Trial,  from  the  Duke 
Was  noble,  to  repair  Cefario\  Lofs 
With  th'  Marriage  of  your  Wife,  had  you  been  dead. 

Alber.  By  your  Favour  but  it  was  not,  I  conceive  *twas 
Difparagement  to  my  Name,  to  have  my  Widow 
Match  with  a  Faulkner's  Son,  and  yet  believe't 
I  love  the  Youth  ftill,  and  much  pity  him. 
1  do  remember  at  my  going  to  Sea, 
Upon  a  Qiiarrel,  and  a  Hurt  receiv'd 
From  yourig  Alentivole^  my  Rage  fo  far 
O'er-topt  my  nobler  Temper,  I  gave  Charge 
To  have  his  Hand  cut  off,  which  fince  I  heard. 
And  to  my  Comfort,  brave  CcfariOy 
WorthMy  prevented. 

Prof.  And  'twas  nobly  done. 

Alber.  Yet  the  Revenge,  for  this  Intent  of  iryne 
Hath  bred  much  Slaughter  in  our  Families, 

C  c  4  And 
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And  yet  my  Wife  (39)  (which  infinitely  moans  me) 
Intends  to  marry  my  fole  Heir,  Clarijfa^ 
To  the  Head  Branch  of  the  other  Fadlion. 

Prof.  It  is  the  mean  to  work  a  Reconcilement. 

Alter.  Tween  whom  ? 

Prof.  Yourfclf  and  the  worthy  Baptijla. 

Alher.  Never. 

Prof  O  you  have  been  of  a  noble  and   remarkable 
Friendiliip, 
And  by  this  Match  *tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop'd,  will  be  fully  rcconcil'd  j  to  me 
T would  b'  abfolute  Content. 

Jul.  And  to  myfelf, 
I  have  main  Intereil  in  it.     Alher.  Noble  Sir, 
You  may  command  my  Heart  to  break  for  you, 
Eut  never  to  bend  that  way  j  poor  Cefario, 
"When  thou  put'ft  on  thy  mournful  Willow-Garland, 
Thy  Enemy  (hall  be  fuited,  I  do  vow. 
In  the  fame  Livery,  my  Cefario 
Lov'd  as  my  Fofter-Child,  though  not  my  Son, 
(40)  Which  in  fome  Countries  formerly  not  barbarous. 
Was  a  Name  held  moft  affectionate  ;  thou  art  lolt, 
Untortunate  young  Man,  not  only  flighted 
Where  thou  receiv'dft  thy  Breeding,  but  fince  fcorn*d 
I'th'  way  oK  Marriage,  by  the  poor  Biancha 
The  Inn-lveeper's  Daughter. 

Prof  I  have  heard  of  that  too  -, 
But  let  not  that  affli6t  you  -,  for  this  Lady. 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  Leafure 
A  Circumftance  may  draw  a  fair  Event, 

•    (39)  ["johich  iiijijiitcly  moans  me)  ]  Moans  here  is  ufed  actively, 

caufes  me  to  ?ncan,  as  grze-ves,  a  VVord  of  the  like  import,  often  is  i 
but  perhaps  this  is  a  finale  Inltance  of  ufing  moans  in  this  manner  ; 
for  which  Reafon  Mr.  Syinpfon  propofes  to  read,    moves  me. 

(40)   Which  in  fome  Countries  formerly  were  barbarous. 

Was  a  Name  held  moft  affeSiionate  \ j       It    would    be  a 

poor  Reafon  for  Alberto" h  Love  oi  Cefario  as  a  Fojier-Child,  becaufe 
barbarous  Nations  J  eld  adopted  Children  in  the  moft  afFeftionate 
Efteem,  Neither  is  the  Faft  true.  The  Adoption  of  Children  was  a 
thing  extremely  ufual  in  ancient  Rome,  but  J  don't  at  leaft  remember 
any  Laftance  of  it  recorded  amongll  Baibariai^s. 

Better 
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Better  than  you  can  hope  for.     For  this  prefenC 
We  muft  leave  you,  and  (hall  vifit  you  again 
Within  thefe  two  Hours. 

Enter  Cefario. 

Alher.  Ever  to  me  moft  welcome. 

0  my  Cefario.     Cefa.  I  am  none  of  yours.  Sir, 
So  'tis  protefted ;  and  1  humbly  beg. 

Since  'tis  not  in  your  Power  to  preierve  me 
An'  longer  in  a  noble  Courfe  ot  Life, 
Give  me  a  worthy  Death. 

Alher.  The  Youth  is  mad. 

Cefa,  Nay,  Sir,  I  will  inftrudt  you  in  a  way 
To  kill  me  honourably. 

Alher .  That  were  moft  ftrange. 

Cefa.  I'm  turning  Pirate,  You  may  be  employ'd 
By  th'  Duke  to  fetch  me  in  ;  and  in  a  Sea-fight 
Give  me  a  noble  Grave. 

Alber.  Queftionlefs  he's  mad : 

1  would  give  any  Doflor  a  thoufand  Crowns 
To  free  him  from  this  Sorrow, 

Cefa.  Here's  the  Phyfician [Shews  a  Poniard, 

Alber.  Hold,  Sir,  I  did  fay 
To  free  you  from  the  Sorrow,  not  from  Life. 

Cefa.  Why,  Life  and  Sorrow  are  unfeparable. 

Alher.  Be  comforted  Cefario,  Menlivok  fliall  not 
Marry  Clarijfa.     Cefa.  No,  Sir,  e'er  he  fliall, 
I'll  kill  him. 

Alher.  But  you  forfeit  your  own  Life  then. 

Cefa.  That's  worth  nothing. 

Alher.  Cefario,  be  thyfelf,  be  mine,  Cefario: 
Make  not  thyfelf  uncapable  of  that  Portion 
I  have  full  purpofe  to  confer  upon  thee. 
By  falling  into  Madnefsj  bear  thy  Wrongs 
With  noble  Patience,  the  afflifled's  Friend, 
Which  ever  in  all  Actions  crowns  the  End. 

Cefa.  You've  well  awak'd  me,  nay  recover'd  me 
Both  t'  Senfe  and  full  Life  -,  O  moft  noble  Sir, 
Though  I  have  loft  my  Fortune,  and  loft  you 
For  a  worthy  Father ;  yet  \  will  not  lofe 

My 
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My  former  Virtue,  my  Integrity 

Shall  not  forfake  me  \  but  as  the  wild  Ivy 

Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  fome  pitious  Ruin 

Of  Tower,  or  defac*d  Temple,  than  it  does 

Planted  by  a  new  Building ;  fo  fhali  I 

Make  my  Adverfity  my  Inflrument 

To  wind  me  up  into  a  full  Content. 

Alher,  'Tis  worthily  refolv'd  ;  our  firfi:  Adventure's 
To  ftop  the  Marriage  \  for  thy  other  LofTes, 
Pra6lis*d  by  a  Woman's  Malice,  but  account  them 
Like  Conjurers  Winds  rais'd  to  a  fearful  Blaft, 
And  do  fome  Mifchief,  but  do  never  Jail.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Forobofco  and  Clown.  '  •- 

Clown.  Now,  Sir,  won't  you  acknowledge  that  I  have 
Might'ly  advanc'd  your  Pradlice  ?     Foro.  'Tis  confeft. 
And  I  will  make  thee  a  great  Man  for  it. 

Clown.   I  take  a  Courle  t*  do  that  myfelf,  for  I  drink 
Sack  in  abundance. 

Foro.  O  my  rare  Rafcal !  We  mufl  remove. 

Clown.  Whither.? 

Foro.  Any  whither  : 
Europe^?,  too  little  to  be  cozen'd  by  us, 
I  am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  Eajl-lndies, 
And  thou  and  I  to  ride  on  our  Brace  of  Elephants. 

Clown.  And  for  my  part  I  long  to  be  in  England 
Again  ;  you'll  ne'er  get  fo  much  as  in  England  %  we 
Have  fliifted  many  Countries,  and  manv  Names, 
But  trace  the  World  o'er  you  fhall  never  purfe 
Up  fo  much  Gold  as  when  you  were  in  England 
And  call'd  yourfclf  Doftor  Lamb-jhnes.     Foro.  It  was 
An  attractive  Name  I  confefs.  Women  were  then 
My  only  Admirers.     Clown.  And  all  their  Vifits 
Were  either  to  further  their  Luft,  or  revenge  Injuries. 

Foro.  You  fhould  have  forty  in  a  Morning  beleaguer 
My  Clofet,  and  ftrive  who  fhould  be  cozen'd  firft  ; 
'Mong'fl  fourfcore  love-fick  Waiting-women  that  have 

come 
To  me  in  a  Morning  to  learn  what  Fortune  fhould 
Betide  'em  i'  their  firfl  Marriage,  1  have  found 

*Bove 
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*Bove  ninety-four  to've  loft  their  Maidenheads, 

Clown,  By  tlieir  own  Confeffion  ; 
But  I  was  fain  to  be  your  Male  Midwife, 
And  work  it  out  of  them  by  Circumftance. 

Foro.  Thou  waft,  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent  Rcfort 
Of  Women,  and  thy  handling  of  their  Urinals 
And  Cafes,  thou'rt  not  given  to  Letchery, 
What  Ihould  be  th'  Reafon  of  it  ?  Thou'ft  wholfome  Flefli 
Enough  about  thee  ;  and  methinks  the  Devil 
Should  tempt  thee  to  it.     Clown.  What  need  he  do  that? 
When  he  makes  me  his  Inftr*ment  to  tempt  others. 

Foro.  Thou  canft  not  chule  but  utter  thy  rare  good  Parts  ? 
Thou  waft  an  excellent  Bawd  I  acknowledge.  Clown.  Well, 
And  what  1  have  done  that  way,  I'll  fpare  to  fpeak 
Of  all  you  and  I  have  done,  Sir,  and  though  we  (hould — 
Foro.  We  will  for  England^  that's  for  certain.  Clown.  We 
Shall  never  want  there.     Foro.   Want  ?  Their  Court  of 

Wards 
Sh'll  want  Mony  firft  ;  for  I  profefs  myfelf 
Lord  Paramount  o'er  Fools  and  mad  Folks.     Clown,  Do 
But  ftore  yourfelf  with  Lies  enough  againft 
You  come  thither.     Foro.  Why  that  is  all 
The  familiarity  I  ever  had  with  the  Devil, 
My  Gift  of  Lying,  they  fay  he's  the  Father  of  Lies ; 
And  though  I  cannot  conjure,  yet  I  profels 
Myfelf  to  b'  one  of  his  poor  Goffips.    1  will 
Now  reveal  to  thee  a  rare  piece  of  Service. 

Clown.  What  is  it  my  moft  worfhipful  Doftor  Lamh- 

Jlones  ? 
Foro.  There  is  a  Captain  come  lately  from  Sea, 
They  call  Pro/per^  I  faw  him  this  Morning 
Through  a  Chink  of  Wainfcot  that  divides  my  Lodging, 
And  the  Hoft  of  the  Houfe,  withdraw  my  Hoft,  and 

Hoftefs, 
The  fair  Biancha,  and  an  ancient  Gentlewoman, 
Into  their  Bed-chamber; 
I  could  not  over-hear  their  Conference, 
But  I  faw  fuch  a  mafs  of  Gold  and  Jewels, 
And  when  he  had  done  he  lock'd  it  up  in  a  Casket; 
Great  Joy  there  was  amongft  them,  and  forth  they're  gone 

Into 
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Into  the  City,  and  my  Hoft  told  me 

At's  going  forth  he  thought  he  Ihould  not  return 

Till  after  Supper :  Now,  Sir,  in  their  Abfencc 

Will  we  fall  to  our  Pick-locks,  enter  the  Chamber, 

Seize  on  the  Jewels,  make  an  efcape  from  Florence, 

And  we  are  made  for  ever.     Clown.  But  if  they 

Should  go  to  a  true  Conjurer,  and  fetch  us 

Back  in  a  Whirl-wind  ?     Foro.  Don't  believe  there  is 

Any  fuch  fetch  in  Aftrology,  and  this  may  be 

A  means  to  make  us  live  honeft  hereafter.      Clown,  'Tis 

But  an  ill  Road  to't  that  lies  through  the  High-way 

Of  Thieving.     Foro.  For  indeed  I'm  weary  of 

This  Trade  of  Fortune- telling  ;  and  mean  to  give 

All  over,  when  I  come  into  England^  for 

It  is  a  very  ticklifh  Quality. 

Clown.  And  in  the  Fnd  will  hang  by  a  twine  Thread. 

Foro.  Befides,  the  Ifland  has  too  many  of  the  Profeflion, 
They  hinder  one  another's  Market.     Clown.  No,  no, 
The  Pillory  hinders  their  Market.    Foro.  You  know  there 
The  juggling  Captain.    Clown.  Ay,  there's  a  fure  Card. 

Foro.  Only 
The  Foreman  of  their  Jury's  dead,  but  he 
Died  like  a  Roman.     Clown.  Elfe  tis  thought  he  had 
Made  work  for  the  Hang-man.  Foro.  And  the  very  (41)^^//, 
Of  your  falfe  Prophets,  he's  qualht  too.  Clown.    He  did 
Meafure  the  Stars  with  a  falfe  Yard,  and  may  now 
Travel  to  Rome,  with  a  Morter  on's  Head,  to  fee 
If  he  can  recover  his  Mony  that  way,     Foro.  Come,  come, 
Let's  fifh  for  this  Casket,  and  to  Sea  prcfently. 

Clown.  We  fhall  never  reach  London,  I  fear  j  my  Mind 
Runs  fo  much  of  hanging,  and  of  landing  at  IVapping. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Mariana. 

Mar.  This  well  may  be  a  day  of  Joy  iong-wifh'd  for 
To  my  Clariffa,  Ihe  is  innocent, 

(41)  5^//,]  i.  e.  Baa/.  The  juggling  Captain  fo  miach  {poke  of  in 
this  Play,  as  a  News-writer  and  Conjurer,  Mr.  Sympfon  takes  to  be 
one  Banksy  wiiotn  Ben  John/on  ludicroufly  calls  the  Englijh  Pytha- 
goras. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  her  Youth  but  with  an  open  Bofom 

Meet  Hymen's  plcafing  Bounties  5  but  to  me. 

That  am  inviron*d  with  black  Guilt  and  Horror, 

(42)  It  does  appear  a  Funeral  •,  though  promifing  much 

In  the  Conception  were  hard  to  manage 

But  fad  in  the  Event ;  it  was  not  Hate 

But  fond  Indulgence  in  me  to  prefervc 

Cefario's  thrcatned  Life  in  open  Court 

Then  forc'd  me  to  difclaim  him,  chufing  rather 

To  rob  him  of  his  Birth-right,  and  Honour, 

Than  fuffer  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 

Inrag'd  Baptijld's  Fury  ;  while  he  lives, 

I  know  I  have  a  Son,  and  the  Duke's  Sentence 

A  while  deluded,  and  this  Tempeft  over. 

When  he  aflures  himfelf  Defpair  hath  fciz'd  him, 

[Knock  within. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

I  can  relieve  and  raife  him Speak,  who  is  it 

That  prefles  on  my  Privacies  ?  Sir,  your  Pardon, 
You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  though  it  were 
To  read  my  fecret  Thoughts. 

Bapt.  Lady,  to  you 
Mine  (hall  be  ever  open  ;  Lady,  faid  I, 
That  Name  keeps  too  much  diftance,  Sifter  rather 
1  (hould  have  ftil'd  you,  and  I  now  may  claim  it, 
'  Since  our  divided  Families  are  made  one 
By  this  blefs'd  Marriage;  to  whofe  Honour  comes 
The  Duke  in  Perfon,  waited  on  by  all 
The  Braveries  of  his  Court,  to  witnefs  \t, 

{42)  //  does  appear  a  Funeral',  though  promifing  much 
In  the  Concepli$n  ivere  hard  to  manage 

But  fad  in  E'vent ; ]     A  whole  Line  feems  to  have  beea 

loft  here  ;  the  Intention  of  the  PafTage  may  be  eafily  gather'd.  "  Her 
*'  Scheme,  which  promisM  much  in  the  Conception,  prov'd  hard  to 
*'  manage,  and  fad  in  the  Event."  I  fhali  not  venture  my  Conjefture 
into  the  Text,  but  propofe  it  as  the  bell  that  yet  occurs. 

//  does  appear  a  Funeral.      My  Defign 
Tho'  pronifmg  much  in  the  Conception 
Was  far  too  hard  to  manage,  and  doth  prove 
But  fad  in  the  Event :   It  ivas  not  Hate  &c. 

And 
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And  then  to  be  our  Guefts  ;  is  the  Bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Mar,  She  attends 
The  coming  of  your  Son. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 

The  Duke's  at  hand Mufick,  in  her  loud  Voice, 

Speaks  his  arrival. 

Mar.  She's  prepar'd  to  meet  it.  \Exit, 

Enter  Mariana,  ClarifTa  led  by  two  Maids :  at  the  other  Doer, 
Baptifta  meets  with  MentivoJe  led  by  two  Courtiers,  the 
Duke,  Bijhop :  divers  Attendants  :  A  Song,  whil(i  they 
falute. 

Duke.  It  were  impertinent  to  wifh  you  Joy, 
Since  all  Joys  dwell  about  you.  Hymen's  Torch 
"Was  never  lighted  with  a  luckier  Ofnen, 
Nor  burnt  with  fo  much  Splendor  ;  to  defer 
With  fruitlefs  Compliment,  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  Pleafures  lawful  to  the  World, 
Since  in  the  Union  of  your  Hearts  they  are 
Confirm'd  already,  would  but  argue  us 
A  Boafter  of  our  Favours ;  to  the  Temple, 
And  there  the  facred  Knot  once  ty'd,  all  Triumphs 
Our  Dukedom  can  afford,  fhall  grace  your  Nuptials, 

Enter  Alberto  and  Cefario. 

Bapt.  On  there. 

Ment.  I  hope  it  is  not  in  the  Power 
Of  any  now  to  crofs  us. 

Alber.  But  in  th'  Breath 
Of  a  wrong'd  Father,  I  forbkl  the  Banes. 

Cefa.  What,  do  you  ftand  at  gaze  ? 

Bapt.  Ris'n  from  the  dead! 

Mar.  Although  the  Sea  had  vomited  up  the  Figure 
In  which  thy  better  Part  liv'd  long  imprifon*d. 
True  Love,  defpifing  Fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Cla.  In  Duty  I  kneel  to  it. 

Alber.  Hence  vile  Wretches, 
To  you  I  am  a  Subftance  incorporeal. 
And  not  to  be  prophan'd  with  your  vile  Touch, 

That 
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That  cou'd  fo  foon  forget  me  ;  but  fuch  things 

Are  neither  worih  my  Anger,  nor  Reproof. 

To  you,  great  Sir,   I  turn  myfelf,  and  thefe 

Immediate  Minirters  of  your  Government ; 

And  \i  in  my  rude  Language  1  tranfgrefs, 

Afcribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 

My  Services,  and  not  my  rugged  Temper. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  be  thy  Language  ne'er  fo  bitter. 

To  fee  thee  fafc,  Alberto^  figns  thy  Pardon. 

Alher.   My  Pardon  ?  I  can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 

Received  for  an  Offence,  I  tamely  bear 

Wrongs,  which  a  Slave-born  Mufcovite  would  check  at. 

"Why  it  for  Treafon  I  had  been  deliver'd 

Up  to  the  Hangman's  Ax,  and  this  dead  Trunk 

Unworthy  of  a  Chriftian  Sepulchre  ; 

Expos'd  a  Prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  'X^ulture, 

The  Memory  of  the  much  1  oft  did  for  you. 

Had  you  but  any  touch  of  Gratitude, 

Or  Thought  of  my  dcfervings,  would  have  ftopp'd  you 

From  thefe  unjuft  Proceedings. 

Duke.  Hear  the  Motives 
That  did  induce  us. 

Alber.  I  have  heard  them  all, 
Your  Highnefs'  Sentence,  the  whole  Court  abus'd. 
By  th'  Perjuries  and  Pradice  of  this  Woman. 
(43)  (Weepeft,  thou  Crocodile?)  my  hopeful  Son, 
Whom  I  dare  fwear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  Honours  that  defcended  to  him  from  me: 
And  from  that,  in  his  Love  fcorn'd  by  a  Creature 
Whofe  bafe  Birth,  though  made  eminent  by  her  Beauty, 
Might  well  have  mark'd  her  out  Cefarioh  Servant : 
All  this  I  could  have  pardon'd  and  forgot; 
But  that  my  Daughter  with  my  whole  Eftate 
So  hardly  purchas'd,  is  alTign'd  a  Dower, 

(43)  {We  pert,  thou  Crocodile) ]     When  I  firft  Taw  this,  I 

thought  it  only  an  accidental  Omiflion  of  a  Vowel  in  the  lirll  Word, 
by  the  Ink's  not  touching  the  Type,  but  by  looking  into  the  other 
Editions  I  find  the  firft  Folio  to  have  accidentally  disjcin'd  the  Word, 
and  wrote  Wee  pej},  and  the  latter  Editors  by  way  of  Ccrreftion 
read,  IVe  fefl. 

To 
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To  one  whofe  Father,  and  whofe  Family 

1  fo  deteft  ;  that  I  would  lofe  my  Effence, 

And  be  transformed  to  a  Bafilisk 

To  look  them  dead,  to  me'san  Injury 

Admits  no  Satisfadlion.     Bap.  There's  none  offer'd. 

Alher.  Nor  would  not  be  accepted,  though  upon 
Thy  Knees  'twere  tender*d. 

Mar.  Now  the  Storm  grows  high. 

Bapt.  But  that  I  thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thy  Death 
The  briny  Ocean  had  entomb'd  thy  Name; 
I  would  have  fought  a  Wife  in  a  Bordello 
For  my  Mentivole^  and  gladly  hugg'd 
Her  fpurious  llTue  as  my  lawful  Nephews, 
Before  his  Blood  fliouid  e'er  have  mix'd  with  thine; 
So  much  I  fcorn  it. 

Alber.  I'll  not  bandy  Words, 
But  thus  diflblve  the  Contract. 

Bapt.  There  I  meet  thee. 
And  feize  on  what's  mine  own. 

Alber.  For  all  my  Service, 
Great  Sir,  grant  me  the  Combat  with  this  Wretch, 
That  I  may  fcourge  his  Infolence. 

Bapt.   I  kneel  for  it. 

Ceja.  And  to  approve  my k\^  Alberto' &  Son, 
I'll  be  his  Second  upon  any  odds, 
'Gainft  him  that  dare  moft  of  Baptijiah  Race. 

Ment.  Already  upon  honourable  Terms, 
In  me  thou' ft  met  thy  Better,  for  her  fake 
I'll  add  no  more. 

Alber.  Sir,  let  our  Swords  decide  it. 

Mar.  Oh  flay,  Sir,  and  as  you  would  hold  the  Title 
Of  a  juft  Prince,  e'er  you  grant  Licence  to 
Thefe  Mad-mcns  Fury,  lend  your  private  Ear 
To  th'  moft  diftrefs'd  of  Women. 

Duke.  Speak,  'tis  granted.        [He  takes  Mariana  a/ide. 

Cla.  In  the  mean  time,  Jet  not  Clarijfa  be 
A  patient  Looker-on,  though  as  yet  doubtful 
To  whom  to  bend  her  Knee  firft,  yet  to  all 
I  ftoop  thus  low  in  Duty,  and  would  wafli 
The  Duft  of  Fury  with  my  Virgin  Tears, 

From 
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From  his  blefs*d  Feet,  and  make  them  beautiful 

That  would  move  to  Conditions  of  Pence, 

Though  with  a  Snail-hkepace;  they  all  are  wingM 

To  bear  you  to  Deftruflion  :  Reverend  Sirs, 

Think  on  your  ancient  Friendfliip  cemented 

With  fo  much  Blood,  but  flied  in  noble  A6lion, 

Divided  now  in  Paflion  for  a  Brawl, 

The  Makers  blulh  to  own  -,  much  lov'd  Cefarioy 

Brother,  or  Friend,  (each  Title  may  prevail,) 

Remember  with  what  tendernefs  from  our  Childhood 

We  lov'd  together,  you  preferring  me 

Before  yourfelf,  and  I  fo  fond  of  you 

That  it  begot  fufpicion  in  ill  Minds, 

That  our  Affedion  was  inceftuous. 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I  know 

That  with  your  deareft  Blood  you  had  prevented 

This  Shower  of  Tears  from  me  ;  Mentivole, 

My  Husband,  regiftred  in  that  bright  Srar-Chamber, 

Though  now  on  Earth  made  Strangers,  be  the  Example, 

And  offer  in  one  Hand  the  peaceful  Ol'rje 

Of  Concord,  or  if  that  can  be  denied 

By  powerful  Intercefllon  in  the  other 

Carry  the  Herrnlan  Rod,  and  force  Atonement. 

Now  we  will  not  be  all  Marble;  Death's  the  worfl:  then. 

And  he  fiiall  be  my  Bridegroom.       [Offers  to  kill  hcrfelf. 

(44)  Menl.   Hold,  Clarijfa, 
This  loving  Violence  I  needs  mufl:  offer 

In  fpite  of  Honour • 

[He  fnatches  aivay  her  Knife ^  and  fcts  it  to 
his  oivn  Breajl^  ffejlays  his  Hand. 

Duhe.  Was  it  to  that  End  then. 
On  your  Religion  ? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  Heav'n,  Sir. 

Duke.  We  then  will  leave  Intreaties,  and  make  ufe 
Of  our  Authority  ;  mud  I  cry  Aim 
To  this  unheard-of  Infolence.^  In  my  Prefence 
To  draw  your  Swords,  and  as  all  Reverence 

{44)    Went.    HoU,  Clariffa,    Y\^  lo-vlng  Violence  necdi  Tr.uji  offer  in 
j'pitt  of  Honour ■——'\     rormcr  Editions, 
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That's  due  to  Majefty  were  forfeited, 
Cherifh  this  Wildnefs !  (heath  them  inftantly. 
And  fhew  an  Alteration  in  your  Looks, 
Or  by  my  Power 

jjlber.  Cut  off  my  Head. 

Bapt.  And  mine  ; 
Rather  than  hear  of  Peace  with  this  bad  Man, 
1*11  not  alone  give  up  my  Throat,  but  fuffer 
,Your  Rage  to  reach  my  Family. 

Enter  Profpero,  Juliana  a?id  Biancha; 

Alber.  And  my  Name 
To  be  no  more  remembred.     Duke.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Cefa.  Biancha,  'tis  Biancha^  ftill  Biancha : 
But  ftrangely  alter'd. 

Bapt.  If  that  thirteen  Years 
Of  Abfence  could  raze  from  my  Memory 
The  Figure  of  my  Friend,  I  might  forget  thee  ^ 
But  if  thy  Image  b'  graven  on  my  Heart, 
Thou  art  my  Profpero. 

Prof.  Thou  my  Baptifta. 

Duke.  A  fuddcn  Change  ! 

Bapt.  I  dare  not  ask,  dear  Friend, 
If  Juliana  live !  for  that's  a  Blefling 
I  am.  unworthy  of;  but  yet  deny  not 
To  let  me  know  the  Place  fhe  hath  made  happy. 
By  having  there  her  Sepulchre. 

Prof.  If  your  Highnefs 
Pleafe  to  vouchfafe  a  patient  Ear,  we  fhall 
Make  you  a  true  Relation  of  a  Story 
That  fhall  call  on  your  Wonder. 

Duke.  Speak,  we  hear  you. 
Prof.  Baptifia's  Fortune  in  the  Genoa  Court, 
His  Banifhmenr,  with  his  fair  Wife's  Reftraint, 
You  are  acquainted  with  ;  what  fince  hath  followed 
I  faithfully  will  deliver.     Ere  eight  Moons 
After  Baptifa's  Abfence  were  compleat, 
Fair  Juliaim  found  the  Pleafures,  that 
They  had  enjoy 'd  together,  were  not  barren, 
And  blufliing  at  the  Burthen  of  her  Womb, 
No  Father  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
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A  violent  Sicknefs,  which  call'd  down  Compaffion 

From  th'  angry  Duke,  then  careful  of  her  Health. 

Phyficians  were  enquir'd  of,  and  their  Judgment 

Prtfcrib'd  the  Baths  of  Lucca  as  a  means 

For  her  Recovery  •,  to  my  Charge  it  pleas'd  her 

To  be  committed  ;  but  as  on  the  way 

"We  journey 'd,  thofe  Throws,  only  known  to  Women, 

Came  thick  upon  her,  in  a  private  Village. 

Bapt.  She  died  ? 

Prof.  Have  patience  :  She  brought  to  the  World 
A  hopeful  Daughter  ;  for  her  Body's  Sicknefs 
It  foon  decay'd,  but  the  Grief  of  her  Mind 
Hourly  increas*d,  and  Life  grew  tedious  to  her. 
And  defperate  e'er  to  fee  you ;  (he  enjoin*d  mc 
To  place  her  in  a  GreekiJIj  Monaftery, 
And  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  Daughter. 

Bapt.  What  Monaftery  ?  as  a  Pilgrim  bare-foot, 
I'll  fearch  it  out. 

Prof  Pray  you  interrupt  me  not, 
Now  to  my  Fortunes  ;  the  Girl  well  difpos'd  of 
"With  a  faithful  Friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  Fate 
Made  me  a  Prifoner  to  the  T'urkiflj  Galleys, 
Where  for  twelve  Years  thefe  Hands  tugg'd  at  ths  Oar; 
But  Fortune  tir'd  at  length  with  my  Afflictions, 
Some  Ships  of  Maltha  met  the  Ottoman  Fleet, 
Charg*d  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me  freedom^ 
With  my  Deliverers  I  ferv*d,  and  got 
Such  Reputation  with  the  Gr«at  Mafter, 
That  he  gave  me  Command  over  a  tall 
And  lufty  Ship,  where  my  firft  happy  Service 
Was  to  redeem  Alberto.,  rumour'd  dead. 
But  was  like  me  furpris'd  by  Cortugogly, 

Alher.  I  would  I  had  died  there. 

Prof.  And  from  him  learning  ' 

Baptijla  liv'd,  and  their  diflblved  Friendfliip, 
I  hois'd  up  Sails  for  Greece,  found  Julia7ia 
A  Votary  at  her  Beads  j  having  made  known 
Both  that  you  liv'd,  and  where  you  were,  ihe  bon'ow'd 
So  much  from  her  Devotion,  as  to  wifh  me 
To  bring  her  to  you  >  if  the  Obje(5t  pleafe  you, 

D  d  2  With 


4.2 o       'The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

"With  joy  receive  her. 

Bapt.  Rage  and  Fury  leave  me 

[Throws  away  his  Sword, 
I  am  fo  full  of  Happinefs,  there's  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you  ;  oh  my  long  loft  Jewel, 
Light  of  mine  Eyes,  my  Soul's  Strength. 

Jul,  My  beft  Lord, 
Having  embrac'd  you  thus, 
Death  cannot  fright  me. 

Bapt.  Live  long  to  do  fo,  though  I  fhould  fix  here. 
(45)  But  pardon  me,  tho'  of  Profpero  I  enquire 
My  Daughter's  Fortune. 

Prof.  That  your  Happinefs 
May  bs  at  all  parts  perfed,  here  (he  is! 

Cefa.  Biancha^  Daughter  to  a  Princels, 

Prof.  True ; 
Wi*  my  faithful  Hoft  I  left  her,  and  with  him 
*TilI  now  fhe  hath  refided,  ignorant 
Both  of  her  Birth  and  Greatnefs.  Bapt.  Oh  my  b!efl  one. 
Joy  upon  Joy  o'erwhelms  me.     Duke.  Above  Wonder. 

Alber.  I  do  begin  to  melt  too,  this  ftrange  Story 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleas'd  Heav'n 
To  grace  us  with  this  Miracle,  1  that  am 
Heav'n*s  Inftrument  here,  determine  thus  ;  Jlberto, 
Ee  not  unthankful  for  the  Bleflings  fhown  you. 
Nor  you,  Baptijla  ;  Difcord  was  yet  never 
A  welcome  Sacrifice  ;  therefore,  Rage  laid  by. 
Embrace  as  Friends,  and  let  pafs'd  Diflerence 
Be  as  a  Dream  forgotten, 

Bapt.  'Tis  to  me. 

Alber.  And  me,  I  thus  confirm  It. 

Duke.  And  to  tie  it 

(45)  Pardon  me,  Profpero,  tho'  I  fH^uirr]  I  ice  no  Rcafon  for 
asking  Profpero' s  Pardon  for  enquiring  atter  his  Daughter  ;  he  might 
think  "Jitliana  might  expedl  to  engrofs  his  whole  Thoughtr,  and  would 
therefore  naturally  ask  her  Pardon  fcr  taking  them  from  her;  efpe- 
cially  as  he  had  juft  before  faid,  that  he  could  even  fix  himfelf  for 
ever  to  the  Spot  where  Ihe  ftood.  i  therefore  put  into  the  Text  what 
^emi  a  more  nitural  Reading. 

In 


Hje  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,        421 

In  Bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  Marriage 
Of  young  Menti'vole  and  fair  Clarijfa, 
So  you  confent,  great  Lady,  your  Biancha 
Shall  call  Cefario  Huiband. 

Jul.  *Tis  a  motion 
I  gladly  yield  to.     Cefa.  One  in  which  you  make 
A  fad  Man  happy.  [Offers  to  kneels 

Bian.  Kneel  not,  all's  forgiven. 

Duke.  Wi'  th'  Duke  your  Uncle  I  will  make  Atonement, 
And  will  have  no  denial. 

Enter  Hojiy  Forobofco,  Clowiiy  and  Officers, 

Mar.  Let  this  Day 
Be  ftill  held  facred.     Hojt.  Now  if  you  can  conjure, 
Let  th*  Dev'I  unbind  you.     Foro.  We  are  both  undone. 

Clown.  Already  we  feel  it. 

Hoji.  Juftice,  Sir. 

Duke.  What  are  they  ? 

Prof.  I  can  refolve  you,  Slaves  freed  from  the  Galleys 
By  the  Viceroy  of  Sinlia. 

Duke.  What*s  their  Offence  ? 

Hojt.  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  Plate  and  Jewels, 
I  mean  the  attempting  of  it. 

Clown.  Pleafe  your  Grace, 
ril  now  difcover  this  Varlet  in  earned. 
This  honed  peftilent  Rogue  profefs*d  the  Art 
Of  Conjuring,  but  all  the  Skill  that  e'er 
He  had  in  the  black  Art,  was  but  in  making 
A  Sea-cole  fire  j  only  with  wearing 
Strange  Shapes,  he  begot  Admiration 
'Mongft  Fools  and  Women.     Foro:    Wilt  thou  peach, 
thou  Varkt  ? 

Duke.  Why  does  he  goggle  with  his  Eyes,  and  ftalk  fo  ? 

Clown.  This  *s  one  of  his  Magical  Raptures. 

Foro.  I  do  vilify 
Your  Cenfuie,  you  demand  if  I  am  guilty. 
Whir —  fays  my  Cloak  by  a  Trick  of  Legerdemain, 
Now  I'm  not  guilty,  1  am  guarded  with 
Innocence,  pure  Silver-Lace  1  allure  you. 

Gown.  Thus  have  I  read  to  you  your  Virtues,  which 
Notwithftanding  I  would  not  have  you  proud  of. 
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42  2       'The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

Foro.  Oat  thou  concealment  of  Tallow,  and  counterfeit 

Mummy. 
Duke.  To  th'  Gallics  with  them  both. 
Clown.  The  only  Sea-phyfick 
For  a  Knave,  is  to  be  bafted  in  a  Galley, 
With  th'  Oil  of  a  Bull's  Peefel..    Foro.  And  will  not  you 
Make  a  four  Face  at  the  lame  Sauce,  Sirrah  ?  I  hope 
To  find  thee  fo  lean  in  one  Fortnight,  thou 
Mayft  be  drawn  by  the  Ears  through  the  Hoop  of  a  Firkin. 
Duh.  Divide  them,  and  away  with  them  to  th*  Gallies. 
Clown,  This  will  take  down  your  Pride,  Juggler. 
Tiuke.  This  Day 
That  hath  giv'n  birth  to  BlelTings  beyond  Hope, 
Admits  no  criminal  Sentence  :  To  th'  Temple, 
And  there  with  humblenefs,  praife  Heaven's  Bounties  j 
For  Blefllngs  ne'er  defcend  from  thence  but  when 
A  Sacrifice  in  Thaiiks  afcends  from  Men. 

[Exeunl  Omnes, 
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DRAMATIS    PERSO  NM. 

MEN. 

CUPID. 
Leontius,  the  old  Duke  of  Lycia. 

Lcucippus,  Son  to  the  Duke. 

Ifmenus,  Nephew  to  the  Duke, 

Telamonj  a  Lycian  Lord, 

Dorialusjl 

Agenor,  >    Courtiers. 

Nifus,      3 

Timantus,  a  villainous  Sycophant, 

The  Priejl  of  Cupid. 

Four  young  Men  and  Maids. 

Nilo,  fent  in  Commiffion  to  pull  down  Cupid';  Image. 

Zoilus,  Leucippus'5  Dwarf. 

Four  Citizens. 

WOMEN, 

Hidafpes,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 
■  Cleophila  and  Hero,  her  Attendants. 
Bacha,  a  Strumpet. 
Urania,  her  Daughter. 
BachaV  Maid. 
UraniaV  Maid. 
Servants  and  Attendants, 
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£«/<fr  Dorialus,  Agenor  a  fid  Nifus.' 


A  G 


E    N    O    R. 


RUST  me,  my  Lord  Dorialus,  I  had  mifs'd 
of  this,  if  you  had  not  call'd  me ;  I  thought  the 
Piincefs's  Birth-day  had  been  to  Morrow. 

Nif.  Why,  did  your  Lordlhip  fleep  out 
the  Day  ? 

Dor.  I  marvel  what  the  Duke  meant  to  make  fuch  an 
idle  Vow. 

Nif.  Idle,  why  ? 

Dor.  Is'c  not  idle,  to  fwear  to  grant  his  Daughter  any 
thing  fhe  fhall  ask  on  her  Birth-day  ?  flie  may  ask  an  im- 
pofTible  thing  ;  and  I  pray  Heaven  (he  do  not  ask  an  un- 
fit thing,  at  one  time  or  other  ;  'tis  dangerous  trufting  a 
Man's  Vow  upon  the  Difcretion  of  one's  Daughter. 

Agen.  I  wonder  mod  at  tlie  Marquis  her  Brother, 
who  is  always  vehemently  forward  to  have  her  Defires 
granted. 

Dor.  He's  acquainted  with  'em  before. 
jigen.  She's  doubtlefs  very  chafte  and  virtuous. 
Dor.  So  is  Leucippus  her  Brother. 
Nif.  She's  twenty  Years  old,  I  wonder 
She  ask  not  a  Husband. 
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Dor,  That  were  a  FolJy  in  her,  having  refused 
All  the  great  Princes  in  one  part  of  the  World ; 
She'll  die  a  Maid. 

^gen.  She  may  ask  but  one,  may  fhe  ? 

Nif  A  hundred  times  this  Day  if  fhe  will ; 
And  indeed,  every  Day  is  fuch  a  Day,  for  though 
The  Duke  has  vow*d  it  only  on  this  Day, 
He  keeps  it  every  Day  ;  he  can  deny 
Her  noching.  [Cornets, 

Enter  Hidalpes,  Leucippus,  Leontius,  Timantus, 
and  Tellamond. 

Leon.  Come,  fair  Hidafpesy  thou  art  Dutchefs  to  Day  j 
Art  thou  prepared  to  ask,  thou  know'ft  my  Oath 
Will  force  Performance.   And,  Leucippus,  if 
She  now  ask  ought  that  fliall,  'r  would  have  Performance 
After  my  Death,  when  by  the  help  of  Heav'n 
This  Land  is  thine,  accurfcd  be  thy  Race, 
May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  Son, 
And  fo  their  own  Obedience-— 

Leu.  Mighty  Sir, 
I  do  not  wilh  to  know  that  fatal  Hour, 
That  is  to  make  me  Kingj  but  if  I  do, 
I  fhall  mod  heartily,  (and  like  a  Son) 
Perform  your  Grant  to  all,  chiefly  to  her. 
Remember  that  you  ask  what  we  agreed  on, 

Leon.  Are  you  prepar*d  ?  Then  fpeak. 

Hid.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 
I  am  prepared,  nor  (hall  my  Will  exceed 
A  Virgin's  Bounds,  what  I  requeft  fhall  both 
At  once  bring  me  a  full  Content. 

Leon.  So*t  ever  does : 
Thou  only  Comfort  of  my  feeble  Age, 
Make  known  thy  good  Defire,  for  I  dare  fwear 
Thou  lov*ft  me. 

Hid.  This  is  it  I  beg. 
And  on  my  Knees.     The  People  of  your  Land, 
The  Lycians,  are  through  all  the  Nations 
That  know  their  Name,  noted  to  have  in  ufe 
A  vain  and  fruitlefs  Superflition  j 

So 
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So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  (hew 
Of  true  Religion,  and  is  nothing  t\{& 
But  a  falfe-pleafing  bold  Lafciviousnefs, 

Leon.   What  is  it? 

Hid,  Many  Ages  before  this, 
"When  every  Man  got  to  himfelf  a  Trade, 
And  was  laborious  in  that  chofcn  Courfe, 
Hating  an  idle  Life,  far  worfe  than  Death  : 
Some  one  that  gave  himfelf  to  Wine  and  Sloth, 
Which  breed  lafcivious  Thoughts,  (i)  and  found  himfelf 
Condemned  for  that  by  every  painful  Man, 
To  take  his  ftain  away,  fram'd  to  himfelf 
A  God,  whom  he  pretended  to  obey. 
In  being  thus  diflioneft,  for  a  Name 
He  call'd  him  Cupid.     This  created  God, 
Man's  Nature  (2)  being  ever  credulous 
Of  any  Vice  that  takes  part  with  his  Blood, 
Had  ready  Followers  enow ;  and  fince 
In  every  Age  they  grew,  efpecially 
Amongft  your  Subjeds,  who  do  yet  remain 
Adorers  of  that  drowfy  Deity, 

(l)   Jnd  found  htm/elf  covi]o\TCA 

For  that  by  every  painful  Man,"]  I  know  no  Meaning  of  the 
Word  conjoin' d  that  will  fuit  tlie  Context,  condemn" d  is  the  natural 
Word.  Our  Poets  Scheme  in  this  Play  (which  has  many  excellent 
things  in  it)  feems  to  me  quite  amazing.  That  this  juft  Speech  (hould 
be  elteemed  iuch  an  Ad  of  real  Impiety,  as  to  receive  the  moll  fhock- 
ing  PuniOiment  ending  in  the  Murder  and  utter  Extirpation  of  the  whole 
Family,  is  farely  a  ftrange  Outrage  on  poetical  Juftice,  as  well  as  on  all 
the  Circle  of  moral  Virtues.  I  find  Mr.  Theobald  has  prevented  me 
in  the  Correftion  above,  and  Mr.  Sympfon  has  fince  fent  me  his  Read- 
■  Ing,  contemned. 

(  2  )  ^— ^^—  being  ever  credulous 

Of  any  Vice  that  takes  part  'with  his  Bloody  Mr.  Sympfon 
fays,  that  credulous  of  any  Vice  is  not  Englij'h.  If  it  is  not,  an  Emen- 
dation has  occurr'd  that  is  extremely  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

— _^—  being  erver  credulous 

Of  any*  Advice  that  takes  part  ivith  his  Blood. 

This  is  certainly  cafier,  yet  as  the  Worfhip  of  fuch  a  God  as  Cupids 
was  certainly  a  Vice,  Poetry,  like  Idolatry,  will  perfonate  that  Vice, 
and  he  that  is  overcome  by  its  Temptations  may  be  faid  to  be  credu- 
Uus  of  it. 

Which 
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Which  Drink  invented  ;  (3)  and  the  winged  Boy, 

CFor  fo  they  call  him)  has  his  Sacrifices, 

And  thefe  loofe  naked  Statues  through  the  Land, 

In  every  Village,  nay  the  Palace  felT 

Is  not  free  from  'em.   This  is  my  Requefl:, 

That  thefe  ereded  obfcene  Images 

May  be  pluckt  down  and  burnt,  and  every  Man 

That  offers  to  'em  any  Sacrifice, 

May  lofe  his  Life.     Leon.  But  be  advis'd. 

My  faireft  Daughter,  if  he  be  a  God, 

He  will  exprefs  it  upon  thee,  my  Child  : 

Which  Heav'n  avert. 

Leu.  Sir,  there  is  no  fuch  Power ; 
But  the  Opinion  of  him  fills  the  Land 
With  luftful  Sins  ;  every  young  Man  and  Maid, 
That  feel  the  Jeaft  Defire  to  one  another. 
Dare  not  fupprefs  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  Cupid*s  Motion  ;  and  he  is  a  God. 

Leon.  This  makes  our  Youth  unchafte.   I  am  refolv'd  : 
Nephew  Ifmenus,  break  the  Statues  down 
Here  in  the  Palace,  and  command  the  City 
To  do  the  like,  let  Proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  haftily  fent  through  the  Land 
To  the  fame  purpofe. 

Ifm.  Sir,  1  will  break  down  none 
Myfelf,  but  I'll  deliver  your  Command  : 
Hand  I'll  have  none  in't,  for  I  like  it  not. 

Leon.  Go  and  command  it.     Pleafure  of  my  Ijfe, 
Wouldft  thou  ought  elfc?  Make  many  thoufand  Suits, 
They  mull  and  fhali  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  e!fe.  [Exit  Ifmenus. 

Leon.  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  Suits, 

(  3  )    ■  and  the  ~<.iiKged  Boy, 

(For/o  they  call  him)  bus  his  Sacrifices^ 

Thefe  loofe  nakcJ  Statues  through  the  Land, 

jind  in  eiiery  Village,  raf  the  Palace 

Is  tttt  free  from  ''em. — ]  Here  are  certainly  Deficiencies  both 
in  Mcafure  and  Senfe  :  The  Change  of  Points,  the  removal  of  the  and 
trom  the  Beginning  of  one  Line  to  the  Line  above  it,  and  tlie  Addi- 
tion of  a  Particle  tiiat  adds  ftren^th  to  the  Scniimcat  fccuis  the  moft 
probable  Method  of  rellorjng  the  Original. 

Some 
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Some  fix  Days  hence  I'll  give  thee  Audience  again. 
And  by  a  new  Oath,  bind  myfelf  to  keep  it: 
Ask  largely  for  thylelf,  dearer  than  Life, 
In  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  call  myfelf. 
More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  Age, 
1  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Leu.  'Twas  well  done,  Sifter. 

{Exeunt  all  hut  the  three  Lords. 
Nif.  How  like  you  this  Requeft,  my  Lord  ? 
Dor.  I  know  not  yet,  I  am  lb  full  of  wonder,  we  fhall  be 
Gods  ourfelvcs 
Shortly,  an'  we  pull  'em  out  of  Heav*n  o*  this  faihion. 
u^gen.  We  fliall  have  Wenches  now  when  we  can  catch 
'em. 
An'  w.e  tranfgrefs  thus.    Nif.  And  we  abufe  the  Gods  once, 
•Tis  ^uftice  we  fhould  be  held  at  hard  Meat ;  for  my  parr, 
I'll  e'en  make  ready  for  mine  own  AITedion, 
I  know  the  God  incenft  muft  fend  a  hardnefs 
Through  all  good  Women's  Hearts,  and  then  we  have 
Brought  our  Eggs  and  Mufcadine  to  a  fair  market: 
Would  I  had  giv'n  an  hundred  Pound  for  a  Toleration, 
That  I  might  but  ufe  my  Confcience  in  mine  own  Houfe. 

Dcr.  The  Duke  he's  old  and  paft  it,  he  would  never 
Have  brought  fuch  a  Plague  upon  the  Land  elfe,  'tis  worfe 
Than  Sword  and  Famine  :  Yet  to  fay  Truth, 
We  have  deferv'd  it,  we  have  liv'd  fo  wickedly. 
Every  Man  at  his  Livery,  and  wou'd  that 
Wou'd  have  fuffic'd  us ;  we  murmur'd  at 
This  BlelTing,  that  was  nothing}  and  cry'd  out 
To  th'  God  for  endlefs  Pleafures,  he  heard  us,  and 
Supplied  us,  and  our  Women  were  new  ftiil 
As  w'  needed  'em  ;  and  yet  we  like  Beafts  [give  us 

Still  cry'd,  (4)  poor  Men  can  number  their  Whores, 

(  4)  Poor  Men  can  number  their  Woers,— ]  Woers  for  Miftreffes 
is  uncommon,  but  a  Word  very  near  it  is  quite  fuitable  to  the  Cha- 
rafterof  the  Speaker,  IVhores.  After  I  had  inferted  this  in  the  Text, 
I  found  in  Mr.  Theobald^  Margin  another  Conjedure,  Weathers  for 
Woers,  with  a  Latin  Quotation,  Pauperis  ejl  nuTJierare  pecus,  as  a 
Proof  of  it.  But  my  Conjefture  is  much  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Let- 
ter?, as  well  as  a  more  natural  ExpitfTion  ;  for  Weathers  being  of  the 
Mafculinc  Gender  will  nrver  luit  this  Place,  tho'  Pecus  m'ght, 

'Bundance, 
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'Bundance,  we  had  it,  and  this  Curfe  withal.- 

Agen.  By'rlady  we  are  like  to  have  a  long  Lent  on't, 
Flefli  fhall  be  Flefh  now  i  Gentlemen,  I  had  rather 
Have  anger*d  all  the  Gods,  than  that  blind  Gunner. 
I  remember  once  the  People  did  but  flight  him 
In  a  Sacrifice,  and  what  folIow*d  ?  Women  kept 
Their  Houfes,  grew  good  Hufwives,  honeft  forfooth  f 
Was  not  that  fine  ?  (5)  wore  their  own  Faces,  nay. 
They  let  us  wear  gay  Cloaths  without  furveying ;  and. 
Which  was  mod  lamentable,   they  lov'd  their  Husbands. 

Nif.  I  do  remember  it  to  my  Grief,  young  Maids 
Were  's  cold  as  Cowcumbers,  and  much  of  that 
Complexion  :  Bawds  were  abolifht ;  and,  to  which 
Mis'ry  't  muft  come  again,  there  were  no  Cuckolds. 
Well,  we'd  need  pray  to  keep  thefe  Devils  from  us. 
The  Times  grow  mifchievous.    There  he  goes ; — Lord  f 

Enter  one  with  an  Image. 

This  is  a  Sacrilege  I  have  not  heard  of: 

Would  I  were  gelt,  that  I  might  not  feel  what  follows. 

Agen,  And  1  too.    You  fhall  fee  within  thefe  few  Years, 
A  fine  Confufion  i'th*  Country,  mark  it : 
Nay,  and  we  grow  for  to  depofe  the  Powers, 
And  fet  up  Chaftity  again,  well,  I  have  done. 
A  fine  new  Goddefs  certainly,  whofe  BleiTings 
Are  Hunger  and  hard  Beds.     Nif.  This  comes  of  fulnefs, 
A  Sin  too  frequent  with  us ;  I  believe  now 
We  fhall  find  fhortcr  Commons.  [vour; 

T>or.   Would  I  were  married,  fomewhat  has  fomc  Sa- 
The  Race  of  Gentry  will  quite  run  out  now, 
'Tis  only  left  to  Husbands ;  if  younger  Sifters 
Take  not  the  greater  Charity,  'tis  lawful. 

(  5  )  Wore  their  o'von  Faces, 

Though  they  'wear  gay  Cloaths  K»ithout  furvtpng. 

And  'vjhich  ivas  moji  lamentable, 

They  lo-vd  their  Husbands. 1  The  Reader  will  find  the  Metre 
here  cafily  rellor'd,  buc  the  Senfe,  which  feems  quite  loft  in  thefecond 
Line,  is  not  fo  readily  recovei'd.  The  only  Conjefture  that  feems 
tolerable  is  what  I  venture  into  the  Text  with  great  diffidence,  but 
the  Reader  had  better  have  even  a  falfe  Reading  with  Senfe^  than  one 
without  it. 

Agen, 
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Agen.  Well,  let  come  what  will  come,  I  am  but  one. 
And  as  the  Plague  falls,  I  will  fhape  myfelf : 
If  Women  will  be  honefl,  I'll  be  found. 
If  the  God  be  not  too  unmerciful, 
I'll  take  a  little  ftill,  where  I  can  get  it, 
And  thank  him,  and  fay  nothing. 

l^if.  This  ill  Wind  yet  may  blow  the  City  good. 
And  let  them  (if  they  can)  get  their  own  Children, 
They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt ;  but  howfocver. 
The  old  way  was  the  furer,  then  they  had  'em. 

Dor.  Farewel  my  Lords,  I'll  e'en  take  up  what  Rent 
I  can  before  the  Day,  I  fear  the  Year 
;WiIl  fall  out  ill. 

Agen.  We'll  with  you.  Sir  :  And,  Love,  fo  favour  us. 
As  we  are  (till  thy  Servants.     Come  my  Lords ; 
Let's  to  the  Duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  Folly 
His  doting  now  has  brought  him.  \Exeunt: 

Prieji  of  Cupid,  with  four  young  Men  and  Maids, 

Prieji.  Come  my  Children,  let  your  Feet 
In  an  even  Meafure  meet : 
And  your  chearful  Voices  rife. 
To  prefent  this  Sacrifice  ; 
To  great  Cupid^  in  whofe  Name, 
I  his  Pried  t>egin  the  fame. 
Young  Men  take  your  Loves  and  kifs. 
Thus  our  Cupid  honour'd  is. 
Kifs  again,  and  in  your  kifllng, 
Let  no  Promifes  be  mifling: 
Nor  let  any  Maiden  here. 
Dare  to  turn  away  her  Ear, 
Unto  the  whifper  of  her  Love, 
But  give  Bracelet,  Ring,  or  Glove, 
As  a  Token  to  her  Sweeting, 
Of  an  after  fecret  Meeting : 
Now,  Boy,  fing  to  ftick  our  Hearts 
Fuller  of  great  Cupid's  Darts. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

L   Overs  rejoice^  your  Pains  Jhall  he  rewarded. 
The  God  of  Love  himfelf  griroes  at  your  crying: 
No  more  Jhall  frozen  Hontur  be  regarded, 
(6)  Nor  the  coy  Faces  of  a  Maid  denying. 
No  more  Jhall  Virgins  ftgh^  and  fay  "  we  dare  not, 
*'  For  Men  are  falfe,  and  what  they  do  they  care  not. 
All  fh all  he  well  again,  then  do  not  grieve. 
Men  Jhall  be  true,  and  Women  Jhall  believe. 

Lovers  rejoice,  what  you  Jhall  Jay  henceforth. 

When  you  have  caught  your  Sweet-hearts  in  your  Arms^ 

Shall  be  accounted  Oracle^  and  Worth : 

No  more  faint-hearted  Girls  fjall  dream  of  Harms, 

And  cry  they  are  too  young.     The  God  hath  faid. 

Fifteen  fijall  make  a  Mother  of  a  Maid  : 

Then  wife  Men,  -pull  your  Rofes  yet  unblown, 

l/jve  hates  the  too  ripe  Fruit  that  falls  alone. 

After  a  Meafure,    Enter  Nilo  and  others, 

Nilo.  No  more  of  this,  here  break  your  Rites  for  ever. 
The  Duke  commands  it  fo  :  Prieft,  do  not  ftare, 
I  muft  deface  your  Temple,  though  unwilling. 
And  your  God  Cupid  here  muft  make  a  Scare-crow 
For  any  thing  I  know,  or  at  the  beft. 
Adorn  a  Chimney-piece. 

PrieJi.  Oh  Sacrilege  unheard  of  I 

Nilo.  This  will  not  help  it,  take  down  the  Image 
And  away  with  'em. 

Prieft,  change  your  Coat  you  had  beft,  all  Service  now 
Is  given  to  Men  :  Prayers  above  their  hearing 
Will  prove  but  Babblings ;  learn  to  lie  and  thrive, 
'Twill  prove  your  beft  Profellion,  for  the  Gods, 
He  that  lives  by  'em  now,  muft  be  a  Beggar. 
There's  better  Holinefs  on  Earth  they  fay. 
Pray  God  it  ask  not,  greater  Sacrifice.     Go  home, 

(6  )  Nor  the  coy  Faces  of  a  Maid's  denjing.']       Mr.  Sympfon  has  im- 
proved this  Line  by  Ilriking  off  the  '^  from  Maid's, 

And 
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And  if  your  God  be  n't  deaf  as  welJ  as  blind. 
He  will  make  fome  fmokc  ior  it. 

Gent.  Sir- 

Nilo.  Gentlemen, 
There  is  no  talking,  this  mud:  be  done  and  fpecdily  \ 
I  have  Commidion  that  I  muft  not  break. 

Gent.SMt'rc  gone,  to  wonder  what  fhall  follow.  Nib. On. 
To  the  next  Temple.  \_E>:eimt. 

Cornets.  Defcendit  Cupid. 

Cupid    Am  I  then  fcorn*d  }  Is  my  all-doing  Will 
And  Power,  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none. 
Now  look'd  into  by  Ms  than  Gods  }  and  weakened 
Am  I,  whofe  Bow  ftruck  Terror  through  the  Earth, 
No  Ids  than  Thunder,  and  in  this,  (7)  exceeding 
Even  Gods  themfelves,  whofe  Knees  belore  the  Altars, 
Now  fhook  off  i  and  contemn'd  by  fuch,  whofe  Lives 
Are  but  my  Recreation!   Anger  rife, 
JVIy  Sufferance  and  myfelf  are  made  the  Subjed 
Of  Sins  againft  us.     (8j  Go  thou  out,  Dilpleafure, 
Difpleafure  of  a  great  God,  fling  thyfelf 

( 7  )   ■ exceeding 

Even  GoJs  themfel'ves,   lohofe  Knees  before  the  Altars, 
N01V Jhook  off;  ]    There  is  evidently  a  great  Deficiency   h?re 
both  in  Grammar  and  Senfe,  and  reafon  to  fufpedl  a  whole  Line  to 
have  been  loll,  which  might  have  been  fomething  like  the  following, 
E'v'n  Gods  lhemfel--ves,   lohofe  Knees  before  the  Altars 
Of  Cvptd  oh  in  Supplication  bow'd. 
Or, 

-  luhofe  Knees  before  my  Altars 

In  zealous  Supplication  oft  have  bent. 
Befide  thefc  conjeftural  Additions,  we  may  render  it  Senfe  by  a  fmali 
Change  of  the  Words. 

Of  Gods  themfel'ves,  who  knelt  before  my  AltarS. 
From  fuch  a  phantaftick  Deity  as  this,  would  any  one  expeft  more  than 
a  comic  Revenge,  like  the  Ditlreffes  of  the  Fairy  Shieen  in  Midfum- 
tner-Night's  Dream?    And,  indeed,  what  Pity  is  it  that  fuch  noble 
Lines  as  the  following  fhould  be  thus  mifapply  d  ? 

(  8 )   —Go  thou  out,   Difpleafure, 

■■  flying  thyfelf 

Thronrh  all  this  Kingdom  ; ]    I  found  here  a  very  happy 

Conjcfture  of  Mr.  Theobald^  fling  inftcad  oifying,  which  carries  Con- 
viction as  foon  as  feen  ;  for  it  improves  both  Senfe  and  Meafure. 
Mr.  Sympfon  has  fine?  fifjit  me  the  fame  Conje^ure, 

Vol.  IX.  Ee  Through 
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Through  all  this  Kingdom  ;  fow  whatever  Evils 

Proud  flefli  is  taking  of,  amongft  thefe  Rebels  ; 

And  on  the  firft  Hearts  that  defpife  my  Greatnefs, 

Lay  a  ftrange  Mifery,  that  all  may  know 

Cupid's  Revenge  is  mighty  -,  with  this  Arrow 

Hotter  than  Plagues  or  mine  own  Anger,  will  I 

Now  nobly  right  myfelf ;  nor  {hall  the  Prayers 

Nor  fweet  Smokes  on  my  Altars  hold  my  Hand, 

Till  I  have  left  this  a  moft  wretched  Land.  lExif. 

Enter  Hidafpes  and  Cleophila. 

Hid.  Cleophila^  what  was  he  that  went  hence  ?     Cleo, 
Whom 
Means  your  Grace  now  ?  Hid.  I  mean  that  handfome  Man, 
That  fomething  more  than  Man  I  met  at  Door, 

Cleo.  Here  was  no  handfome  Man. 

Hid.  Come,  he's  fome  one 
You  would  preferve  in  private,  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  dp  it,  and  my  Eyes  are  fharper 
Than  yours,  and  can  with  one  negleding  Glance 
See  all  the  Graces  of  a  Man.     Who  was  it  ? 

Cleo.  That  went  hence  now  ? 

Hid.  That  went  hence  now,  ay,  he. 

Cleo.  Faith  here  was  no  fuch  one  as  your  Grace  thinks, 
Zoilus  your  Brother's  Dwarf  went  out  but  now. 

Hid.  I  think  'twas  he  ;  how  bravely  he  pafs'd  by  j 
Is  he  not  grown  a  goodly  Gentleman  ? 

Cleo.  A  goodly  Gentleman,  Madam? 
He's  th*  moft  deformed  Fellow  in  the  Land. 

Hid.  Oh  Blafphemy  ;  he  may  perhaps  to  thee 
Appear  deformed,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a  Man  ;  his  Shape  and  Colours  arc 
Beyond  the  Art  of  Painting  ;  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  feen,  yet  doth  referable 
Apollo,  as  I  oft  have  fancied  him. 
When  rifing  from  his  Bed,  he  ftirs  himfelf. 
And  (hakes  Day  from  his  Hair. 

Cleo.  He  refembles  Apolld's  Recorder. 

Hid.  Cleophila .,  go  fend  a  Page  for  him. 
And  thou  flialt  fee  thy  Error,  and  repent.      [Exit  Cleo. 

Alas, 
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Alas,  what  do  I  ^^z\,  my  Blood  rebels. 
And  I  am  one  of  thofe  I  us'd  to  fcorn, 

(9)  My  Maiden-thoughts  are  fled  :  againfl:  myfelf 
I  harbour  Traitors :  My  Virginity, 

That  from  my  Childhood  kept  me  Company, 
Is  heavier  than  I  can  endure  to  bear  j 
Forgive  me,  Cupid^  for  thou  art  a  God, 
And  I  a  wretched  Creature  ;  I  have  finn'd. 
But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 

(10)  I  may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me  love. 

Enter  Cleophila  and  Zoilus. 

Cleo.  Zoilus  is  here,  Madam. 

Hid.  He's  there  indeed. 
Now  be  thine  own  Judge  *,  fee  thou  worfe  than  Mad, 
Is  he  deformed  ?  look  upon  thofe  Eyes, 
That  let  all  Pleafure  out  into  the  World, 
Unhappy  that  they  cannot  fee  themfelves  ; 
Look  on  his  Hair,  that  like  fo  many  Beams, 
Streaking  the  Eaji^  fhoot  Light  o*er  half  the  World  ; 
Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 
As  if  two  Natures  had  Contention 
About  their  Skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him. 

Zoil.    Ha,   ha ;    Madam,    though    Nature   hath    not 
giv'n  me 
So  much  as  others  in  my  outward  fhew  ; 
I  bear  a  Heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unfightly  Body  (which  you  pleafe 
To  make  your  Mirth)  as  many  others  do 

(g  )  My  Maiden-thoughts  are  fed  aga'inji  myfelf  i 

1  harbour  Traitors  in  jny  ^^irginity, 

That  from  my  Childhood  kept  me  Company, 

Is  hea'vier  than  I  can  endure  to  hear ;  ]  Thefe  were  the  abfurd 
Pointings  and  Reading  of  the  former  Edi:ions.  When  the  natural 
Points  are  rellor'd,  it  uil'  evidently  appear  ih;U  the  Particle  in  in  the 
fecond  Line  was  an  Interpolation.  Mr.  Sytr.pfon  loo  has  fent  me  the 
fame  Reading. 

(ic)  I  may  enjoy  ix:hat  thou  ivilt  have  me,  Lo've.'\  As  the  Addrefs 
is  to  Lo've,  a  Comma  and  a  great  Letter  was  a  materi.il  Corruption 
here:  lo  ask  Cupid  lu  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her  tnjoy 
was  a  ridiculous  Rcqueil,  but  to  let  her  enjoy  wh.nt  he  would  have  her 
love  is  the  common  Prayer  of  all  Worfhippers  of  Cupid. 

E  c  2  That 
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That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  Births ; 
Yet  I  coald  wifli  myfelf  much  more  deformed 
Than  yet  I  am,  fo  I  might  make  your  Grace 
More  merry  than  you  are.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hid.  Belhrevv  me  then 
If  I  be  merry  •,  but  I  am  content 
Whilft  thou  art  with  me  ;  Thou  that  art  my  Saint ; 
By  hope  of  whofe  mild  Favour  I  do  live 
To  tell  thee  fo  :  I  pray  thee  fcorn  m.e  not ; 
Alas  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  Worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a  Maid, 
Without  deceit  ?  whofe  Heart  doth  guide  her  Tongue  ? 
Drown'd  in  my  Paffions?  yet  I  will  take  leave 
To  call  it  Reafon  that  I  dote  on  thee. 

Clto.  The  Princefs  is  befide  her  Grace  I  think, 
To  talk  thus  with  a  Fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i'th'  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 
Hid.  What  Anfwer  wilt  thou  give  me  ? 
Zoil.  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  jeft  on,  I  can  abide  it. 
Hid.  If  it  be  Jeft,  not  to  efteem  my  Life, 
Compar'd  with  thee :  If  it  be  Jeft  in  me. 
To  hang  a  thoufand  KilTes  in  an  Hour 
Upon  thofe  Lips,  and  take  'em  off  again  j 
If  it  be  Jeft  for  me  to  marry  thee, 
And  take  Obedience  on  me  whilft  I  live  ; 
Then  all  I  fay  is  Jeft  : 
For  every  part  of  this,  I  fwear  by  thofe 
That  fee  my  Thoughts,  I  am  refolv*d  to  do. 
And  I  befeech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  Hand, 
(Which  Pardon  me,  that  I  am  bold  to  kifs 
"With  fo  unworthy  Lips)  that  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  marry  me,  as  I  do  here  to  thee. 
Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n. 

Zoil.  Marry  you  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Hid.  Kill  me  or  grant,  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  at  all  ^ 
Zoil.  Why  I  will  do  your  Will  for  ever. 
Hid.  I  ask  no  more  ;  but  let  me  kifs  that  Mouth 
That  is  fo  merciful ;  that  is  my  Will ; 
Next  go  with  me  before  the  King  in  hafte. 
That  is  my  Will  5  where  I  will  make  our  Peers 

Know, 
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Know,  that  thou  art  their  Better. 

Zoil.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that  is  fine,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cleo.  Madam,  what  means  your  Grace  ? 
Confider  for  the  Love  of  Heav'n  jto  what 
You  run  thus  madly  ;  will  you  take  this  Viper 
Into  your  Bed  ? 

Hid.  Away,  hold  off  thy  Hands  ; 
Strike  her,  fweet  Zoilus^  for  it  is  my  Will  } 
Which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do. 

Zoil.  Away,  for  lliame. 
Know  you  no  manners  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha.  \Exs\inU 

Cleo.  Thou  know'ft  none  1  fear. 
This  is  juft  Cupid*s  Anger ;  Fenus  look 
Dov/n  mildly  on  us :  And  command  thy  Son 
To  fpare  this  Lady  once,  (i  i)  and  let  me  be 
In  Love  with  all ;  and  none  in  Love  with  me.         lExii. 

Enter  Ifmenus  and  Timantus. 

Tim.  Is  your  Lordfhip  for  the  Wars  this  Summer  ? 

Ifm.   TimantitSy 
"Wile  thou  go  with  me  ?  Ti7n.  If  I  had  a  Company, 
My  Lord.     //;».  Of  Fidlers  ;  Thou  a  Company  ? 
No,  no,  keep  thy  Company  at  home,  and  caufe  Cuckolds  ; 
The  Wars  will  hurt  thy  Face,  there  are  no  Semftcrs, 
Shoemakers,  Taylors,  nor.  Almond-milk  i*th*  Morning, 
Nor  poach'd  Eggs  to  keep  your  Worfliip  foluble. 
No  Man  to  warm  your  Shirt,  and  blow  your  Rofes : 
Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  Breeches  ; 
If  thou  wilt  needs  go,  and  go  thus,  get  a  Cafe 
F'r  thy  Captainfliip,  a  Shower  will  fpoil  thee  clfe. 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

Tiw.  Your  Lord (hip*s  wondrous  witty. 
Very  pleafant  believe*t.  {Exit. 

Enter  Telamon,  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus,  ^w^Leontius. 

Leon.  No  News  yet  of  my  Son  ? 

{ I  0  Jnd  let  me  be  in  Love  nvith  all ;  and  none  in  Love  nvith  me  ] 
Tng  Meafure  in  this,  as  in  all  other  Plays,  has  been  greatly  neglefted  : 
It  is  generally  reftor'd  here  as  well  as  in  the  reft  ;  and  the  Reader 
will  find  even  Rhime  as  well  as  Meafure  had  bscn  oYcrlcolv'd  in 
th  s  Paflage. 

E  e  3  7'ela, 
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ftela.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  fearch  ;  no  doubt 
They'll  bring  the  Truth  where  h*  is,  or  the  Occafion 
That  led  him  hence.     Tm.  They  mud  have  good  Eyes 
then. 

Leon.  The  Gods  go  with  them  j    who  be  thofe  that 
wait  there  ? 

^ela.  The  Lord  Ifmenus,  your  General  for  his  difpatch.  . 

Leon.   Oh,  Nephew  j    we've  no  ufe  to  imploy  your 
Virtue 
In  our  War  ;  now  the  Province  is  well  fettled. 
Hear  you  ought  of  the  Marquis  ? 

Ifm.  No,  Sir. 

Leon.  'Tii  (Irange  he  fliould  .be  gone  thus : 
Thefe  five  Days  he  was  not  feen. 

Tim.  I'll  hold  my  Life,  I  could  bolt  him  in  an  Hour. 

Leon.  Where  is  my  Daughter.? 

Dor.  About  the  purging  of  the  Temples,  Sir. 

Leon.  She's  chalte  and  virtuous  ;  fetch  her  to  me. 
And  tell  her  I  am  pleas*d  to  grant  her  now 
Her  lad  Requeft,  without  repenting  me.         [Exit  NifuSi 
*  Be  't  what  it  will ;  fhe  is  wife,  Dorialus, 
And  will  not  prefs  me  farther  than  a  Father. 

Dor.   I  pray  the  beft  may  follow  j  yet  if  your  Grace 
Had  taken  the  Opinions  of  your  People, 
At  Icafl  of  fuch,  whofe  Wifdoms  ever  wake 
About  your  Safety,  i  may  fay  it,  Sir, 
Under  your  noble  Pardon  ;  that  this  Change 
Either  had  been  more  Honour  to  the  Gods, 
Or  I  think  not  at  all.     Sir,  the  Princefs. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Nifus,  and  Zoiliis. 

Leon.  Oh  my  Daughter,  my  Health  ! 
And  did  I  fay,  my  Soul,  I  ly'd  not  5 
Thou  art  fo  near  me,  fpeak,  and  have  whatever 
Thy  wife  Will  leads  thee  to  ;  had  I  a  Heav'n, 
It  were  too  poor  a  Place  for  fuch  a  Goodnefs. 

Dor.  What's  here  .'* 

Jgen.  An  Ape's  Skin  ftuft  I  think,  it  is  fo  plump. 

Hid.  Sir,  you  have  pad  your  Word, 
Still  be  a  Prince,  and  hold  you  to  it.  Wonder 

No£ 
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Not  that  I  prefs  you,  my  Life  lies  i'  your  Word  j 
If  you  break  that,  you've  broke  my  Heart,  I  muft  ask 
That  that's  my  Shame,  and  your  Will  not  deny  me  \ 
Now  tor  Hcav'n's  fake  be  not  forfworn. 

Leon.  By  the  Gods 
I  will  not,   I  cannot,  were  there  no  other 
Pow'r  than  my  Love  call'd  to  a  Witnefs  of  it. 

Dor.    1  hey  have  much  Reafon  to  truft,  you  have  for- 
fworn 
One  of  'em  out  o'th'  Country  already. 

Hid.  Then  this  is  my  Requeft  :  This  Gentleman. 
Be  not  afham'd.  Sir  j  you  are  worth  a  Kingdom.. 
Leon.  In  what  ? 
Hid.  In  th*  way  of  Marriage. 
Leon.  How  ? 

Hid.   I  n  the  way  of  Marriage,  it  muft  be  fo. 
Your  Oath  is  ty  d  to  Heav'n  j  as  my  Love 
To  him.     Leon.  1  know  thou  doft  but  try  my  Age, 
Come  ask  again.     Hid.  If  I  fhould  ask  all 
My  Lite-time,  this  is  all  ftill.    Sir,  I'm  ferious,  I 
Muft  have  this  worthy  Man  without  enquiring  why  ; 
And  fuddenly,  and  freely  \  do  not  look 
For  Reafon  or  Obedience  in  my  Words  ; 
My  Love  admits  no  Wifdom  :  Only  Hafte 
Aiicl  Hope  hangs  on  my  Fury.  Speak,  Sir,  fpeak. 
But  not 's  a  Father,  I'm  deaf  and  dull  to  Counfel  ; 
Inflamed  Blood  hears  nothing  but  my  Will ; 
For  God's  fake  fpeak. 

Dor.  Here's  a  brave  Alteration. 
iV;/  This  comes  of  Chaftity. 
Hid.  Will  not  you  fpeak.  Sir  ? 
jigen.  The  God  begins  his  Vengeance  j  what  a  fweet 
Youth  he  has  fent  us  here,  with  a  Pudding  in's  Belly  ? 

Leon.  Oh  let  me  never  fpeak. 
Or  with  my  Words  let  me  fpeak  out  my  Life  ; 
Thou  Pow'r  abus'd  ;  great  Love,  whofe  Vengeance  now 
We  feel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  Land, 
Nif.  How  does  your  Grace  P 
Leon.  Sick,  very  fick,  I  hope. 
Dor.  Gods  comfort  you. 

E  e  4  Hid, 
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Hid.  Will  not  you  fpeak  ?  Is  this  your  Royal  Word  ? 
Do  not  pull  Perjury  upon  your  Soul. 
Sir,  you  are  Old,  and  near  your  Punifliment  s 
Remember. 

Leon.   Away,  bafe  Woman. 

Hid   Then  be  no  more  my  Father,  but  a  Plague, 
I'm  bound  to  pray  againft  j  be  any  Sin 
May  force  me  to  defpair,  and  hang  myfelf. 
Be  thy  Name  never  more  remembred.  King, 
But  in  Example  of  a  broken  Faith, 
And  curlt  ev'n  to  Forgetfulnefs  j  may  thy  Land 
Bring  forth  fuch  Monfters  as  thy  Daughter  is? 
Pm  weary  of  my  Rage.     I  pray  forgive  me. 
And  let  me  have  him,  will  you,  Noble  Sir  ? 

\Leon.   Mercy,  mercy,  Heav*n  : 
Thou  Heir  of  all  Dilhonour,  fhameft  thou  not 
To  draw  this  little  Moifture  left  for  Life, 
Thus  rudely  from  me  ^  Carry  that  Slave  to  Death. 

Zoil.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir,  it  is  no  Fault  of  mine. 
That  file  will  love  me 

Leon.  To  Death  with  him,  I  fay.  [him  : 

Hid.  Then  make  hafte.  Tyrant,  (12)  or  I'll  be  before 
This  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Leon.  Hold  faff,  I  charge  you 
Away  with  him. 

Hid.  Alas  old  Man,  Death  hath  more  Doors  than  one. 
Ana  1  will  meet  him.  [^Exii  Hid, 

Leon.  Dorialus,  pray 
See  her  i'  her  Chamber,  and  lay  a  Guard  about  her  j 
The  greatell  Curfe  the  Gods  lay  on  our  Frailties, 
Is  Will  and  Difobedience  in  our  IfTues, 
Which  we  beget  as  well  as  them  to  plague  us. 
With  our  fond  Loves ;  Beafts  you  are  only  bleft 
That  have  that  happy  Dulnefs  to  forget 
"What  you  have  made,  your  young  ones  grieve  not  you, 
They  wander  where  they  lift,  and  have  their  ways 

{12)  or  ///be  for  him  :'\     The  Princefs  here  attempts  to 

kill  herieli,  and  the  natural  Reading  is  equally  neceffary  to  the  Alea- 
ifure.  Mr.  Theobald  concurs  wich  me  in  this  Correftion,  as  does 
IVIr.  Symp/on  too. 

Without 
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Without  diflionour  to  you  ;  and  their  Ends 

Fall  on  'em,  without  Sorrow  of  their  Parents, 

(13)  Or  after-ill  Remembrance  :  Oh  this  Woman, 

Would  I  had  made  mylelf  a  Sepulcher, 

When  I  made  her  :  Nephew,  where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Pray  God  he  have  not  more  pare  of  her  Bafenefs 

Than  of  her  Blood  about  him.     Gentlemen, 

Where  is  he  ?     Ifm.  1  know  not,  Sir.     H'as  his  ways  by 

himfelf. 
Is  too  wife  for  my  Company.     Leon.  I  don't  like 
This  hiding  of  himleU,  (14)  from  fuch  Society 
As  fuits  his  Perfon,  fome  of  you  needs  muft  know. 
Ifm.  Pm  fure  not  I,  nor  have  known  twice  thefe  ten 
Days, 
Which  if  I  were  as  proud  as  fome  of  'em, 
I  fhould  take  fcurvily  ;  but  he's  a  young  Man,  / 

And  let  him  have  his  fwinge,  'twill  make  him ■ 

[Timantus  whfpers  to  the  Duke, 
There's  fome  good  matter  now  in  Hand  : 
How  the  Slave  jeers  and  grins  ;  the  Duke  is  pleas'd. 
There's  a  new  Pair  of  Scarlet  Hofe  now,  and  as  much 
Mony  to  fpare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn, 
A  Hat  and  Ck)ak  to  go  out  in  to  Morrow  : 
Garters  and  Stockings  come  by  Nature. 
Leon.  Be  fure  of  this. 
Tim.  I  durft  noL  fpeak  elfe,  Sir. 

(13)  Or  after  ill  Rememhrance  : •]     The  ncgleQ  of  a  Hyphen 

to  make  after-ill  a  compound  Adjedkive  render'd   this  Paflagc  very 
obfcurc. 

(14)  From  fuch  Society  ns  his  Perfon, 

Some  of  \X.  ye  needs  TnuJ}  hnoiv.'l  Former  Editions.  The  Changes 
now  introduced  render  both  the  Senfe  and  Meafure  tolerably  eafy.  I 
find  Mr.  Theobald's  Conjediare  on  the  PafTige  fo  near  mine,  tiiat  it 
ii  of  no  Confequence  which  is  mferted  :   He  reads, 

■    ■  "   igf  fits  his  Perfon. 
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A  C  T     II.      SCENE!. 

Cornets,  Cupid  Befcends. 

Cup.'X    Eucippus,  thou  art  (hot  through  with  a  Shaft 

I  ^  That  will  not  rankle  Jong,  yet  iharp  enough 
To  fow  a  World  of  hclplefs  iMifery 
In  this  unhappy  Kingdom  j  doft  thou  think 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  Prince,  (15)  to  make  a  Party 
Againft  my  Power  ;  but  it  is  all  the  Fault 
Of  thy  old  Father,  who  believes  his  Age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  Darts, 
But  he  fhall  know  e*er  long,  that  my  Dart  loofe 
Can  thaw  Ice,  and  inflame  the  wither*d  Heart 
Oi .Nejlor  ;  thou  thylVIf  art  lightly  ftruck. 
But  his  mad  Love  fhall  publilh  that  the  Rage 
Of  Cupidy  has  the  Power  to  conquer  Age.  {Exit, 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Bacha. 

Leu,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  Spoil 
You  thirfted  for  ?  Oh  Tyranny  of  Men  !  • 

Leu.  I  pray  thee  leave. 

Bacha.  Your  Envy  is,  Heav'n  knows. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  Sex  : 
What  pain,  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you. 
If  I  had  kept  mine  Honour  ?  You  might  (till 
Have  been  a  Prince,  and  ftiU  this  Country's  Heir, 
That  innocent  Guard  which  I  till  now  had  kept. 
For  my  Defence,  my  Virtue,  did  it  feem 
So  dangerous  in  a  State,  that  you  yourfelf 
Came  to  fupprefs  it  ?     Leu.  Dry  thine  Eyes  again, 
I'll  kifs  thy  Tears  away,  this  is  but  Folly, 
'Tis  paft  all   help.      Bacba.    Now  you  have  won   the 
Treafure, 

(15)   ■  to  make  a  part 

Againji  my  Po'wer  ;  ]  Mr.  Sympfon  fcems  to  have  hit  on  the 
true  Reading  here :  7o  piake  a  Party  being  a  much  moxe  natural 
Exprcffion  than  the  old  Reading. 

.    ^      'Tis 
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•Tis  my  requeft  that  you  would  leave  me  thus : 
And  never  fee  thefe  empty  Walls  again, 
I  know  you  will  do  fo,  and  well  you  may  : 
For  there  is  nothing  in  *em  that  is  worth 
A  glance,  I  loath  myfelf,  and  am  become 
Another  Woman  -,  One  methinks  with  whom 
I  want  acquaintance. 

Leu.  If  1  do  offend  thee, 
I  can  be  gone,  and  though  I  love  thy  fight. 
So  highly  do  I  prize  thine  own  Content, 
That  I  will  leave  thee. 

Bacha.  Nay,  you  may  (lay  now  ; 
You  Ihould  have  gone  before  :  I  know  not  now 
Why  1  fhould  fear  you  :  All  I  fhould  have  kept 
Is  ftol*n  -,  nor  is  it  in  the  Power  of  Man 
To  rob  me  farther  j  if  you  can  invent, 
Spare  not  •,  no  naked  Man  fears  robbing  Ms 
Than  I  do,  now  you  may  for  ever  ftay. 

Leu.  Why,  I  could  do  thee  farther  Wrong. 

Bacha.  You  have 
A  deeper  reach  in  ev'I  than  I :  'Tis  paft 
My  Thoughts.     Leu.  And  paft  my  Will  toa6l, 
But  trufl:  me  I  could  do  it.    Bacha.  Good  Sir  do. 
That  I  may  know  there  is  a  wrong  beyond 
What  you  have  done  me.  Leu.  I  could  tell  all  the  World 
What  thou  haft  done, 

Bacha.  Yes,  you  may  tell  the  World, 
And  do  you  think  I  am  fo  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ?  You  can  tell  the  World  but  this. 
That  I'm  a  Widow,  full  of  Tears  in  fhew, 
(My  Husband  dead,  and  one  that  lov'd  me  (o^ 
Hardly  a  Week)  forgot  my  Modefty, 
And  caught  with  Youth  and  Greatnefs,  gave  myfelf 
To  live  in  Sin  with  you  ;  this  you  may  tei^  : 
And  this  I  do  deferve.     Leu.   Why  doft  thou  think  me 
So  bafe  to  tell !  Thefe  Limbs  of  mine  fhall  part 
From  one  another  on  a  Rack, 
E*cr  I  difclofe  •,  but  thou  doft  utter  Words 
That  much  afBidl  me  ;  you  did  feem  as  ready. 
Sweet  Bacha,  as  myfelf, 

Bacha. 
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Bacha.  You  are  a  right  Man, 
When  they  have  'witch*d  us  into  Mifery, 
Poor  innocent  Souls,  they  lay  the  Fault  on  us  : 
But  be  it  fo,  for  Prince  Leucippus^s  fake 
1  will  bear  any  thing. 

Leu,  Come  weep  no  more, 
I  wrought  thee  to  it,  it  was  my  Fault : 
Nay,  fee  if  thou  wilt  leave  ?  Here  take,  this  Pearl, 
Kifs  me  fweet  Bacha,  and  receive  this  Purfe. 

Bacha:  What  fhould  I  do  with  thefe  ?  They  will  not  deck 
My  Mind.     Leu.  Why  keep  *em  to  remember  mc. 
I  muft  be  gone,  I  have  been  abfent  long : 
I  know  the  Duke  my  Father  is  in  Rage, 
But  I  will  fee  thee  fuddenly  again. 
Farewel  my  Bacha. 

Bacha.  Gods  keep  you,  do  you  hear  Sir, 
Pray  give  me  a  Point  to  wear.     Leu.  Alas,  good  Bachay 
Take  one,  I  pray  thee  where  thou  wilt.     Bacha.  Coming 
From  you,  this  Point  is  of  as  high  Efleem 
"With  me,  as  all  Pearl  and  Gold  ;  nothing  but  good 
Be  ever  with  or  near  you.     Leu.  Fare  thee  well. 
Mine  own  good  Bacha  5  I  will  make  all  hafte.        [_ExiL 

Bacha.  Jufl  as  you  are  a  Dozen  I  efteem  you : 
No  more,  does  he  think  I  would  proflitute 
Myfelf  for  Love  ?  It  was  the  love  of  thefe  Pearls 
And  Gold  that  won  me,  I  confefs  I  luft 
More  after  him  than  any  other. 
And  would  at  any  rate,  if  1  had  (lore, 
Purchafe  his  Fellowfhip  ;  but  being  poor, 
Pll  both  enjoy  his  Body  and  his  Purfe, 
And  he  a  Prince,  ne'er  think  myfelf  the  worfe. 

Enter  Leontius,  Leucippus,  Ifmenus,  and  Timaotui. 

Leon,  Nay,  you  muft:  back  and  Ihew  us  what  it  is. 
That  'witches  you  out  of  your  Honour  thus, 

Bacha.  Who*s  that  ?' 

Tim.  Look  thbre,  Sir. 

Leon.  Lady,  ne'er  fly. 
You  are  betray 'd. 

Bacha.   Leave  me  my  Tears  a  while, 

.    And 


CupidV  Revenge.  445 

And  to  my  juft  Rage  give  a  little  place  : 
What  faucy  Man  are  you,  that  without  leave 
Enters  upon  a  Widow's  mournful  Houfe  ? 
You  hinder  a  dead  Man  from  many  Tears, 
Who  did  deferve  more  than  the  World  can  Ihed, 
Though  they  fliould  weep  themfelves  to  Images. 
If  not  for  Love  of  me,  yet  of  yourfelf 
Away,  for  you  can  bring  no  Comforts  to  me. 
But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what. 
Nay,  Sorrow  is  infectious. 

Leon.  Thou  thyfelf 
Art  grown  infeftious ;  wouldft  thou  know  my  Namei* 
I  am  the  Duke,  Father  to  this  young  Man 
Whom  thou  corrupt'!!. 

Bacha.  Has  he  then  told  him  all  ? 
Leu.  You  do  her  wrong,  Sir. 
Bacha.  O  he  has  not  told. 
■  Sir,  I  befeech  you  pardon  my  wild  Tongue, 
Direfled  by  a  weak  dillemper*d  Head 
Madded  with  Grief:  Alas  I  did  not  know 

You  were  my  Sovereign  ;  but  now  you  may 

Command  my  poor  unworthy  Life, 

Which  will  be  none  I  hope,  e'er  long. 
Leon.  All  thy  diffembling 

Will  never  hide  thy  Shame :  And  wer't  not  more 

Refpeding  Woman-hood  in  general. 

Than  any  thing  in  thee,  thou  fhouldft  be  made 

Such  an  Example,  that  Pofterity, 

When  they  would  fpeak  moft  bitterly,  fhould  fay, 

^hou  art  as  i7npiident  as  Bacha  was. 

Bacha.  Sir,  though  you  be  my  King,  whom  I  will  fervc 

In  all  juft  Caufes,  yet  when  wrongfully 

You  feek  to  take  my  Honour,  I  will  rife 

Thus,  and  defy  you ;  for  it  is  a  Jewel 

Dearer  than  you  can  give,  which  whilft  I  keep, 

(Though  in  this  lowly  Houfe)  I  fliall  efteem 

MyfeU  above  the  Princes  of  the  Earth 

That  are  without  it.    If  the  Prince  your  Son, 

Whom  you  accufe  me  with,  know  how  to  fpeak 

Dilhonour  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it, 

The 


44^  CupidV  Reuenge. 

The  Plagues  of  HcJl  light  on  him,  may  he  never 

Govern  this  Kingdom,  here  I  challenge  him 

Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  my  Liege,  and  thefe. 

To  fpeak  the  word  he  can  5  if  he  will  lye. 

To  lofe  a  Woman's  Fame,  I'll  fay  he  is 

Like  you  (I  think  I  cannot  call  him  worfej 

He's  dead,  that  with  his  Life  would  have  defended 

My  Reputation,  and  1  forc'd  to  play 

(That  which  I  am)  the  foolifh  Woman,  and  ufe 

My  liberal  Tongue.     Leu.  Is't  poffible  ! 

"We  Men  are  Children  in  our  Carriages, 

Compar'd  with  Women  ;  'wake  thyfelf  for  fhame, 

And  leave  not  her  whofe  Honour  thou  Ihould'ft  keep 

Safe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  herfelf  : 

But  I  am  preft  I  know  not  how,  with  Guilt, 

And  feel  my  Confcience  (never  us'd  to  lye^ 

Loath  to  allow  my  Tongue  to  add  a  Lye 

To  that  too  much  I  did  ;  but  it  is  lawful 

To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  Love 

Lov'd  evil.     Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you,  Leucippus, 

Stay  here  fo  long  ?     Leu.  If  I  can  urge  ought  from  me 

But  Truth,  Hell  take  me.     Leon.  What's  the  matter. 

Why  fpeak  you  not  ? 

lim.  Alas,  good  Sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  Prince,  you  fee  his  fhamefacednefs. 

Bacha.  W^hat  does  he  fay,  Sir?  If  thou  be  a  Prince 
Shew  it,  and  tell  the  Truth. 

Ifm.  If  you've  lain  with  her. 
Tell  y'r  Father  ;  no  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  111 
Before  now  :  The  Gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on't. 

Bacha.  For  God's  fake  fpeak. 

Leu.  Have  you  done  prating  yet  ? 

Ifm.  Who  prates  ? 

Leu.  Thou  know'ft  I  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  Jfmenus  : 
But  what  faid  you,    1'imanius,    concerning,  my  Shame- 
facednefs  ? 

ftim.    Nothing,    I  hope,    that  might  difpleafe  your 
Highnefs. 

Leu.  If  any  of  thy  great,  Great- grand  mot  hers 
This  thoufand  Years,  had  been  as  chaftc  as  fhe. 

It 
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It  would  have  made  thee  honefter  ;  I  ftay'd 

To  hear  what  you  wou*d  fay  ;  fhe  is,  by  Heav*n, 

Of  the  moft  ftrid  and  blamelefs  Chaftity    • 

That  ever  Woman  was  :  (Good  Gods  forgive  me) 

Had  Tarquin  met  with  her,  flie  had  been  kilTd 

With  a  Slave  by  her,  e'er  fhe  had  agreed : 

I  lie  with  her !    wou'd  I  might  perifli  then. 

Our  Mothers,  whom  we  all  muft  reverence. 

Could  ne*er  exceed  her  for  her  Chaftity, 

Upon  my  Soul,  for  by  this  Light  fhe  is 

A  moft  obftinate  modeft  Creature. 
Leon.  What  did  you  then 

With  her  fo  long,  Leucippus  ?    Leu.  Y\\  tell  you,  Sir : 

You  fee  ftie*s  beautiful.     Leon.  I  fee  it  well. 

Leu.  Mov'd  by  her  Face,  I  came  with  luftful  Thoughts, 

Which  was  a  Fault  in  me  :  but  telling  Truth, 

Something  more  pardonable,  (and  for  the  World 

I  will  not  lye  to  you  :  )  Proud  of  myfelf, 

I  thought  a  Prince's  Name 

Had  power  to  blow  'em  down  flat  of  their  Backs ; 

But  here  1  found  a  Rock  not  to  be  fhook  : 

For  as  1  hope  for  good.  Sir,  all  the  Battery 

That  I  could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  Perfon, 

My  Greatnefs  or  my  Gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 
Leon.  'Tis  very  ftrange,  being  fo  young  and  fair. 
Leu.  She's  almoft  thirty.  Sir. 
Leon.  How  do  you  know 
Her  Age  fojuft  ?     Leu.  She  told  it  me  herfelf 
Once  when  fhe  went  about  to  fhew  by  Reafon 
I  fhould  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon.  She  ftains  the  ripeft  Virgins  of  her  Age. 
Leu.  It  I  had  fin'd  with  her,  I  would  be  loath 
To  publifli  her  Difgrace  ;  but  by  my  IJfe 
I  would  have  told  it  you,  becaufe  I  think 
You  would  have  pardon'd  me  the  rather  for  it : 
(16)  And  I  will  tell  you  farther  :  By  this  Light,  Sir, 

(16)   And  Invi/l  fel/yrmr  Father: ]       I  doubted  whether  we 

fliould  read  you,  Father,  or  you  Jarther  ;  and  in  Mr  1heobala\  Mar- 
gin I  found  the  former  quoted  from  the  old  Quartos,  and  the  latter  as 
his  own  Conjcdure.^  Mr.  Synpfcn  .tco  has  fince  fent  mc  farther  as 
hiB  Reading,  and  it  is  moft  probably  the  true  one. 

(But 
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(But  that  I  never  will  beftow  myfelf 

But  to  your  liking)  if  fhe  now  would  have  mc^ 

I  now  would  marry  her. 

Leon.  How's  that,  Leticippus ! 

Leu.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  Fault,  which  yet 
I  have  not  done,  but  had  a  Will  to  do. 
And  I  will  tell  it  ?     LeoN.  Be't  what  it  will 
I  pardon  thee. 

Leu.  I  offered  Marriage  to  her. 

Leon.  Did  Ihe  refufe  it .'' 

Leu.  With  that  earneftnefs. 
And  almoll  Icorn  to  think  of  any  other 
After  her  loft  Mate,  that  fhe  made  me  think 
Myfelf  unworthy  of  her.     Leon.  You  have  ftay'd 
Too  long,  Leucippus.     Leu.  Yes,  Sir,  forgive  me  Heav'nj 
What  Multitude  of  Oaths  have  I  beflow'd 
On  Lies,  and  yet  they  were  officious  Lies, 
There  was  no  Malice  in  'em.     Leon.  She's  the  faireft 
Creature  that  ever  I  beheld  ;  and  then 
So  chalte,  'tis  wonderful,  the  more  I  look. 
On  her,  the  more  I  am  amaz'd.     I've  long 
Thought  of  a  Wife,  and  one  I  would  have  had, 
But  tnac  I  was  afraid  to  meet  a  Woman 
That  might  abule  my  Age,  but  here  fhe  is 
Whom  1  may  trufl  to  5  of  a  Chaftity 
Impregnable,  and  approv'd  fo  by  my  Son  : 
The  meannefs  of  her  Birth  v/ill  ftill  preferve  her 
In  due  Obedience  ;  and  her  Beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  Youth. 
My  Son  once  fent  away,  whofe  Rivalfhip 
I  have  juft  Caufe  to  fear,  if  Power,  or  Gold, 
Or  Wit,  can  win  her  to  me,  fhe  is  mine. 
Nephew  Ifmenus^  I  have  new  intelligence 
Your  Province  is  unquiet  ftill. 

Jfm.  I  am  glad  on*t. 

Leon.  So  dangeroufly,  that  I  muft  fend  the  Prince 
In  Perfon  with  you.     Ifm.  I'm  glad  of  that  too.  Sir, 
Will  you  difpatch  us,  we  fhall  wither  here 
For  ever.    Leon,  You  Ihall  be  difpatch*d  within 

Thi* 
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This  Hour  :  Leucippus,  never  wonder,  nor  ask. 

It  muft  be  thus.     Lady,  I  ask  your  Pardon, 

Whofe  Virtue  I  have  flubber'd  with  my  Tongue, 

And  you  fliaiJ  ever  be 

Chaftc  in  my  Memory  hereafter  -,  but 

We  old  Men  often  doat  ;  to  make  amends 

For  my  great  Fauk,  receive  that  Ring:  I'm  forry  for 

Your  Grief,  may  it  foon  ieave  you  :  Come,  my  Lords, 

Let  us  be  gone.  [ExeufiL 

Bacba.  Heav'n  blefs  your  Grace.     One  that  had 
But  fo  much  Modefty  Jeft,  as  but  to  blulh. 
Or  fhrink  a  little  at  his  firfl:  Encounter, 
Had  been  undone  ;  where  I  come  off  with  Honour, 
And  Gain  too :  They  that  never  wou'd  be  tra(5t 
In  any  Courfe,  by  the  mod  fubtle  Senfe 
Muft  bear  it  through  with  frontlefs  Impudence.       [Exit, 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  and  Nifus. 

Dor,  This,  Gentlemen,  is  a  ftrange  piece  of  Juftice, 
To  put  the  wretched  Dwarf  to  Death  becaufe 
She  doated  on  him  ;  is  fhc  not  a  Woman, 
And  fubje(5t  to  thofe  mad  Figaries  her  whole 
Sex  is  infe(5led  with  ?  Had  Ihe  lov'd  you,  or  you. 
Or  I,  or  all  on's,  (as  indeed  the  more 
The  merrier  ftill  with  them)  muft  we  therefore 
Have  our  Heads  par'd  with  a  Hatchet  ?  So  Ihe  may  lovC 
All  the  Nobility  out  o'th*  Dukedom  in 
A  Month,  and  let  the  Rafcals  in. 

A^^  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not  fee  the  need 
That  makes  this  juft  to  the  World  P 

Dor.  I  cannot  tell,  I  would  be  loth  to  feel  it ; 
But  the  beft  is,  fhe  loves  not  proper  Men, 
We  three  were  in  wife  Cafes  elfe  -,  but  make  me  know 
This  need.     Ktf.  Why  yes  :  He  being  taken  away. 
This  bafc  Incontinence  dies  prefently. 
And  fhe  muft  fee  her  Shame  and  Sorrow  for  it. 

Dor.  Pray  God  ft^e  do  -,  but  was  the  Sprat  beheaded, 
Or  did  they  fwing  him  about  like  a  Chicken,  and 
So  break  his  Neck  ?     Agen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded. 
And  a  folemn  Juftice  made  of  it.     Dor.  That  might 
Have  been  deduced. 

Vol.  IX.  F  f  Agen, 
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Jgen.  Why  how  would  you  have  had  him  died  ? 

Dor.  Faith  I  would  have  had  him  (17)  roafted  like  & 
Warden 
In  a  brown  Paper,  and  no  more  talk  on't ;  or 
A  Feather  ftuck  in's  Head  like  a  Quail  ;  or  a  hanged  him 
In  a  Dog-collar ;  why  Ihould  he  be  beheaded  ? 
We  (hall  ha*  it  grow  fo  bafe  Ihortly,  Gentlemen 
Will  be  out  of  love  with  it. 

]Slif.  I  wonder  from  whence  this  Love  of  the  Dwarf's. 
fir  ft  fprung  ? 

Dor.  From  an  old  leacherous  pair  of  Breeches,  that 
Lay  upon  a  Wench  to  keep  her  warm;  for  certainly 
They  are  no  Man's  work  ;  and  l*m  fure  a  Monkey 
Would  get  one  of  the  Guard  to  this  Fellow, 
He  was  no  bigger  than  a  fmall  Portmanteau, 
And  much  about  that  making  if 'tad  Legs. 

Agen.  But,  Gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  Prince  ? 

Nif.  Ay,  concerning  his  being  fent  I  know  not  whither . 

DorV^hy  then  he  will  come  home  I  know  not  when  ;. 
You  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  talk  no  more  of 
This  Subjeft,  but  fay,  the  Gods  be  with  him 
Where-e'er  he  is,  and  fend  him  well  home  again  : 
For  why  he  is  gone,  or  when  he  will  return. 
Let  them  know  that  dire£l:ed  him  :  Only  this. 
There's  mad  Morifco's  in  the  State ; 
But  what  they  are,  PJl  tell  you  when  I  know. 
Come,  let's  go,  hear  all,  and  fay  nothing.  Jgen.  Content. 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter  Timantus  and  Telamon^ 

^el.  timantus,  is  the  Duke  ready  yet  ? 

Tim.  Almoft. 

Td.  What  ails  him  ? 

Tini.  Faith  I  know  not,  I  think  he  has  dreamt 
He's  but  Eighteen  ;  has  been  worfe  fince  he  fent  you 
Forth  for  the  frizling  Iron.     Tel.  That  cannot  be, 

(17)  ■    ■  roajled  like  a  Warden 

In  a  bronvn  Paper, ]     What  a  Warden  is,  or,  if  a  Cor-  - 

ruption,  what  the  true  Word  fhould  be,  I  miift  refer  to  the  Learned  in 
the  Art  of  Cookery. 

He 
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He  lay  in  Gloves  ail  Night,  and  this  Morning  I 

Brought  him  a  new  Periwig,  with  a  Lock  at  if,  and 

Knockt  up  a  Swing  in's  Chamber,     ^im.  O  but  fince. 

His  Taylor  came,  and  they  have  fallen  out 

About  the  Fafhion  of  his  Cioaths -,  and  yonder*s 

A  Fellow  come,  has  bor'd  a  Hole  in's  Ear  ; 

And  h'  has  befpoke  a  Vaulting-horfe,  you  (hall  fee  him 

come 
Forth  prefently  •,  he  looks  juft  like  Winter, 
Stuck   here  and   there  with   frefli  Flowers.     Teh   Will 

he  not 
Tilt,  think  you  ? 

Tim.  I  think  he  will. 

TeL  What  does  he  mean  to  do  ? 

Tim.  1  know  not ; 
But  by  this  Light  I  think  he  is  in  love  ; 
He  wou'd  ha*  been  (haved  but  for  me.     TJ.  In  love 
With  whom  ?  Tim.  I  could  guefs,  but  you  Hiall  pardon  me  *» 
He  will  take  me  along  with  him  feme  whither. 

Tel.  I  over-heard  him  ask  your  Opinion  of 
Some  Bodies  Beauty. 

Tifn.  Yes,  there  it  goes,  that  makes  him 
So  youthful,  and  he  has  laid  by  his  Crutch, 
And  halts  now  with  a  leading  Staff. 

Enter  Leontius,  with  a  Staff  and  a  Looking-glafi. 

Leon.  Timantus. 

Tint.   Sir. 

Leon.  This  Feather  is  not  large  enough. 

Tim.  Yes  faith, 
'Tis  fuch  an  one  as  the  reft  of  the  young  Gallants  wear; 

Leon.  Telamon^  does  it  do  well? 

Tel.  Sir,  it  becomes  you,  or  you  become  it,  the  rare- 
lieft 

Leon.  Away,  doft  think  fo  .? 

Tel.  Think,  Sir,  I  know  it.  Sir,  the  Princefs  is  paft: 
all  hope  of  Life  fince  the  Dwarf  was  put  to  Death. 

Leon.  Let  her  be  fo,  I  have  other  matters  in  Hand ; 
but  this  fame  Taylor  angers  me,  he  has  made  my  Doublet 
fo  wide  i  and  fee,  the  Knave  has  put  no  Points  at  my  Arm. 

F  f  2  Tun. 


452  CupidV  Revenge. 

Tim.   Thofe  will  be  put  to  quickly,    Sir,   upon  any 
Occafion. 

Leon.   Telatnon,  have  you  bid  this  Dancer    come  a 
Mornings  ? 

TV/.  Yes,  Sir. 

Leon.  T'imantus^  let  me  fee  the  Glafs  again  ; 
Look  you  how  carelefs  you  are  grown,  is  this  Tooth 
Well  put  in  ? 

Tm.  Which,  Sir? 

Leon.  This,  Sir. 

Tim.  It  fhall  be. 

Tel.  Methinks  that  Tooth  Ihould  put  him 
In  mind  on*s  Years  -,  and  Ti?nanius  (lands,  as  if 
(Seeing  the  Duke  in  fuch  a  youthful  Habit) 
H'  were  looking  in  his  Mouth  how  old  he  were, 

Leon.  So,  fo. 

Te/.  Will  you  have  your  Gown,  Sir  ? 

Leon.  My  Gown  ? 
Why,  am  I  fick  ?  bring  me  my  Sword,  and  let 

lExii  Tel. 
A  couple  of  the  great  Horfes  be  brought  out  for  us. 

Tm.  He'll  kill  himfelf.     Why,  will  you  ride,  Sir  > 

Leon.  Ride? 
Doft  think  I  cannot  ride  ?     Tim.  O  yes.  Sir, 
I  know  it ;  but  as  I  conceive  your  Journey, 
You*d  have  it  private  j  and  then  you  were  better  take 
A  Coach.     Leon.  Thefe  Coaches  make  me  fick  ;  yet  *i\% 
No  matter,  let  it  be  fo. 

Enter  Telamon  with  a  Sword, 

Te].  Here's  your  Sword,  Sir. 

Leon.  O  well  faid  ;  let  me  lee  it,  I  could  methinks. 
Why  Telamon^  bring  me  another  j  what,  think*ft  thou 
1*J1  wear  a  Sword  in  vain  ? 

Tel.  He  has  not  ftrength 
Enough  to  draw  it. 

A  Yoke  of  FJeas  ty*d  to  a  Hair  would  have  drawn  it. 
'Tis  out.  Sir,  now,  the  Scabbard  is  broke. 

Leon.  O  put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it ; 
Methinks  I'm  not  dreil  till  I  itt\  my  Sword  on. 

Telamon, 
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TelamoHy  if  any  of  my  Council  ask  for  me, 
Say  I  am  gone  to  take  the  Air. 

Tifn.  (18)  He  has  not 
Been  dreft  this  twenty  Years  thus ;  if  this  Vein 
Hold  but  a  Week,  he'll  learn  to  play  o'th*  Bafe-viol 
And  fing  to't :  He's  poetical  already  ; 
For  I  have  fpy'd  a  Sonnet  ot  his  making 
Lie  by  his  Bed's  fide.  I'll  be  fo  unmannerly 
To  read  it.  [£x//. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Cleophila,  and  Hero ;  Hidafpes  in  a  Bed. 

(19)  Hid.  He's  dead,  he's  dead,  and  I  am  following- 

Cleo.  Ask  Cupid  mercy,  Madam. 

Hid.  O  my  Heart. 

Cleo.  Hflp  !  ftir  her,  Hero, 

Hid.  O,  O  ! 

Cleo.  She's  going,  wretched  Women  that  we  are  ; 
Look  to  her,  and  I'll  pray  the  while.  [She  kneelj. 

Hero.  Why,  Madam  ? 

Cleo.  Cupid,  pardon  what  is  paft, 
And  forgive  our  Sins  at  laft. 
Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more. 
But  thy  Deity  adore  ; 
Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight. 
And  will  tread  a. Dance  at  Night.  ' 
In  the  Fields,  or  by  the  Fire, 
With  the  Youths  that  have  defire —  How  does  Ihe  yet } 

Hero.  O,  ill! 

Cleo.  Given  Ear-rings  we  will  wear. 
Bracelets  of  our  Lovers  Hair, 
Which  they  on  our  Arms  ihall  twift, 
"With  their  Names  carv'd,  on  our  Wriftj 
All  the  Mony  that  we  owe. 
We  in  Tokens  will  bellow ; 

(18)  He  has  not  been  di-eji  this  tiventy  Tears  then,]  Former  Editions. 

(19)  He^s  dead,  he^ s  dead,  and  I  amfollo-iuing.'^  This  Line  was 
abfurdly  put  in  the  former  Scene,  and  made  the  ExA  of  Timantus^s 
Speech.  Every  Reader,  as  well  as  Mr.  'Theobald  and  myfelf,  muft 
have  feen  the  Abfurdity  at  firft  Glance,  and  that  it  belonged  to  the 
PriACefs. 

F  f  3  And 
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And  learn  to  write,  that  when  *tis  fent. 
Only  our  Loves  know  what  it  meant : 
O  then  pardon  what  is  paft, 

And  forgive  our  Sins  at  laft. What,  mends  (be  ? 

Hero.  Nothing,  you  do  it  not  wantonly,  you  IhouM  fing. 
Leave,  leave,  *cis  now  too  late. 

Cleo.  Why? 
Is  flie  dead  ? 

Hero.  Her  laft  is  breathed; 
Cko.  What  fliall  we  do  ? 
Hero.  Go  run, 
And  tell  the  Duke  ;  and  whilft  I'll  clofe  her  Eyes. 
Thus  1  fhut  thy  faded  Light, 
And  put  it  in  eternal  Night. 
Where  is  (he  can  boldly  fay, 
Though  (he  be  as  frelh  as  May, 
She  ftiall  not  by  this  Corps  be  laid. 
E'er  to  Morrow's  Light  do  fade  ? 
Let  us  all  now  living  be, 
Warn'd  by  thy  ftrift  Chaftity  ; 
And  marry  all  faft  as  we  can, 
'Till  then  we  keep  a  piece  of  Man, 
W'rongfully  from  them  that  owe  it. 
Soon  may  every  Maid  beftow  it.  \_E}<eunt, 

Enler  Bacha  and  a  Maid. 

Bacba.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid.  Forfooth  there's  gallant  Coach  at  the  Door, 
And  the  brave  old  Man  in't,  that  you  faid  was  the  Duke. 

Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  be  taken.     Away. 

Maid.  He's  coming  up,  and  looks  the  fwaggeringft, 
And  has  fuch  glorious  Cloaths. 

Bacha.  (20)  Let  all  the  Houfe  feem  fad,   and  fee  all 
handfome. 

Enter  Leontius  and  Timantus,  with  a  Jewel  and  a  Ring. 

Leon.  Nay,  Widow,  fly  not  back,  we  come  not  now 

(20)  Let  all  the  Ho'ife  fee  me  fad, ]    Both  the  Senfe  and  Meafure 

eonrirm  a  very  juft  Emendation  of  Mr.  Theobald's  here  ;  feem  {orfee  me. 
Mr.  Sympfon  has  fince  fenc  me  the  fame  Correction. 

Tq 
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To  chide,  (land  up  and  bid  me  freely  welcome. 

Bacha.  To  a  poor  Widow's  Houfc,  that  knows  no  end 
Of  her  ill  Fortune,  your  Highnefs  is  moft  welcome. 

L£on.  Comekifs  me  then,  this  is  but  Manners,  Widow  : 
Ne'er  fling  your  Head  afide,  1  have  more  caufe 
Of  Grief  than  you  ;  my  Daughter's  dead  :  but  what  ? 
Tis  nothing.     Is  the  rough  French  Horfe  brought  to  th* 

Door  ? 
They  fay  he  is  a  high  Goer,  I  flnll  foon  try 
His  Mettle.     Tim.  He  will  be.  Sir,  and  the  gray 
Barbary^  they're  fiery  both.     Leon.  They  are  the  better  : 
Before  the  Gods  I'm  lightfomc,  very  lightfome  : 
How  doeft  thou  like  me.  Widow  ?     Bacha.  As  a  Pcrfon 
In  whom  all  Graces  are.     heon.  Come,  come,  ye  flatter  > 
I'll  clap  your  Check  for  that,  and  you  fhall  not 
Be  angry.     Haft  no  Mufick  :  Nov/  could  I  cut 
Three  times  with  eafe,  and  do  a  crofs  Point,  fliould 
Shame  all  your  Gallants.     Bacha.  I  do  believe  you,  and 
Yourfelf  too  : 

Lord  what  a  fine  old  Zany  my  Love  has  made  him? 
'is  mine,  I'm  fure:  Heav'n  make  me  thankful  foe  him,^ 

Leon.   Tell  me  how  old  thou  art,  my  pretty   fweet 
Heart  ? 

litn.  Your  Grace  will  fure  not  buy  her,  fhe  may  trip,  Sir  ? 

Bacha.  My  Sorrow  fliows  me  elder  than  1  am 
By  many  Years.     Leon,  Thou  art  fo  witty  I 
Muft  kifs  again,     'tim.  Indeed  her  Age  lies  not 
In  h'r  Mouth;  ne'er  look  it  there.  Sir,  fhe  has 
A  better  Regifter,  if't  be  not  burnt, 

Leon.  I  will  kifs  thee  j  I  am  afire,  Timantus. 

Tim.  Can  you  chufe.  Sir,  having  fuch  heav'niy  Fire 
Before  you  ? 

Leon.  Widow,  guefs  why  I  come,  I  prithee  do. 

Bacha.  I  cannot.  Sir,  unlcfs  you  be  pleas'd  to  make 
A  Mirth  out  of  my  Rudcncfs ;  and  that  I  hope 
Your  Pity  will  not  let  ye,  the  Subject  is 
So  barren :  Bite,  King,  Bite,  I'll  let  you  play  a  while. 

Leon.  Now  as  I'm  honeft  Man,  I'll  tell  thee  truly  ; 
How  many  Foot  did  I  jump  yefterday, 
Timantus? 

F  f  4  tint. 
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7r/;/.  Fourteen  of  your  own,  and  fome  three  Fingers. 

Bacha.  This  Fellow  lies  as  lightly,  as  if  he  were  in  cut 
Taffata, 
Alas  good  Almanack  get  thee  to  bed. 
And  tell  what  Weather  we  fhall  have  to  Morrow. 

Leon.  Widow,  I'm  come  in  (hort  to  be  a  Suitor. 

Bacha,  For  whom  ? 

Leon.  Why,  by  my  Troth,  I  come  to  wooe  thee  Wench  ; 
And  win  thee  for  myfelf :  Nay,  look  upon  me  i 
I  have  about  me  that  will  do  it.     Bacha.  Now 
Heav'n  defend  me,  (21)  your  Whore  I  fhall  be  never; 
I  thank  the  Gods,  I  have  a  little  left  me 
To  keep  me  warm  and  honeft  ;   if  your  Grace 
Take  n*t  that,  I  feek  no  more.     Leon.  I  am  fo  far 
From  taking  any  thing,  I'll  add  unto  thee. 

Bacha.  Sir,  fuch  Additions  may  be  for  your  Eafe, 
Not  for  my  Honefty  ;  I  am  well  enough 
In  being  fingle,  good  Sir,  feek  another, 
I  am  no  Meat  for  Mony. 

Leon.  Shall  I  fight  for  thee  ? 
This  Sword  fhall  cut  his  Throat,  that  dares  lay  claim 
But  to  a  Finger  of  thee,  but  to  a  Look, 
I  would  fee  fuch  a  Fellow.     Bacha.  It  would  be 
But  a  cold  fight  to  you  ;     This  is  the  Father  of 
St.  George  a  Foot-back,  can  fuch  dry  Mummy  talk  ? 

'Tim,  Before  the  Gods,  your  Grace  looks  like  Mneas, 

Bacha.  He  looks  like  his  old  Father  upon  his  Back, 
Crying  to  get  Aboard. 

Leon.  How  fhall  I  win  thy  Love,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  ? 
I'll  marry  thee  if  thou  defirefl  that : 
That  is  an  honeft  Courfe,  Fm  in  good  earneft. 
And  prefently  within  this  Hour,  am  mad  for  thee  ; 
Prithee  deny  me  not,  for  as  I  live 
]*li  pine  thee,  but  I'll  have  thee. 

Bacha.  Now  he  is  in  the  Toil,  1*11  hold  him  fafl. 

Tim.  You  do  not  know  what  'tis  to  be  a  Queen, 

(21)  your  Whore  Jhail  never  :']  The  Sen fe  and  Meafure  being 

bo:h  defeftive,  I  have  put  in  the  natural  Words  that  fuppl)'  both. 

Go 
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(2  2)  Go  to,  you're  mad,  elfe  what  th*  old  Man  falls 
fhort  of. 
There's  others  can  eech  out,  when  you  pleafe  to  call  on  'em. 

Bacha.  I  underftand  you  not  j  Love,  I  adore  thee,     , 
Sir  on  my  Knees  I  give  you  hearty  thanks, 
For  fo  much  honouring  your  humble  Hand-maid 
Above  her  Birth  :  far  more  her  weak  defervings, 
I  dare  not  truft  the  envious  Tongues  of  all 
That  muft  repine  at  my  unworthy  rifing. 
Befide,  you've  many  fair  ones  in  your  Kingdom, 
Born  to  fuch  worth ;  O  turn  yourfelf  about. 
And  make  a  noble  choice. 

Leon.  If  I  do,  let  me  famifli ;  I  will  have  thee. 
Or  break  up  Houfe,  and  board  here. 

Bacha,  Sir,  you  may 
Command  an  unwilling  Woman  to  obey  ye  ; 

But  Heav'n  knows Leon.  No  more  : 

Thefe  half  a  dozen  Kifies,  and  this  Jewel, 

And  every  thing  I  have,  and  away  with  me. 

And  clap  it  up  j  and  have  a  Boy  by  Morning. 

^mantusy 

Let  one  be  fent  Pod  for  my  Son  again  ; 

And  for  IJinenus ;  they're  ftarce  twenty  Miles 

On  their  way  yet,  by  that  time  we'll  be  married. 

Ti7n.  There  fhall.  Sir.  \Exeiint. 


ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor  and  Nifus. 

jV//iT  S  n't  this  a  fine  Marriage? 
X     jigen.  Yes,  yes,  let  it  alone. 
T>or.  Ay,  ay,  the  King  may  marry  whom  he  lid. 
Let's  talk  of  other  Matters.     Nif.  Is  the  Prince 
Coming  horiie  certainly  .^     Tior,  Yes,  yes,  he  was 

(22)  Go  tooyoa  Maid, ]     Mr.  Theoia/J  znd  I  concurr'd  in  the 

Conjedure  on  this  Paffage,  which  I  believe  will  be  aflented  toby  every 
Reader.    Mr.  Sympfon  loo  fent  me  the  fame. 

Sent 
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Sent  Pofl  for  yefterday.  Jet's  make  hafte  we'JJ  fee 
How  his  new  Mother-in-law  will  entertain  him. 

Nif.  Why  well,  I  warrant  you ;  did  you  not  mark 
How  humbly  fhe  carried  herfelf  to  us  on 
Her  Marriage-day,  acknowledging  her  own 
Unvvorthinefs,  and  that  flie  would  be  our  Servant  ? 

Dor.  But  mark  what's  done. 

Nif.  Regard  not  fhew. 

Agen.  O  God! 
I  knew  her  when  I  have  been  off'red  her 
T'  be  brought  t*  my  Bed  for  five  Pounds ;  whether 
It  could  have  been  perform'd  or  no,  I  know  not. 

Nif.  Her  Daughter  is  a  pretty  Lady.     Dor.  Yes ; 
And  having  had  but  a  mean  bringing  up, 
It  talks  the  prettilieft  and  innocentliefl. 
The  Queen  will  be  f '  angry  t'  hear  her  betray 
Her  Breeding  by  her  Language  ;  but  I'm  perfwaded 
She's  well  difpos'd. 

Jgen.  I  think  better  than  her  Mother. 

Nif.  Come,  we  (lay  too  long.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmcnus. 

Ifm.  How  now, Man,  ftrook  dead  with  aTale  ?  Leu.  No, 
But  with  a  Truth.     Ifm.  (23)  Stand  of  yourfelf ;  can  you 

endure  Blows, 
And  fiirink  at  Words?    Leu.  Thou  know'ft  I've  told 
thee  all. 

Ifm.  But  that's  all  nothing  t'  make  you  thus ;  your  Sifter 
Is  dead.     Leu.  That's  much,  but  not  the  moft. 

Ifm.  Why,  for  the  other 
Let  h'r  marry  and  hang,  it  is  no  purpos'd  Fault 
Of  yours ;  and  if  your  Father  will  needs  have 
Your  caft  Whore,  you  fhall  fhew  the  Duty  of 
A  Child  better  in  being  well  contented. 
And  bidding  much  good  do  his  good  old  Heart  with  her. 
Than  in  repining  thus  at  it ;  let  her  go,  what  ? 
There  are  more  Wenches,  Man,  we'll  have  another. 

Leu.  O  thou  art  vain,  thou  know'ft  I  do  not  love  her  : 

(23)  Sia/fJ  Oujour/e/fi  ]     Former  Editions. 

W1iat 
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What  Ihall  I  do  ?  I  would  my  Tongue  had  led  me 

To  any  other  thing,  but  Blafphemy, 

So  I  had  mifs'd  commending  of  this  Woman, 

Whom  1  mufl:  reverence  now,  fhe  is  my  Mother ; 

My  Sin,  Ifmenus^  has  wrought  all  this  111 : 

And  I  bel'cech  thee,  to  be  warn'd  by  me, 

And  do  not  lye,  if  any  Man  fhould  ask  thee 

But  How  thou  dofiy  or  What  a  Clock  His  now^ 

Be  fare  thou  do  not  lye,  make  no  excufe 

For  him  that  is  mod  near  thee  ;  never  let 

The  moil  officious  Fallhood  fcape  thy  Tongue, 

For  they  above  (that  are  intirely  Truth) 

Will  make  that  Seed  which  thou  haft  fown  of  Lies, 

Yield  Miferics  a  thoufand  fold 

Upon  thine  Head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 

Enter  Timantus. 

7//;;.  Your  Highnefs,  Sir,  is  welcome  home,  the  Duke 
And  Queen  will  p-refently  come  forth  to  you. 

Leu.  I'll  wait  on  them. 

^i?n.  Worthy  Ifmenus^  I  pray  you, 
Have  you  fped  in  your  Wars  ? 

Ift}i.  This  Rogue  mocks  me.  Well,  Timantus^  pray  how 
Have  you  fped  here  at  home  at  Shovelboard  ? 

Tifn.  Faith  reafonable.      How  many  Towns  have  you 
Tak'n  in  this  Summer  ?    Ifvi.  How  many  Stags  have  you 
Been  at  the  death  of  this  Grafs  ?     Tim.  A  number  :  'Pray 
How  is  the  Province  fettled  .''     Ifm.  Prithee  how 
Does  the  dun  Nag  ? 

Tim.  I  think  you  mock  me,  my  Lord. 

Ifm.  Mock  thee  ?  Yes  by  my  Troth  do  I,  why  what 
Would  ft  thou  have  me  do  with  thee ;  art  good  for 
Any  thing  elfe  ? 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacha,  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus, 
and  Telamon. 

Leu.  My  good  Ifmenus,  hold  me  by  the  Wrift  : 
And  if  thou  fee'ft  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard. 
For  I  fliali  fwoon  again  elfe [^Kneels. 

Leon.  Welcome  my  Son  j  rife,  I  did  fend  for  thee 

Back 


460  CupidV  Revenge. 

Back  from  the  Provincf,  by  thy  Mother's  Counfel, 
By  thy  good  Mother's  here,  who  loves  thee  well : 
She  would  not  let  me  venture  all  my  Joy 
Amongft  my  Enemies :  I  thank  thee  for  her. 
And  none  but  thee.     I  took  her  on  thy  Word. 

Leu.  Pinch  harder. 

Leon.  And  fhe  fhall  bid  thee  welcome  ;  I  have  now 
Some  near  Affairs,  but  I  will  drink  a  Health 
To  thee  anon  :  Come,  Telamon  •,  I'm  grown 
Luftier,  I  thank  thee  for  it,  fince  I  married  y 
I  can  ftand  now  alone,  why,  Telamon, 
And  never  ftagger.  [_Exeunt  Leontius  and  Telamon. 

Bacha.  Welcome  moft  noble  Sir,  whofe  Fame  is  come 
Hither  before  you  :  Out,  alas,  you  fcorn  me. 
And  teach  me  what  to  do.     Leu.  No,  you're 
My  Mother.     Bacha.  Far  unworthy  of  that  Name, 
God  knows :  But  truft  me,  here  before  thefe  Lords, 
I  am  no  more  but  Nurfe  unto  the  Duke; 
Nor  will  I  breed  a  Fadion  in  the  State, 
It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I  am  rais'd 
Unto  his  Bed,  and  will  remain  the  Servant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leu.  Madam,  I  will  ferve  you 
As  (hall  become  me.     O  diffembling  Woman  ! 
Whom  I  muft  reverence  though.  Take  from  thy  Quiver, 
Sure-aim*d  j^pollo,  one  of  thy  fwift  Darts, 
Headed  with  thy  confuming  golden  Beams, 
And  let  it  melt  this  Body  into  Mid, 
That  none  may  find  it. 

Bacha.  Shall  I  beg,  my  Lords, 
This  Room  in  private  for  the  Prince  and  me  ? 

[Exeunl  ail  but  Leucippus  and  Bacha. 

Leu.  What  will  fhe  fay  now  ? 

Bacha.   1  muft  ft  ill  enjoy  him  : 
Yet  there  is  ftill  left  in  me  a  fpark  of  Woman, 
That  wifties  he  ftiould  move  it,  but  he  ftands 
As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  Eyes  on  Earth. 
Sir,  you  and  I  when  we  were  laft  together 
Kept  not  this  diftance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blaftin^  by  ourfelves. 

Leu, 
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Liu.  Madam,  'tis  true, 
Heav'n  pardon  it. 

Bacha.  Amen,   Sir,  you  may  think 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  ftrange  Marriage, 

Leu.  *Tis  part  now. 

Bacha.  But  it  was  no  Fault  of  mine  : 
The  World  had  call'd  me  mad,  had  I  refused 
The  King,  nor  laid  I  any  Train  to  catch  him, 
It  was  your  own  Oaths  did  it. 

Leu.  *Tis  a  Truth, 
That  takes  my  Sleep  away ;  but  would  to  Heav*n, 
If  it  had  been  fo  pleas*d,  you  had  refus'd  him> 
Though  I  had  gratify'd  thatCourtefy 
With  having  you  myfelf :  But  fince  'tia  thus, 
I  do  bcfeech  you  that  you  will  be  honeft 
From  henceforth  ;  and  not  abufe  his  credulous  Agf, 
Which  you  may  eafily  do.     As  for  myfelf. 
What  1  can  fay,  you  know  alas  too  well 
Is  ty'd  within  me,  here  it  will  fit  like  Lead, 
But  fliall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  Entrance  into  any  Mirth, 
As  if  a  Servant  came,  and  whifper'd  with  me 
Of  fome  Friend's  Death  -,  but  I  will  bear  myielf. 
To  you,  with  all  the  due  Obedience 
A  Son  owes  to  his  Mother  j  more  than  this. 
Is  not  in  me,  but  I  muft  leave  the  reft 
To  the  juft  Gods,  who  in  their  bleffed  time. 
When  they  have  given  me  Punifhment  enough 
For  my  rafh  Sin,  will  mercifully  find 
An  untxpeded  Means  to  eafe  my  Grief 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bacha.  Grown  fo  godly  ? 
This  muft  not  be.     And  I  will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a  natural  Mother  ought. 
And  for  my  Honeft y,  fo  you  will  fwear 
Never  to  urge  me,  I  ftiall  keep  it  fafe 
From  any  other. 

Leu.  Blefs  me !  I  fliould  urge  you  .? 
Bacha.  Nay,  but  fwear  then  that  1  may  be  at  peace. 
For  I  do  feci  a  Wcakncfs  in  myfelf, 

That 
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That  can  deny  you  nothing,  if  you  tempt  me,. 
I  Ihall  embrace  Sin  as  it  were  a  Friend, 
And  run  to  meet  it. 

Leu.  If  you  knew  how  far  • 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  Oath, 
But  for  your  Satisfadlion,  when  I  tempt  you.- — - 

Bacha.  Swear  not.  I  cannot  move  him,  this  fad  talk 
Of  Things  paft  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 
Shall  I  fend  one  for  my  Muficians,  and  we'll  dance? 

Leu.  Dance,  Madam  ? 

Bacha.  Yes,  a  Lavalta. 

Leu.  I  cannot  dance.  Madam. 

Bacha.  Then  let's  be  merry. 

Leu.  I  am  as  my  Fortunes  bid  me. 
Do  not  you  fee  me  fowr  ? 

Bacha,  Yes. 
And  why  think  you  I  fmile? 

Leu.  I  am  fo  far 
From  any  Joy  myfelf,  I  cannot  fancy 
A  Caufe  of  Mirth. 

Bacha.  I'll  tell  you,  we're  alone. 

Leu.  Alone  ? 

Bacha.  Yes. 

Leu.  'Tis  true,  what  then  ? 

Bacha.  What  then  ?  You  make  my  fmiling  now 
Break  into  laughter,  what  think  you  is 
To  be  done  then  ?     Leu.  We  fhou'd  pray  to  Heav'n 
For  Mercy.     Bacha.  Pray  ?  That  were  a  way  indeed 
To  pafs  the  time  ;  but  I  will  make  you  blu/h. 
To  fee  a  balhful  Woman  teach  a  Man 
What  we  fhould  do  alone  ;  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leu.  I  dare  not  think 
I  underftand  you.     Bacha.  I  mud  teach  you  then  ; 
Come,  kifs  me. 

Leu.  Kifs  you .? 

Bacha.  Yes,  be  not  afham'd  : 
You  did  it  not  yourfelf,  I  will  forgive  you. 

Leu.  Keep  you  difpleafcd  Gods,  the  due  refpe<fl: 
I  ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  Woman, 

As 
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As  fhe  is  now  my  Mother,  hafte  within  me. 
Left  I  add  Sins  to  Sins,  till  no  Repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bacha.  Leave  thefe  melancholy  Moods, 
That  I  may  fwear  thee  welcome  on  thy  Lips 
A  thoufand  times. 

Leu.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  Talk, 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  Father's  Wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bacba.  1  am  carelefs,  and  do  weigh 
The  World,  my  Life,  and  all  my  after  Hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  Love,  miftake  me  not  : 
Thy  Love,  as  I  have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  Wedlock  is,  within  itfelf;  what  fay  you? 
Leu.  Nothing. 

Bacha.  Pity  me,  behold  a  Dutchefs 
Kneels  for  thy  Mercy,  and  I  fwear  to  you 
Though  I  fhould  lie  with  you,  it  is  no  Luft, 
For  it  defires  no  Change,  I  could  with  you 
Content  myfelf  j  what  Ar.fwer  will  you  give  ^ 

Leu.  They  that  can  anfwer  muft  be  lefs  amaz'd. 
Than  I  am  now  ;  you  fee  my  Tears  deliver 
My  Meaning  to  you. 

Bacha.  Shall  1  be  contemn'd .' 
Thou  art  a  Beaft,  vvorfe  than  a  Savage  Bsaflr, 
To  let  a  Lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a  right  Man  would  ofler. 

Leu.  'Tis  your  Will,  Heav'n  •, 
But  let  me  bear  me  like  myfelf,  how  ever 
She  does.  [hence  ? 

Bacha.  Were  you  made  an  Eunuch,  fince  you  went 
Yet  they  have  more  Defire  than  I  can  find 
In  you  :  How  fond  was  I  to  beg  thy  Love  ^ 
I'll  force  thee  to  my  Will.     Doft  thou  not  know 
That  I  can  make  the  King  dote  at  my  lift  ? 
Yield  quickly,  or  by  Heav'n  PU  have  thee  kept 
In  Prifon  for  my  Purpofe. 

Where  I  will  make  thee  fervc  my  turn,  and  have  thcc 
Fed  with  fuch  Meats  as  beft  fliall  fit  my  Ends, 
And  not  thy  Health  5  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

And 
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And  when  thou  doft  difpleafe  me,  and  art  grown 
Lcfs  able  to  perform,  then  I  will  have  thee 
KiJrd  and  forgotten  :   Are  you  ftrucken  Dumb  ? 

Leu»  Ail  you  have  nam'd,  but  making  of  me  fm 
With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that  ; 
Say  what  you  will,  I'll  hear  you  as  becomes  me, 
Jf  you  fpeak,  I  will  not  follow  your  Counfel, 
Neither  will  I  tell  the  World  to  your  Difgrace, 
But  give  you  the  juft  Honour  that  is  due 
From  me  t'  my  Father's  Wife.     Bacha.  Lord,  how  full 
Of  wife  Formality  you're  grown  of  late  ; 
But  you  were  telling  me  you  could  have  wilh'd 
That  I  had  marry'd  you.     If  you  will  fwear  fo  yet, 
rU  make  away  the  King. 

Leu,  You  are  a  Strumpet. 

Bacha.  Nay,  I  care  not 
For  all  your  Railings :  They  will  batter  Walls 
And  take  in  Towns,  as  foon  as  trouble  me  : 
Tell  him,  1  care  not,  I  fhall  undo  you  only. 
Which  is  no  matter.     Leu.  I  appeal  to  you 
Still,  and  for  ever ;  that  are  and  cannot 
Be  other.  Madam,  I  fee  'tis  in  your  Power 
To  work  your  Will  on  him  :    And  I  defire  you 
To  lay  what  Trains  you  will  for  my  wifh'd  Death, 
But  fuffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  Grave 
In  Peace ;  alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong. 
And  farther  1  befeech  you  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  Word  I  gave  you  ;  for  however 
You  may  deferve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  fo,  but  Paffion  urges  me 
I  know  not  whither  j  my  Heart  break  now. 
And  eafe  me  ever. 

Bacha.  Pray  you  get  you  hence 
Wi*  your  goodly  Humour,  I  am  weary  of  you 
Extreamly. 

Leu.  Truft  me,  fo  am  I  of  myfelftoo: 
Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave,  Gods  fet  all  right*       [^Exit, 

Bacha.  Amen,  Sir,  get  you  gone  ; 
Am  I  deny'd  ^  It  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I  have  mov'd,  but  that  I  am  refus'd  : 

IVe 


Cupid'j  Revenge,  465 

Tve  loft  my  Patience  :  I  will  make  him  know 
Luft  is  not  Love,  for  Luft  will  find  a  Mate 
While  there  are  Men,  and  {o  will  I,  and  more 

Enter  Timantus. 

Than  one,  or  twenty  :  Yonder  is  Timantus^ 
A  Fellow  void  of  any  worth  to  raife  himfelf. 
And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  Evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up  ;  him  will  I  make 
Mine  own.    timantus.       Tim.  Madam? 

Bacha.  Thou  know'ft  well 
Thou  wert,  by  chance,  a  means  of  this  m.y  raifing : 
Brought  the  Duke  to  me,  and  though  'twere  but  chance 
I  muft  reward  thee.     Tim.  1  (hall  bend  my  Service 
Unto  your  Highnefs. 

Bacha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every  tiling. 
And  tell  me,  could'ft  thou  now  think  that  thing 
Thou  would  ft:  not  do  for  me? 

Tifn.  No,  by  my  Soul,  Madam. 

Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 
Go  to  my  Lodging,  and  I'll  follow  thee.    \_Exit  TimantJS. 
"With  my  Inftruftion  I  do  fee  already. 
This  Prince  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead: 
Yet  will  I  never  fpeak  an  evil  Word 
Unto  his  Father  of  him,  till  I  have  won 
A  belief  I  love  him,  but  I'll  make 
His  Virtues  his  Undoing,  and  my  Praifes 
Shall  be  fo  many  Swords  againft  his  Breaftj 
Which  once  perform'd,  I'll  make  Urania 
My  Daughter,  the  King's  Heir,  and  plant  my  Ifluc 
In  this  large  Throne,  nor  ftiall  it  be  withftood : 
They  that  begin  in  Luft,  muft  end  in  Blood.        [£x//. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  and  Nifus. 

Bor.  We  live  to  know  a  fine  time,  Gentlemen. 

Nif.  And  a  fine  Duke,  that  through  his  doting  Ag« 
Suffers  himfelf  to  be  a  Child  again. 
Under  his  Wife's  Tuition,     jige.  All  the  Land 
Holds  in  that  Tenure  too,  in  Woman's  Service : 

Vol.  IX.  G  g  Sure 
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Sure  we  (hall  learn  to  fpin.     Dor.  No,  that's  too  honeft, 

We  fhall  have  other  liberal  Sciences 

Taught  us  too  Toon-,  lying,  and  flattering, 

Thofe  are  the  Studies  now  :  and  Murder  fhortly 

I  know,  will  be  Humanity,  Gentlemen, 

If  we  live  here  we  mull  be  Knaves,  believe  it. 

Nif.  I  cannot  tell,  my  Lord  Dorialus, 
Though  my  own  Nature  hate  it,  yet  if  all 
Determine  to  be  Knaves,  I'll  try  what  I 
Can  do  upon  myfelf,  that's  certain, 
I  will  not  have  my  Throat  cut  for  my  Goodnels, 
The  Virtue  will  not  quit  the  Pain, 

Jge.  But  pray  you  tell  me, 
"Why  is  the  Prince  now  ripe  and  full  experient, 
{24)  Not  made  a  Doer  in  the  State  ? 

Nif.  Becaufe  he's  honefl:. 

Enter  Timantus. 

5lfw.  Goodncfs  attend  your  Honours. 

Dor,  You  muft  not  be  amongft  us  then. 

Tim.  The  Dutchefs, 
Whofe  humble  Servant  I  am  proud  to  be. 
Would  fpsak  with  you.    Age.  Sir,  we  are  pleas'd  to  wait  j 
When  is  it  ?     Ti7n.  An  Hour  hence,  my  good  Lords, 
And  fo  I  leave  my  Service.  \^Exit.']     Dor.  This  is  one, 
Of  h'r  Ferrets  that  fhe  bolts  bufinefs  out 
Withal  •,  this  Fellow,  if  he  were  well  ript. 
Has  all  the  linings  of  a  Knave  within  him. 
How  fly  he  looks.-*     Nif.  Have  we  nothing  about 
Our  Clothes  that  he  may  catch  at  ? 

Age.  O  my  Confcience, 
There's  n*  Treafon  in  my  Doublet,  if  there  be. 
My  Elbows  will  difcover  it,  they're  out.     Dor.  Faith, 
And  all  the  harm  that  I  can  find  in  mine 
Is,  that  they  are  not  pay'd  for  ;  let  him  make  what 
He  can  of  that,  fo  he  difcharge  it.     Come,  let's  go. 

V  [Exeunt, 

(24)  Not  made  a  Door  in  the  State?"}     Mr.  Theobald  very  juflly 
reads  Doer  for  Door,  and   Mr.  SjmpfQH  concurr'd  with  him  in  tt« 

EmeAdation. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bacha,  Leontius,  and  Telamon. 

Bacha,  And  you  fliall  find.  Sir,  what  a  blefling  Hcav'n 
Gave  you  in  fuch  a  Son.     Leon.  Pray  Gods  I  may. 
Let's  walk  and  change  our  Subjedt. 

Bacha.  O  Sir,  can  any  thing 
Come  fwecter  to  you,  or  ftrike  a  deeper  joy 
Into  your  Heart,  than  your  Son's  Virtue  ?     Leon,  I 
Allow  his  Virtues,  but  *tis  not  handfom  thus 
To  feed  myfelf  with  fuch  immoderate  Praifes 
Of  mine  own. 

Bacha.  The  Subje<5b  of  our  Commendations 
Is  itfelf  grown  fo  infinite  in  Goodnefs, 
That  all  the  glory  we  can  lay  upon  it. 
Though  we  fhould  open  Volumes  of  his  Praifes, 
Is  a  mere  Modefty  in  his  Exprefllon, 
And  fliews  him  lame  flill,  like  an  ill-wrought  Piece 
Wanting  Proportion. 

Leon.  Yet  fiill  he's  a  Man  and  fubje<5l  ftill 
To  more  inordinate  Vices,  than  our  Love 
Can  give  him  Blefliiigs.     Bacha.  Elfc  he  were  a  God ; 
Yet  fo  near,  as  he  is,  he  comes  to  Heav*n, 
That  we  may  fee  fo  far  as  Flefn  can  point  us 
Things  only  worthy  them  ;  and  only  thefe 
In  all  his  Adlions, 

Leon.  This  is  too  much,  my  Queen. 

Bacha.  Had  the  Gods  lov'd  me  j  that  my  unworthy 
Womb 
Had  bred  this  brave  Man. 

Leon.  Still  you  run  wrong. 

Bacha.  I  would  have  liv*d  upon  the  Comfort  of  him. 
Fed  on  his  growing  Hopes. 

Leon.  This  touches  me. 

Bacha.  I  know  no  Friends,  nor  Being,  but  his  Virtues. 

l^on.  You*ve  laid  out  Words  enough  upon  a  Subjeft. 

Bacha.  But  Words  cannot  exprefs  him.  Sir;  why,  what 
a  fliape 
Heav'n  has  conceiv'd  him  in,  oh  Nature  made  him  up! 

Leon.  I  wonder,  Dutchefs. 

Bacha,  So  you  muft  j  for  lefs 

G  g  2  Than 
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Than  Admiration  lofes  this  God-like  Man. 
Leon.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 
Bacha.  Done  with  ?  O  good  Gods 
(25)  What  Virtues  thus  pafs  by  us  without  Reverence? 
Leon.  I  fee  no  fuch  Perfeflion. 
Bacha.  O  dear  Sir,  you're  a  Father,  and  thofe  Joys 
To  you,  fpeak  in  your  Heart,  not  in  your  Tongue. 
Leon.  This  leaves  a  tafte  behind  it  worfe  than  Phyfick, 
(26)  Bacha.  Then  for  his  Wifdom,  Valour,  and  good 
Fortune, 
And  all  thofe  Friends  of  Honour,  they're  in  him 
As  free  and  natural,  as  PafTions  in  a 
Woman. 

Leon,  You  make  me  blufh  at  all  thefe  Years, 
To  fee  how  blindly  you  have  flung  your  Prailes 
Upon  a  Boy,  a  very  Child,  and  worthlefs, 
Whilft  I  live,  of  thefe  Honours. 

Bacha.    1  would  not  have  my  Love,  Sir,  make  my 
Tongue 
Shew  me  fo  much  a  Woman  •,  as  to  praife 
Or  difpraife,  where  my  Will  is,  without  Reafon, 
Or  general  Allowance  of  the  People. 

Leon.  Allowance  of  the  People,  what  allow  they  ! 

{25)  PT^at  Frailties  tiius  pa/i  hy  us  nuithout  Reverence?  ]  Trailtiti 
feems  the  very  Reverfe  of  the  Idea  requir'd  by  the  Context.  She  de- 
figns  to  continue  her  Encomium  on  the  Princess  Excellencies,  and  'tis 
difficult  to  underftand  the  Words  in  that  Light  Do  lue  thus  pafs 

by  even  Frailties  •vnthout  Reverence  ?  This  is  very  ftifF,  —  and  by 
Leo72tius''s  Anfvver,  fomething  that  implies  PerfeSlions  would  be  the  na- 
tural Word.  Virtues  theretore  feems  to  bid  fairell  for  it,  tho'  it  is  to 
be  willi'd  it  was  nearer  the  trace  of  the  Letters.  Had  this  whole  Plot, 
a  Father  marrying  his  Son's  Whore,  the  Son's  Penitence  and  Diftrefs, 
and  her  Plots  for  his  Deltruftion  been  wrought  into  a  Tragedy,  with- 
out the  idle  Machinery  of  Cupid  and  his  Revenge,  it  would  have  af- 
forded fufficient  Matter  to  fuch  Geniufes  as  our  i^uthors.  Mr.  Sympfan 
reads  ^alities  for  Frailties,  which  is  rather  nearer  the  trace  of  the 
Letters,  and  perhaps  may  be  the  true  Word ;  tho'  Virtues  feems  ra- 
ther more  proper  to  the  Context. 

(26)  Bacha.  Then  for  all  his  Wifdorn,  Valour, 

Goad  Fortune,  and  all  thofe  Friends  of  Honour, 
They  are  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  as  Pafjions 
Jn  a  fVoman.]     The  Meafure  here  was  quite  loit,  and  the 
Senfe  hurt,  by  inferting  the  all  from  the  fecond  Line  into  the  firit. 

Bacha, 
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Bacha.  All  I  have  faid  for  Truth,  and  they  mud  do  it, 
And  doat  upon  him  ;  love  him,  and  admire  him. 

Leon.  How's  that  ? 

Bacha.  (27)  For  in  his  Youth  and  noble  Forwardntfi 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly, 
A  Fitnels  to  bear  Rule. 

Leon.  No  more. 

Bacba.  And  Sovereignty 
Not  made  to  know  Command.     Leon.  I  have  faid. 
No  more.     Bacha.  Tve  done,  Sir,  though  unwillingly. 
And  pardon  me. 

Leon,  I  do,  not  a  Word  more. 

Bacha.  I've  giv*n  thee  Poifon 
Of  more  Infedlion  than  the  Dragon's  Tooth, 
Or  the  grofs  Air  o*er-heated. 

Leon.  Timantus,  when  faw  you  the  Prince  ? 

Tt?n.  I  kft  him  now.  Sir. 

Leon.  Tell  me  truly. 
Out  of  your  free  Opinion  without  courting. 
How  do  you  like  him  .?  Tim.  How  I  like  him.  Leon,  Yei ; 
For  you  in  Converfation  may  fee  more 
Than  a  Father. 

Bacba.  It  works. 

Tim.  Your  Grace  has  chofen  out  an  ill  Obferver. 

Leon.  Yes,  I  mean  of  his  111 ;  you  talk  rightly. 

Tim.  But  you  take  me  wrong :  All  I  know  by  him 
I  dare  deliver  boldly  :  He  is  the  Store-houfe 
And  head  of  Virtue  ;  your  great  felf  excepted. 
That  feeds  the  Kingdom. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  Flatteries  ; 
Speak  me  his  Vices,  there  you  do  a  Service 
Worthy  a  Father's  Thanks.     Tim.  Sir,  I  cannot. 
If  there  be  any,  fure  they  are  the  times. 
Which  I  could  wifli  lefs  dangerous.    But  pardon  me, 
I  am  too  bold.     Leon.  You  are  not,  forward 
And  open  what  thefe  Dangers  are. 

Tim.  Nay,  good  Sir. 

Leon.  Nay,  fall  not  off  again,  I  will  have  all. 

(27)  Fcr  in  th's  Touth ]     Former  Edition*, 

G  g  3  Tim* 
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Twt.  Alas,  Sir,  what  am  I,  you  fhould  believe 
My  Eyes  or  Ears,  fo  fubtle  to  obfcrve 
i^'aults  in  a  State  i  all  my  main  Bufinefs 
Is  Service  to  your  Grace,  and  Neceffaries 
For  my  poor  Life. 

Leon,  Do  not  difpleafe  me.  Sirrah, 
But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  prefently. 

I'm,  Since  your  Grace  will  have  it 
ril  fpeak  it  freely  ;  always  my  Obedience 
And  Love  preferv'd  unto  the  Prince. 

Leon.  Prithee  to  the  matter. 

'!tim.  For,  Sir,  if  you  conlider 
How  like  a  Sun  in  all  his  great  EmpIoymentSj 
How  full  of  heat. 

Leon.  Make  me  to  underftand 
What  I  dcfire. 

7'im.  And  then  at  his  Return. 

Leon.  Do  not  anger  me. 

Tim.  Then  thus,  Sir  :  All  miflikc  ye, 
As  they  would  do  the  Gods,  if  they  did  dwell  with  'em. 

Leon.  What  ? 

Tim.  Talk  and  prate.  Sir,  as  their  ignorant  Rages 
Lead  'em,  without  Allegiance  or  Religion. 
For  Heav'n's  fake  liave  a  care  of  your  own  Perfon  j 
I  cannot  tell,  their  Wickcdnefs  may  lead 
Farther  than  1  dare  think  yet. 

Leon.  O  bafe  People. 

Tim.  Yet  th'  Prince,  for  whom  this  is  pretended,  may 
Perfuade  'em,  and  no  doubt  will :  Virtue's  ever  watchful. 
But  be  you  ftili  fecur'd  and  comforted. 

Leon.  Heav'n !  how  have  I  offended,  that  this  Rod, 
So  heavy  and  unnatural,  fhould  fall  on  me 
When  I  am  old  and  helplefs. 

Tim.  (28J  Poor  brave  Gentleman  I 

(2:8)  Branje  Gentleman  /  ]  A  Syllable  being  wanting  to  the  Mea- 
fure  gives  rcafon  to  fufped  a  Monofyllable  loft  here  :  As  an  Adjeftive 
oF  Pity,  join'd  to  one  of  Admiration,  would  add  great  Propriety  and 
Beauty,  Unhappy  would  perhaps  be  the  bell  Word  ;  but  as  the  Meafure 
excludes  that,  pr(  bably  the  Original  might  have  been. 
Poor  brave  Gentlemnn  ! 

That 
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That  fuch  a  madding  Love  fhould  follow  thee, 

To  rob  thee  of  a  Father  j  all  the  Court 

Is  full  of  dangerous  Whifpers.     Leo72.  I  perceive  It, 

And  Tpight  of  all  their  ftrcngths  will  make  my  Safety  i 

I'll  cut  him  fhorter 

ril  cut  him  Ihorter  firft,  then  let  him  rule. 

Bacha.  What  a  foul  Age  is  this,  when  Virtue's  made 
A  Sword  to  fmite  the  Virtuous  ?  Alas,  alas. 

Leon,  ril  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

Tim.  By  no  means.  Sir, 
Rather  make  more  your  Love, 
And  hold  your  Favour  to  him  ;  for  'tis  now 
Impoflible  to  yoke  him,  if  his  Thoughts, 
(As  I  mufl:  ne'er  believe)  run  with  their  Rages 
(29)  fHc  ever  was  fo  innocent j  —  but  what  Reafon 
His  Grace  has  to  withdraw  his  Love  from  me. 
And  other  good  Men  that  are  near  your  Perfon, 
I  cannot  yet  find  out ;  I  know  my  Duty 
Has  ever  been  attending.     Leon.  'Tis  too  plain  : 
He  means  to  pfay  the  Villain,  I'll  prevent  him. 
Not  a  Word  more  of  this,  be  private.  [Exit  Leon. 

I'm.  Madam,  (]with 

'Tis  done.  Bacha.  He  can't  cfcape  me.  Have  you  fpokcn 
The  Noblemen  ?  Tif?i.  Yes,  Madam,  they  arc  here:  1  wait 
A  farther  Service.     Bacha.  (30)  Still  befet  the  Prince, 

(29)  He  ne'er  ivas  /o  innocent,  •  }    This  may  be  made  Senfe, 

tho'  neither  eafy  nor  very  confident  with  the  Art  of  Timanfus,  nor 
the  difjunflive  Particle  iut  which  follows.  '*  If  he  encourages  the 
*'  People's  Rage,  he  never  was  fo  innocent  as  the  Queen  and  f  be- 
*'  liev'd  him.  Inftead  of  this,  ever  for  ne''er  compleats  the  Meafure 
and  gives  a  very  artful  Senfe,  pretending  a  very  high  Opinion  of  his 
Innocence,  vvhilft  he  infinuates  Reafons  to  believe  him  guilty.  The 
dividing  one  Parenthefis  into  two,  and  making  them  conned  together, 
tho' part  of  another  Sentence  intervenes,  is  perfediy  in  the  tJtile  of 
the  f^oces  ambigua,  of  the  infinuating  Treafon-Forger. 

(30)  Till  yet  be  the  Prince,']  Whenabfolute  Darknefs  overfliades 
the  Text,  one  may  venture  to  infert  ev'n  a  dubious  Conjedure. 
Still  befet,  for  ////  be  yet,  is  near  enough  to  the  Trace  of  the  Letters, 
and  the  Verb  iriferted  will  either  fignify  to  watch  and  obfcrve  the 
Prince,  or  to  befet  him  with  the  fame  Snares  they  had  bcguo  to  lay  for 
him.  Either  of  thefe  will  fuit  the  Context.  Mr.  Sympfon  conjcfturcs, 
Still  let  it  be  the  Prince ;  but  the  former  fecms  better  to  fuit  the 
Context. 

G  g  4  You 
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You  need  no  more  Inftruflions. 
Tim.  No,  I  have  it.  [Exit  Tim. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus  and  Agenor. 

Bacha.  That  Fool  that  willingly  provokes  a  Woman, 
Has  made  himfelf  another  evil  Angel, 
And  a  new  Hell,  to  which  all  other  Torments 
Are  but  mere  Paftime. —  Now,  my  noble  Lords, 
You  muft  excufe  me,  that  unmannerly 
We've  broke  your  private  Bufinefs. 

Jgen.  Your  good  Grace 
May  command  us,  and—  Bacha.  Faith,  my  \joxdi  Agenor^ 
It  is  fo  good  a  Caufe,  I'm  confident 
You  cannot  lofe  by  it. 

Dor.  Which  way  does  fhe  fifli  now  ? 
The  Devil*s  but  a  Fool  to  a  right  Woman. 

ISlif.  Madam,  we  muft  needs  win  in  doing  Service 
To  fuch  a  gracious  Lady. 

Bacha.  I  thank  you,  and  will  let  you  know  the  Bufmefs, 
So  I  may  have  your  helps,  never  be  doubtful, 
For  'tis  \o  juft  a  Caufe,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  Knowledge  feem  fo  honourable. 
That  I  allure  myfelf  your  willing  Hearts 
Will  ftraight  be  for  me  in  it. 
Jgen.  If  Ihe  fhould  prove 
Good   now,    what  were    it  like  ^     Dor.   Thunder  in 

January ; 
Or  a  good  Woman —  that's  ftranger  than  all  Africk. 

Bacha.  It  fhall  not  need  your  Wonder ;  this  it  is ; 
The  Duke  you  know  is  old,  and  rather  fubjecl 
To  Eafe  and  Prayers  now,  than  all  thofe  Troubles, 
Cares  and  continual  Watchings,  that  attend 
A  Kingdom's  Safety ;  therefore  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  fuch  a  flourifhing  Eftate 
As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  Murmur  of  the  People  that  increafe 
Againft  my  Government,  which  the  Gods  know 
1  only  feel  the  Trouble  of,  I  prefent 
The  Prince  unto  your  Loves,  a  Gentleman 
In  whom  all  Excellencies  are  knit  together. 

All 
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All  pieces  of  a  true  Man  ;  let  your  Prayers 
"Win  from  the  Duke  half  his  Vexation, 
That  he  may  undertake  it,  whofe  Difcretion 
I  muft  confefs,  though  it  be  from  the  Father, 
Yet  now  is  ftronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern. 
'Tis  not  my  own  Defire,  but  all  the  Land's, 
I  know  the  Weaknefs  of  it. 

Nif.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  (30)  has  won  us 
For  ever  to  your  Loves ;  we'll  to  the  King, 
And  fince  your  Grace  has  put  it  in  our  Mouths, 
We'll  win  him  with  the  cunning'ft  Words  we  can. 

Dor.  I  was  never  cozen'd  in  a  Woman  before. 
For  commonly  they  are  like  Apples :  If  once  they  bruifc 
They  will  grow  rotten  through,  and  ferve  for  nothing 
But  to  'fwage  Swellings. 
Bacha.  Good  Lords 
Delay  no  time,  fince  it  is  your  good  Pleafures 
To  think  my  Counfel  good  ;  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  Prince  know  it,  whdfe  AfFedlions 
Will  mainly  flir  againll  it ;  befides  his  Father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  Will  appear  not  in  it. 
Go,  and  be  happy. 

Dor.  Well,  I'd  not  be  chronicl'd 
As  thou'lt  be  for  a  good  Woman,  for  all  the  World. 

Nif.  (32)  Madam,  we  kifs  your  Hand,  and  fo  infpir'd 
Nothing  but  Happinefs  can  crown  our  Prayers. 

{Exeunt. 

(3 1 )   —  has  ivon  us 

For  e'ver  to  your  Lives  ;  ]  Lives  was  vifibly  a  Corruption, 
and  Lo've  or  Loves  feem'd  the  true  Reading;  and  upon  fearching  the 
old  Qiiartos,  I  found  the  latter  in  the  third  of  them,  and  in  that  only 
of  all  the  Editions. 

(32)  Ma<iam,  ive  kifs  your  Hand,   ^zw/Zy^  infpire. 

Nothing  but  Happinefs  can  crouon  our  Prayers.^  The  Omifllon 
of  a  Letter  and  the  Infcrtion  of  a  falfe  Point,  which  turn  part  of  thefe 
Lines  into  Nonfenfe,  has  paft  through  all  the  Editions.  Mr.  Sympfcn 
has  fent  me  the  fame  Corrcd\ion. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV,      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus. 

Leu.  AND  thus  (he  has  us*d  me,  is't  not  a  gocd 
£\^         Mother  ? 

IJm.   Why  kill'd  you  her  not  ? 

Leu.  The  Gods  forbid  it. 

Ifm.  S' light, 
If  all  the  Women  i'th'  World  were  barren 
She  'ad  dy'd. 

Leu.  But  'tis  not  Reafon  direds  thee  thus. 

Ifm.  Then  have  I  none  at  ail,  for  all  I've  in  me 
Diredts  m' :  Your  Father's  in  a  pretty  Rage. 

Leu.  Why  ? 

IJm.  Nay,  'tis  well  if  he  know  himfelf,  but  fome 
Of  the  Nobility  have  deliver'd  a 
Petition  to  him  }  what's  in't  I  know  not,  but  it  has 
Put  him  t'  his  Trumps ;  he  has  taken  a  Month's  Time 
To  anfwer  it,  and  he  chafes  like  himfelf. 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacha  and  Telamon. 

Leu.  He's  here,  Ifmenus. 

Leon.  Set  me  down  telamon.  Leucippus. 

Leu.  Sir. 

Bacha.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  at  peace,  I  dare  fwear 
He  knows  not  of  it.     Leon.  You  are  foolifli  ;  peaces 

Bacha.  All  will  go  ill,  deny  it  boldly,  Sir, 
Truft  me  he  cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Leu.  What  ? 

Bacha.  You'll  make  all  worfe  too  with  your  facing  it. 

Leu.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Leon.  Know'ft  thou  that  Petition  ? 
Look  on  it  well;  would'ft  thou  bejoyn'd  with  me? 
iZ'i^  Unnatural  Child  !  to  be  thus  weary  of  mc 

(33)  Unnatural  Child  to  te  aveary  of  me,']  Child,  in  all  fne  old 
Quartos,  has  a  final  e,  Childe ;  whether  therefore  it  fhould  be  pro- 
nounc'd  as  two  Syllable?,  as  it  was  in  Chaucer's  Age,  or  an  Exple- 
tive is  wanting  to  compleat  the  Verfe,  is  uncertain.  It  might  have 
been. 

Unnatural  Child!  to  he  thus  'v^earj  of  me. 

E'er 
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E'er  Fate  efleem  me  fit  for  other  Worlds  ? 

Bacha.  May  be  he  knows  not  of  it. 

Leu.  Oh  ftrange  Carriages  ! 
Sir,  as  I've  Hope  that  there  is  any  thing 
To  reward  doing  well,  my  Ufages 
Which  have  been  (but  it  is  no  matter  what) 
Have  put  me  fo  far  from  the  Thought  of  Greatnefs, 
That  I  Ihould  welcome  it  like  a  Difeafe 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I  could  not  cure. 
They  are  my  Enemies  that  gave  you  this. 
And  yet  they  call  me  Friend,  and  are  themfelves 
J  fear  abus'd.     I'm  weary  of  my  Life, 
For  God*s  fake  take  it  from  me ;  it  creates 
More  Mifchief  in  the  State  than  it  is  worth. 
The  Ufage  I  have  had,  I  know  would  make 
Wifdom  hcrfelf  run  frantick  through  the  Streets, 
And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  Shadow.     Sir, 
This  Sword 

Bacha.  Alas  I  help  for  the  love  of  Heav'n, 
Make  way  through  me  firft,  for  he  is  your  Father. 

Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me  .'* 

Bacha.  No,  Sir,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  makes  the  bed  on't,  but  I  fear- 

Leu,  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ?  who  is't  can  think 
That  I  would  kill  my  Father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you  ?  Here,  Sir,  is  my  Sword  ; 
I  dare  not  touch  it,  left  fhe  fay  again 
I  would  have  kill'd  you  ;  let  me  not  have  Mercy 
When  I  moft  need  it,  if  I  would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meaneft  Servant.     Let  thefe  Faults 
Be  mended,  Madam  ;  if  you  faw  how  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  them. 

Bacha.  I  told  the  Duke  as  much  before. 

Leu.  What  ?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bacha.  That  it  was  only  an  Ambition, 
Nurft  in  you  by  your  Youth,  provok'd  you  thus. 
Which  Age  would  take  avyay. 

Leon.  It  was  his  doing  then  ?  come  hither.  Love. 

Bacha,  No  indeed.  Sir. 

Leu,  How  am  I  made,  that  I  can  bear  all  this  ? 


If 
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If  any  one  had  us'd  a  Friend  of  mine  near  this, 
My  Hand  had  carried  Death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence,  T'elamon  j  come,  my  dear  Bacha^ 
I  (hall  find  time  for  this. 

Jfjn.  Madam,  you  know  I  dare  not  fpeak  before 
The  King-,  but  you  know  welJ,  if  not,  I'll  tell  you. 
You're  the  mod  wicked'fl,  and  mod  murderous  Strumpet, 
That  ever  was  caird  Woman. 

Bacha.    My  Lord,  what  can  I  do  for  him  ?    he  fhall 
command  me. 

Leon.  I  know  thou  art  too  kind  j  away  I  fay. 

\Exeunt  Leon.  Bacha,  Tim.  and,  Tel. 

Jfm.  Sir,  I  am  fure  we  dream,  this  cannot  be. 

Leu.  Oh  that  we  did,  my  Wickednefs  has  brought 
All  this  to  pafs,  elfe  1  Ihould  bear  myfelf. 

[Urania  -pajfes  over  the  Stage. 

Ifin.  Look,   do  you  fee  who's  there  ?    your  virtuous 
Mother's 
Ifllie  j  kill  her  yet,  takefome  little  pidling 
Revenge.  Leu.  Away,  the  whole  Court  calls  her  virtuous  j 
For  they  fay. 

She  is  unlike  her  Mother,  and  if  fo. 
She  can  have  no  Vice 

Ifm.  I'll  truft  none  of  *em 
That  come  of  fuch  a  Breed. 

Leu.  But  1  have  found 
A  kind  of  Love  in  her  to  me  ;  alas, 
Think  of  her  Death  !  I  dare  be  fworn  for  her. 
She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
As  her  bad  Mother's  full.     She  was  brought  up 
I'ch*  Country,  as  her  Tongue  will  let  you  know, 

Enter  Urania. 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a  poor  Uncle, 
Such  as  her  Mother  had. 

Ifm.  She's  come  again. 

tfra.  I  would  fain  fpeak  to  the  good  Marquis, 
My  Brother,  if  I  but  thought  he  could  abaid  me. 

Leu.  Sifter,  how  do  you  ? 

Ura.  Very  well  1  thank  you. 

Jim. 
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Ifm.  How  does  your  good  Mother  ? 
Leu.  Fie,  fie,  Ifmenus^ 
For  fhame,  mock  fuch  an  innocent  Soul  as  this. 
Ura.  Feth  a  fhe  be  no  good,  God  may  her  fo. 
Leu.  I  know  you  wifh  it  with  your  Heart,  dear  Sifter, 
But  fhe  is  good  1  hope.     Ifm.  Are  you  fo  fimple, 
To  make  lb  much  of  this  ?  do  you  not  know. 
That  all  her  wicked  Mother  labours  for, 
Is  but  to  raife  her  to  your  Right,  and  leave  her 
This  Dukedom  ? 

Ura.  I,  but  ne'er,  Sir,  beafred; 
For  though  fhe  take  th*  ungaineft  weas  fhe  can, 
I'll  ne'er  ha't  fro*  you. 

Leu.  I  fhould  hate  myfelf,  IfmenuSy 
If  I  fhould  think  of  her  Simplicity, 
Ought  but  extreamly  well. 
Ifiti.  Nay,  as  you  will. 
tfra.  And  though  fhe  be  my  Mother, 
If  fhe  take  any  Courfe  to  do  you  wrong, 
If  I  can  fee't,  you'ft  quickly  hear  on't,  Sir : 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Leu.  Farewel,  good  Sifter, 
I  thank  you.  [Ex// Urania. 

Ifm.  You  believe  all  this  ? 
Leu.  Yes. 

Enter  Timantus. 
Ifm.  A  good  Faith  doth  well,  but  methinks 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now,  for  her  Mother  to  fend  her : 
Yonder's  one  you  may  truft  if  you  will  too. 

Leu.  So  I  will,  if  he  can  fhew  me  as  apparent  Signs 
Of  Truth  as  fhe  did ;  does  he  weep,  Ifmenus  ? 

Ifm.  Yes,  I  think  fo,  fome  good's  happen'd  I  warrant : 
Do  you  hear,  you  ?  What  honelt  Man  has  fcap'd  Mifery, 
That  thou  art  crying  thus.^     Tim.  Noble  Ifmenus^ 
Where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Ifn.  Why  there:  Haft  wept  thine  Eyes  out? 

Ttm.  Sir,  I  befecch  you  hear  me. 

Leu.  Well,  fpeak  on. 

Ifm.  Why,  will  you  hear  him.^ 

l^u.  Yes,  Ifvicnus^  why  ? 

Ifm.  I  would  hear  Blafphemy  as  willingly.  Leu. 
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Leu.  You  are  to  blame. 

"J^tm.  No,  Sir,  he  is  not  to  blame. 
If  I  were  as  I  was.     Ifm.  Nor  as  thou  art> 
l*faith  awhit  to  blame. 

Leu.  What  is  your  Bufinefs  ? 

"Tim.  Faith  Sir,  I  am  afhamed  to  fpeak  before  you, 
My  Confcience  tells  me  I  have  injur'd  you, 
And  by  the  earneft  Inftigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  King 
Always  the  beft  and  friendlieft  Offices  -, 
"Which  pardon  me,  or  I  will  never  fpeak. 

Ifm.  Then  never  pardon  him,  and  filence  a  Knave. 

Leu.  I  pardon  thee. 

'Him.  Your  Mother  fure  is  naught. 

Leu.  Why  fhould'ft  thou  think  fo  >. 

I'lm.  Oh  noble  Sir,  your  honeft  Eyes  perceive  not 
The  dangers  you  are  led  to;  Ihame  upon  her. 
And  what  fell  Miferies  the  Gods  can  think  on, 
Show*r  down  upon  her  wicked  Head,  fhe  has  plotted 
I  know  too  well  your  Death;  would  my  poor  Life, 
Or  thoufand  fuch  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer'd 
Like  Sacrifices  up  for  your  preferving. 
What  free  Oblations  would  (he  have  to  glut  her. 
But  fhe  is  mercilefs,  and  bent  to  Ruin ; 
If  Heav'n  and  good  Men  ftep  not  to  your  Refcuc, 
And  timely,  very  timely:  Oh  this  Dukedom! 
(34)  I  weep,  I  weep  for  the  poor  Orphans  in 
This  Country,  left  without  or  Friends  or  Parents. 

Leu.  Now  I/menus,  what  think  you  of  this  Fellow  ? 
This  was  a  lying  Knave,  a  Flatterer ; 
Does  not  this  Love  ftill  fhew  him  fo? 

Ifm.  This  Love  ?  This  Halter  5  if  he  prove  not  yet 

(34)   I  <weep,  I  -weep  for  the  poor  Orphans  i '  tF  Country 

Left  ivith  but  Friends  or  Parents.  ]  The  Villany  of  Timantus  will 
not  allow  him  to  talk  abfurdly ;  his  Art  impofes  on  the  Prince,  and  he 
(hould  therefore  at  leaft  fpeak  fenfe.  And  indeed  how  eafy  was  the 
Miflake  of  luithout  to  <with  but  ?  This  being  made,  the  Repetition  of 
the  or  was  abfurd,  and  being  left  out  the  Meafure  was  fpoilt,  and  con- 
fequently  believ'd  to  be  no  meafure  at  all.  This  Procefs  of  the  Cor- 
ruption feems  natural,  and  therefore  I  hope  I  have  only  reftor'd  the 
original.     Mr.  Sympfonpim  in  correcting  ",vith  but  to  vjithout. 

The 
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The  cunning'fl  ranked  Rogue  that  ever  canted,     [Rogue 

(35)  I'll  ne'er  feem  Man  again  j  (36)  I  know  him  to  b'  a 

And  can  interpret  ev'ry  new  Face  he  makes ; 

Look  how  he  wrings,  like  a  good  Stool,  for  a  Tear ; 

Take  heed, 

Children  and  Fools  firft  feel  the  Smart,  then  weep. 

Leu.  Away,  away,  fuch  an  unkind  Diftruft, 
Is  worfe  than  a  DilTembling,  if  it  be  one. 
And  fooner  leads  to  Mifchief ;  I  believe  it ; 
And  him  an  honeft  Man,  he  could  not  carry 
Under  an  evil  Caufe,  fo  true  a  Sorrow. 

Ijm.  Take  heed,  this  is  your  Mother's  Scorpion, 
That  carries  Stings  ev'n  in  his  Tears,  whofe  Soul 
Is  a  rank  Poifon  thorough :  Touch  not  at  him. 
If  you  do,  you're  gone,  if  you'd  twenty  Lives : 
I  knew  him  for  a  roguifh  Boy, 
When  he  would  poilon  Dogs,  and  keep  tame  Toads, 
He  lay  with  his  Mother,  and  infcfted  her. 
And  now  Ihe  begs  i'  th*  Hofpital,  with  a  patch 
Of  Velvet  where  her  Nofe  flood,  like  the  Queen  of  Spades, 
And  ail  her  Teeth  in  her  Purfe :  Tlic  Devil  and 
This  Fellow  are  fo  n?ar,  'tis  not  yet  known 
Which  is  the  ev'ler  .'Ingel. 

heu.  Nay,  then  I  fee  'tis  Spite :  Come  hither.  Friend. 
Haft  thou  not  heard  the  Caufe  yet  that  incens'd 
My  Mother  to  my  Death,  for  1  proteft 
I  feci  none  in  myfelf  ? 

^im.  Her  Will,  Sir,  and  Ambition,  as  I  think, 

(35)  ril ne'er  fee  Man  again;]  i.  e.  If  Timantm  does  not  ftill  prOyd 
an  arrant  Rafcal  Til  put  out  my  Eyes.  We  are  often  extravagant  in 
our  Afieverations,  but  this  is  much  too  abfurd  for  a  Man  of  ljminui\ 
UndcrlJanding.  I  cannot  therefore  doubt  of  its  being  a  Corruption, 
becaufe  the  Addition  of  a  fingle  Letter  gives  a  Senfe  that  is  perfeftly  con- 
fonant  to  the  Charafterand  Context.  I  read,  — Tllnecr  feem  Man  agai'H. 
i.  e.  If  I  am  miftaken  in  this  Fellow's  Roguery,  I'll  never  again  pretend 
to  be  a  Man  of  Senfe  and  Sagacity. 

(36)   /  k7!cmjo  him  to  bring, 

Jnd  can  interpret  cvWy  neiv  Face  he  makes  i]  Unlefs  a  whole  Line 
be  left  out  after  bring,  or  the  firft  Part  be  made  an  imperfeft  Sentence, 
which  would  be  very  improper  here,  this  feems  quite  unintelligible.  I  read, 

/  hw^v  him  to  b'  a  Rogue,  which  is  much  nearer  the  Trace  of  the 

Letters  than  it  feems  in  the  Pronunciation  ;  Ring  and  Rcgue  having  two 
©f  the  fame  Letters,  and  a  tliird,  u  and  w,  extremely  like  each  other. 

Vol.  IX.  Are 
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Are  the  Provokers  of  it,  as  in  Women 

Thofe  two  are  ever  powerful  to  Deftruflion, 

Befide  a  hate  of  your  ftill  growing  Virtues, 

She  being  only  wicked.       Leu.  Heav'ns  defend  me 

As  I  am  innocent,  and  ever  have  been 

From  all  immoderate  Thoughts  and  Adtions, 

That  carry  fuch  Rewards  along  with  *em. 

Tim.  Sir,  all  I  know,  my  Duty  muft  reveal. 
My  Country  and  my  Love  command  it  from  me^ 
For  which  I'll  lay  my  Life  down  ;  this  Night  coming, 
A  Counfel  is  appointed  by  the  Duke, 
To  fit  about  your  Apprehenfion  : 
If  you  dare  trufl;  my  Faith,  which  by  all  good  things 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you,  go  along, 
And  to  a  Place  Pll  guide  you,  where  no  Word 
Shall  fcape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  Plot, 
Without  difcovering  to  you  ;  which  once  known. 
You  have  your  Anfwers  and  Prevention. 

Ifm.  You're  not  fo  mad  to  go ;  fhift  off  this  Fellow, 
Ycu  Ihall  be  rul'd  once  by  a  wife  Man :  Ratsbane, 

Get  you  gone,  or  — 

Leu.  Peace,  peace  for  fhame,  thy  Love  is  too  fulpicious, 
'Tis  a  way  offer'd  to  preferve  my  Life, 
And  I  will  take  it :  Be  my  Guide,  Timantus^ 
And  do  not  mind  this  angry  Man,  thou  know'ft  him ; 
I  may  live  to  requite  thee.       Tim.  Sir,  this  Service 
Is  done  for  Virtue's  fake,  not  for  Reward, 
However  he  may  hold  me. 

Ifm.  The  great  Pox  on  you,  but  thou  haft  that  Curfe 
So  much,  'twill  grow  a  BlelTing  in  thee  fhortly. 
Sir, 

For  Wifdom's  fake  court  not  your  Death,  I  am 
Your  Friend  and  Subjed:,  and  I  ftiall  lofe  in  both  ; 
If  I  lov'd  you  not,  1  would  laugh  at  you,  and  fee  you 
Run  your  Neck  into  the  Noofe,  and  cry  a  Woodcock. 

Leu.  So  much  of  Man,  and  fo  much  fearful ;  fie, 
Pr*ythee  have  Peace  within  thee :  I  fhall  live  yet 
Many  a  golden  Day  to  hold  thee  here 
Deareft  and  neareft  to  me :  Go  on,  Timantus, 
I  charge  you  by  your  Love  no  more,  no  more. 

[Exeunt  Leu.  and  Tim.  Ifm* 
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Ifm.  Go,  and  let  your  own  Rod  whip  you :  I  pity  you. 
And,  Dog,  if  he  mifcarry  thou  fhalt  pay  for'c, 
V\\  ftuJy  for  thyPuniflinient,  and  ic  fhall  lall 
Longer  and  /harper  than  a  tedious  Winter, 
Till  thou  Blafphem'ft,  and  then  thou  dieft  and  darm*ft. 

Enter  Leontius  and  Telarnon. 

heon.  T  wonder  the  Dutchefs  comes  not. 

7W.  She  has  heard.  Sir,  your  Will  to  fpeak  with  her; 
But  there  is  fomcthing  leaden  at  her  Heart ; 
(Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal)  that  ev*n  keeps  her 
From  Converlation  with  herfelf. 

Enter  Bacha.  fme? 

Bacha.  (^y)  Whither  will  you  my  crofs  Affecflions  pull 
O  Fortune,  Fate,  and  you  whofe  Povv*rs  dired 
Our  A.(5lions,  and' dwell  in  us,  you  that  *re  Angels 
Guiding  to  Virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
So  llrong  a  Hand  to  Evil  ?  wherefore  fuffer'd 
A  Temple  of  your  own,  you  Deities 
Where  your  fair  felves  dwelt  only,  and  your  Goodnefs, 
Thus  to  be  foil'd  with  Sin  ? 

Leon.  Heav*n  blefs  us  all. 
From  whence  comes  this  Diftemper  ?  Speak,  my  fair  one. 

Bcuha.  And  have  you  none,  Love  and  Obedience, 
You  ever  faithful  Servants  to  imploy 
In  this  ftrange  (lory  of  Impiety, 
But  me  a  Mother ;  muft  I  be  your  Strumpet  ? 

(37)   Oh  luhither  <will  my  crofs  Affediom  full  me? 

Fortune,  Fate^  and  you  njcho/e  Poivers  direil  our  A^iotHf 

And  dwell  ivith'tn  us,  you  that  are  Angels,   &c.]    In  the  old 
Quartos  the  firft  of  thcic  Lines  runs  tliu?, 

O  vjhither  'ivill  you  my  crofs  Affedions  pull  me  ? 
The  late  Editions,  to  correal  the  Meafure,  left  out  \hz yon,  and  fo  ren- 
der'd  the  Line  lefs  poetical,  and,  for  the  two  following,  they  made  na 
Attempt  to  recover  the  Mcafiue.  The  reil  Corruption  feems  to  be  the 
Tranipnf.tion  of  the  O,  from  the  beginning  of  the  fecond  Line  to  the 
firft,  a  Miftakc  of  all  others  the  moft  common.  When  this  is  rectify'd 
the  Paff.'.ge  will  appear  very  beautihil. 

Whither  nvill you  my  crofs  Jffe£lions  pull  me  ? 

O  Fortune.  Fate,  and  you  qjohofe  Pon.-jrs  dire£l 
'  Our  Actions,  and  divell  in  us  ;  you  that  ''re  Angtls  SiC, 

Vol.  IX.  Hh  To 
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(38)  To  lay  black  Treafon  open,  and  in  him 
In  whom  all  Sweetnefs  was ;  in  whom  my  Love 
Was  prov'd  to  have  a  Being  •,  in  whom  Juftice, 
And  all  the  Gods  (39)  for  all  our  Imaginations 
Can  work  into  a  Man,  were  more  than  Virtues, 
Ambition  down  to  Hell,  where  thou  wert  fofter'd, 
Thou'ft  poifon*d  the  befl:  Soul,  the  purefl,  whiteft, 
(40  j  And  mcereft  Innocence  itfelf  that  ever 
Mens  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to. 

Leon.  This  is  dill  ftranger,  lay  this  Treafon  open 
To  my  Corredtion. 

Bacba.  Oh  what  a  combat  Duty  and  Affedion 
Breeds  in  my  Blood  ! 

Leon.  If  thou  conceal'ft  him,  may, 
Befide  my  Death,  the  Curfes  of  the  Country, 
Troubles  of  Confcience,  and  a  wretched  End, 
Bring  thee  unto  a  poor  forgotten  Grave. 

Bacha.  (41)  My  Being,  for  another  Tongue  to  tell  it! 
O !  eafe  a  Mother  fome  good  Man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  King  and  Country ;  I  am  full 
Of  too  much  Woman's  pity  ;  yet  oh  Heav'n, 
Since  it  concerns  the  Safety  of  my  Sovereign, 
Let  it  not  be  a  Cruelty  in  me, 

(38)  To  lay  black  Treafon  upon,  — ]  The  Correflion  made  here  is 
very  obvious  and  felf-evident.  Mr.  Theobald  concurrM  with  me  in  it. 

(39)  _/or  all  our  Imaginations]  This  is  barely  intelligible,  and 
may  fignify,  as  far  as  ive  are  able  to  imagine.  But  tAr .'  Sympfon  has 
certainly  a  very  happy  Qor\]t&\ixe— Imitaiions — Which  giving  a  much 
better,  as  well  as  eafier  Senfe,  was  probably  the  true  Reading. 

(40)  And  meereji  innocent' ft ]  Mr.  Theobald  had  prevented  me  in 

this  Cor  reft  ion. 

(41)  My  Being  for  another  Tongue  to  tell  it, 
Ceafe  a  Mother  !  fome  good  Man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  King  and  Country,  I  am  full 

Of  too  much  Woman  s  Pity  ; — ]  Few  Emendations  have  given 
me  fo  much  Pleafure  as  that  of  this  Paflage.  The  Corruption  lay  in 
the  lofs  only  of  about  a  fifth  part  of  a  Letter,  and  yet  it  utterly  fpoil'd 
both  Metre  and  Senfe,  where  both  were  very  beautiful.  It  coft  me 
two  or  three  Turns  before  I  could  hit  upon  it,  but  when  mention'd  it 
carries  immediate  Convidion.  Inftead  of  Ceafe  a  Mother^  it  is  only 
turning  the  C  into  an  O. 

O  .'  eafe  a  Mother  fome  good  Man  that  dares 

Speak  for  his  King  and  Country  ;•  n»p      ■- 

Nor 
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Nor  draw  a  Mother's  Name  in  queftion. 

'Mongft  unborn  People,  to  give  up  that  Man 

To  Law  and  Jullice,  that  unrighteoufly 

Has  fought  his  Father's  Death ;  be  deaf,  be  deaf,  Sir, 

Your  Son  is  the  Offender:  Now  you  have  all. 

Would  I  might  never  fpeak  again.     Leon.  My  Son  ! 

Heav'n  help  m'.     No  more !  I  thought  it. 

And  fince  his  Life  is  grown  io  dangerous: 

Let  them  that  gave  him,  take  him,  he  Ihali  die, 

And  with  him  all  my  Fears. 

Bacha.  Oh  ufe  your  Mercy, 
YouVe  a  brave  Subjed:  to  bellow  it  on. 
I  will  forgive  him,  Sirj  and  for  his  Wrong 
Tome,  rll  be  before  ye.     Leon.  Durft  his  Villany 
Extend  to  thee  ? 

Bacha.  Nothing  but  Meats  of  Youth,  Sir. 

Leon.  Upon  my  Life  he  fought  my  Bed. 

Bacha.    I  muft  confefs  he  loved  me 
Somewhat  beyond  a  Son-,  and  ftill  purfu'd  it 
With  fuch  a  Lull,  I  will  not  fay  Ambition, 
That  clean  forgetting  all  Obedience, 
And  only  following  his  firft  Heat  unto  me, 
He  hotly  fought  your  Death,  and  me  in  Marriage, 

Leon.  Oh  Villain ! 

Bacha.  But  I  forget  all,  and  am  half  afham'd 
To  prefs  a  Man  fo  far. 

Enter  Timantus. 

^im.  Where  is  the  Duke  ? 
For  God's  fake  bring  me  to  him.     Leon.  Here  I  am, 
Each  Corner  of  the  Dukedom  fends  new  Affrights  forth. 
What  would'ft  thou?  Speak.     Tim.  I  cannot,  Sir,  my  Fear 
Ties  up  my  Tongue. 

Leon.  Why,  what's  the  matter?  Take 
Thy  courage  to  thee,  and  boldly  fpeak,  where  arc 
The  Guard  ?  In  the  Gods  Name,  out  with  it. 

Tim.  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Leon.   In  whom  ? 

Bacha.  Double  the  Guard. 

Tim.  There  is  a  Fellow,  Sir.- 

H  h  2  Leon, 
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Leon.  Leave  fhaking,  Man. 

^bn.  'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  wonder. 

Leon.  Well. 

7im.  There  is  a  Fellow,  Sir, 
Clofe  in  the  Lobby :  You  o*  the  Guard, 
Look  to  the  Door  there. 

Leon.  But  let  me  know  the  Bufinefs. 

Tim.  Oh  that  the  Hearts  of  Men  {hould  be  fo  hardened 
Againft  fo  good  a  Duke !   For  God's  fake,  Sir, 
Seek  means  to  fave  yourfelF;  this  wretched  Slave 
Has  his  Sword  in  his  Hand,  I  know  his  Heart: 
Oh  it  hath  almofl:  kill'd  me  with  the  thoughts  of  it. 

Leon.  Where  is  he? 

Enter  the  Guard. 

Tim.  V  th*  Lobby,  Sir,  clofe  in  a  Corner : 
Look  to  yourfelves  for  Heav'n's  fake,  methinks 
He's  here  already.    Fellows  of  the  Guard  be  valiant. 

Leon.  Go  Sirs,  and  apprehend  him  j  Treafon  fhall 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  Gates. 

Tim.  'Tis  done.  [Guard  bring  the  Prince  in, 

Bacha.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it  to  thy  beft  Content. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  the  Comforts  of  my  Age?  They're 
happy 
That  end  their  Days  contented  with  a  little. 
And  live  aloof  from  Dangers,  to  a  King 
Every  content  doth  a  new  Peril  bring. 
Oh  let  me  live  no  longer!  fhame  of  Nature, 
Baflard  to  Honour,  Traitor,  Murderer, 
Devil  in  a  human  Shape.     Away  with  him. 
He  fhall  not  breathe  his  hot  Infeflion  here. 

Leu.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon.  Am  I  or  he  your  Duke?  Away  with  him 
To  a  clofe  Prifon  ;  your  Highnefs  now  fhall  know, 
Such  Branches  muft  be  cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leu.  Whatever  Fortune  comes,  I  bid  it  welcome. 
My  Innocence  is  my  Armour:  Gods  preferve  you.   \Exit. 

Bacha.   Fare  thee  well, 
I  fhall  ne*er  fee  fo  brave  a  Gentleman, 
Would  I  could  weep  out  his  Offences.     Tim.  Or 

I 
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I  could  weep  out  mine  Eyes.     Leon.  Come  Gentlemen, 

We  will  determine  prefently  about 

His  Death,  we  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our 

Safety,  l*m  very  fick,  lead  me  unto  my  Bed.       [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Citizen  and  his  Boy. 

Cit.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  my  Fox  from  the  Cutlers : 
There's  Money  for  the  Scowring:  Tell  him  1  ftop 
A  Groat  fince  th'  laft  great  Mulkr,  he  had  in  Stone-Pitch 
For  th'  bruife  he  took,  with  the  recoiling  of  his  Gun. 

Boy.  Yes,  Sir. 

Cit.  And  do  y'u  hear?  when  you  come,  take  down  my 
Buckler, 
And  fweep  the  Cobwebs  off,  and  grind  the  pick  on*t. 
And  fetch  a  Nail  or  two,  and  tack  on  Bracers  i 
Your  Miflrefs  made  a  Pot-lid  on*t,  1  thank  her. 
At  her  Maid's  Wedding,  and  burnt  cfF  the  H.mdle. 

Boy.  I  will.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Cit.   Who's  within  here,  hoe  Neighbour,  not  ftirring 
yet  ? 

2  Cit.  Oh,  good  Morrow,  good  Morrow, 
What  News,  what  News  ? 

1  Cit.  It  holds,  he  dies  this  Morning.  - 

2  Cit.  Then  happy  Man  be  his  Fortune,  I'm  refolv'd. 

1  Cit.  And  fo  am  I,  and  forty  more  good  Fellows, 
That  will  not  give  their  Heads  for  the  Wafhing,  I  take  it. 

2  Cit.  'Sfoot  Man,  who  would  not  hang  in  fuch  good 

Company, 
And  fuch  a  Caufe.'*  A  Fire,  a  Wife  and  Children! 
'Tis  fuch  a  Jed,  that  Men  fhould  look  behind  'em 
To  th'  World,  and  let  their  Honours,  Neighbours,  flip. 

I  Cit.   I'll  give  thee  a  Pint  of  Ballard  and  a  Roll 
For  that  bare  Word.     2  Cit.  They  fay,  that  we  Tailors  are 
Things  that  lay  one  another,  and  our  Gftfik  hatch  us  : 
I'll  make  fome  of  'em  feel  they  are  Geefe  o'th*  Game  then, 
rfack,  take  down  my  Bill,  'tis  ten  to  one  1  ufe  it. 
Take  a  good  Heart,  Man,  all  the  low  Ward  is  ours. 
With  a  wet  Finger. 

And  by  my  cut-fing'red  Gantlet  ready  for  mc, 
That,  that  1  us'd  to  work  in,  wlien  the  Gentlemen 

Hh  3  Were 
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Were  up  againfl:  us,  and  beaten  out  of  Town, 
And  almoft  out  o'  Debt  too,  for  a  Plague  on  'em 
They  never  paid  well  fince  ;  and  take  heed  Sirrah, 
Your  Miftrefs  hears  not  of  this  Bufinefs, 
She's  near  her  time  ;  yet  if  fhe  do,  I  care  not. 
She  may  long  for  Rebellion,  for  (he  has 
A  deviiifh  Spirit. 

I  Cit.  Come,  let's  call  up  the  new  Ironmonger, 
He  is  as  tough  as  Steel,  and  has  a  fine  Wit 
In  thefe  Refurredlions ;  are  you  ftirring.  Neighbour? 

3  Cit.  [zvithm.]  Oh,  Good- morrow  Neighbours, 
I'll  come  to  you  prefently. 

1  Cit.  Go  to,  this  is  his  Mother's  doing ;  (he's  a  Polecat. 

1  Cit.  As  any  is  in  the  World. 

2  Cit.  Then  fay  I've  hit  it,  and  a  Yengeance  on  her. 
Let  her  be  what  Ihe  will,     i  Cit.  Amen  fay  I, 
She'as  brought  things  to  a  fine  pafs  with  her  Wifdom, 
Do  you  mark  it  ? 

2  Cit.  One  thing  I  am  fure  {he  has,  the  good  old  Duke, 
She  gives  him  Pap  again  they  fay,  and  dandles  him. 
And  hangs  a  Coral  and  Bells  about  his  Neck, 

And  makes  him  believe  his  Teeth  will  come  again  ; 
W^hich  if  they  did,  and  I  he,  I  would  worry  her 
(42)  As  never  Curr  was  worried :  I  would  Neighbour, 
Till  my  Teeth  met  I  know  where,  but  that's  Counfel. 

Enter  third  Citizen* 

^Cit.  Good-morrowNeighbours,  hear  you  the  fad  News? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  would  we  knew  as  well  how  to  prevent  it. 

3  Cit.  I  cannot  tell,  methinks  'twere  no  great  matter. 
If  Men  were  Men,  but  — 

2  Cit.  You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  Calling,  Neighbour  ? 

3  Cit.  No  furely ;  for  I  know  your  Spirit  to  be  tall. 
Pray  be  not  vext.    2  Cit.  Pray  forward  with  your  Counfel ', 
Vm  what  I  am,  and  they  that  prove  me  fhall 

Find  me  to  their  Coft ;  do  you  mark  me  Neighbour, 
T'  their  Coft  I  fay. 

(42)  Js  never  Curr  ivas  nvorried  —  ]  As  this  is  Senfe  I  don't  change 
It,  but  Cat  is  a  much  more  common,  as  well  as  more  proper  Compa- 

t/iUjx  ,  than  Curr  to  a  Shrew. 

I  Cit' 
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1  CU,  Nay,  look  how  foon  you're  angry  ? 

2  Cit.  They  fhall,  Neighbours;  yes,  i  fay  they  fiiall. 

3  Ci/.  I  do  believe  they  Ihall. 

1  Cit.  I  know  they  fhall. 

2  Cit.  Whether  you  do  or  no  I  care  not  two  Pence. 

I  am  no  Beaft,  I  know  mine  own  ftrength,  Neighbours ; 
God  blefs  the  King,  .your  Companies  is  fair. 

1  Cit.  Nay,  Neighbour,  now  ye  err,  now  I  muft  tell  you  fo, 
And  ye  are  twenty  Neighbours.     3  Cit.  You  had  beft 
Go  peach,  do,  peach.     2  Cit.  Peach ;  I  fcorn  the  motion.' 

3  Cit.  Do,  and  fee  what  follows;  I'll  fpend  an  hundred 

Pound, 
And*t  be  two  I  care  not ;  but  I'll  undo  thee. 

2  Cit.  Peach,  Oh  difgraee !  Peach  in  thy  Face,  and  do 
The  word  thou  can'ft ;  I  am  a  True-man,  and  a  Free-man  s 
Peach ! 

1  Cit»  Nay,  look,  you  will  fpoil  all. 

2  Cit.  Peach ! 

1  Cit.  Whilft  you  two  brawl  together. 
The  Prince  will  lofe  his  Life. 

3  Cit.  Come,  give  me  your  Hand, 

I  love  you  well,  are  you  for  the  Acflion  ?     2  Cit.  Yes, 
But  Peach  provokes  me,  'tis  a  cold  Fruit,  I  feel  it 
Cold  in  my  Stomach  flill. 

3  Cit.  No  more,  Pll  give  you  Cake  to  digeft  it. 

Enter  a  fourth  Citizen* 

4  Cit.  Shut  up  my  Shop,  and  be  ready  at  a  call  Boys, 
And  one  o*  you  run  o'er  my  old  Tuck  with  a  few  Afhes, 
'Tis  grown  odious  with  tofting  Cheefe;  and  burn 

A  little  Juniper  in  my  Murrin,  the  Maid  made  it 
Her  Chamber-pot  -,  an  Hour  hence  I'll  come  again  ; 
And  as  you  hear  from  me,  fend  me  a  clean  Shirt. 

3  Cit.  The  Chandler  by  the  Wharf,  and  it  be  thy  Will. 

2  Cit.  GofTip,  Good-morrow. 

4  Cit.  Oh  Good-morrow,  Goflip  ; 
Good-morrow  all,  I  fee  ye  of  one  Mind, 
You  cleave  fo  clofe  together  -,  come  'tis  time, 
I  have  prepared  an  hundred  if  they  ftand. 

1  GV,  'Tis  well  done;  fhall  wc  fever,  and  about  it? 

H  h  4  3  Cit. 
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3  C'lt.  Firfl:,  let's  to  the  Tavern,  and  a  Pint  apiece 
Will  make  us  Dragons.     2  Cit.  I  will  have  no  Mercy, 
Come  wiiat  will  oF  it.     4  Cit.  If  my  Tuck  hold,  I'll  fpic 
The  Guard  like  Larks  with  Sage  between  'cm. 

2  Cit.  1  have 

A  foolidi  Bill  to  reckon  with  'em,  will  make 
Some  of  their  Hearts  ake,  and  I'll  lay  it  on  ; 
Now  fhill  f  fight,  'twill  do  you  good  to  fee  me. 

3  Cit.  Come,  Til  do  fomething  for  the  Town  to  talk  of 
When  I  am  rotten ;  pray  God  there  be  enough 

To  kill,  that's  all.  \Ex€unt» 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus  a7id  Agenor. 

Agen.  How  black  the  Day  begins! 

Dor.  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look 
On  fuch  a  Deed  as  fhall  be  done  this  Morning? 

l>lif.  Does  the  Prince  fuifcr  to  Day  ? 

Dor,  Within  this  Hour,  they  fay. 

Agen.  Well,  they  that  are  moft  wicked  are  mod  fafe  ; 
'Twill  be  a  flrange  Juftice,  and  a  lamentable, 
Gods  keep  us  from  the  too  foon  feeling  of  it. 

Dor.  I  care  not  if  my  Throat  were  next ;  for  to  live  ftilJ, 
And  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the  Shambles. 

iVf/!  Yet  we  muft  do't  and  thank  'em  too,  that  our  Lives 
May  be  accepted.     Agen.  Faith  I'll  go  ftarve  myfelf. 
Or  grow  difeas'd  to  Hiarne  the  Hangman  ;  for 
Tm  lure  he  fliall  be  my  Herald,  and  quarter  me. 

Dor.  Ay,  a  Plague  on  him,  he's  too  excellent  at  Arms, 

l^if.  (43)  Will  you  go  fee  this  fad  Sight,  Lord  Agenor? 

A'^en.  I'll  make  a  VJourner. 

Dor.  If  I  could  do  him  any  good,  I  would  go. 
The  bare  Sight  elfe  will  but  afBi6b  my  Spirit, 
My  Pr  .ye-rs  Ihuil  be  as  near  him  as  your  Eyes ; 
As  y*  find  hitn  fettled,  remember  my  Love  and  Service 
T*  his  Grace. 

Nif.  Wc  will  weep  for  you.  Sir :  Farewel.      [_Exeunf. 

Dor.  Farewel ; 
To  all  our  Happinefs,  a  long  Farewel, 

(45)  Will  you  go  fee  this  faid  Sight  ^^1  Former  Editions.  Mr.  Theobald 
concuxr'd  in  the  Emendation, 

Thou 
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Thou  angry  Power,  whether  ot  Heav'n  or  Hell, 

Thou  lailt  tais  Iharp  Corrcdion  on  our  Kingdom 

For  uur  Oiicnccs,  innnite  and  mighty  ! 

Oh  hear  me,  and  :it  Icn^ch  be  pleas'd,  be  pleas'd 

W'itn  fity  to  draw  back  thy  Vengeance, 

Too  iicavy  for  our  Wcakacfs  -,  and  accept 

(Since  It  11)  your  Difcretion,  heav'nly  Wifdoms, 

To  have  it  lo)  this  Sacrifice  for  all, 

Th.iL  now  IS  tlying  to  your  H.ippinefs, 

Only  tor  you  molt  fit  ;  let  all  our  Sins 

SufiTer  in  him.  \^AJhout  within. 

Gods,  what's  the  matter  ?  I  hope 

>Tis  Joy  i  how  now,  my  Lords? 

Enter  Agenor  and  Nifus. 

Kif.  I'll  tell  you  with  that  little  Breath  I  have  ; 
IVIore  Joy  than  you  dare  think,  the  Prince  is  fafe 
From  Danger. 

Dor.  How  ! 

Agen.   'Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was  -,  his  Hour  was  come 
To  lofe  his  Life,  he  ready  for  the  Stroke, 
Nobly,  and  full  of  Saint-like  Patience, 
Went  with  his  Guard  j  which  when  the  People  faw. 
Companion  firft  went  out,  mingled  with  Tears, 
That  bred  Dcfires,  and  Whifpers  to  each  other. 
To  do  fome  worthy  Kindnefs  for  the  Prince, 
And  e'er  they  underftood  well  how  to  do. 
Fury  ftcpt  in,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 
Thrufting  on  every  Hand  to  refcue  him, 
As  a  white  Innocent ;  then  flew  the  roar 
Through  all  the  Streets,  of  Save  him^fave  him,fave  him  : 
And  as  they  cry*d,  they  did  ;  for  catching  up 
Such  fudden  Weapons  as  their  Madnefs  fhew'd  them. 
In  fliort,  they  beat  the  Guard,  and  took  him  from  'em. 
And  now  march  with  him  like  a  Royal  Army. 

Dor.  Heav'n,  Heav'n  I  thank  thee,  what  a  Slave  was  I 
To  have  my  Hand  fo  far  from  this  brave  Refcue, 
*T  'ad  been  a  thing  to  brag  on  when  1  was  old. 
Shall  w'  run  for  a  Wager  to  the^next  Temple,  and  give 
thanks  ^ 

Nif. 
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Nif.  As  fad  as  Wiflies. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus  5  the  "People  within  Jl op. 

Leu.  Good  Friends  go  home  again,  there's  not  a  Man 
Shall  go  with  me.     Ifm.  Will  you  not  take  revenge  ? 
I'll  call  them  on. 

Leu.  All  that  love  me,  depart : 
I  thank  you,  and  will  fervc  you  for  your  Loves ; 
But  I  will  thank  you  more  to  fuffer  me 
To  govern  'em  5  once  more  I  do  beg  of  yc. 
For  my  fake  to  your  Houfes. 

All  [within. "]  Gods  preferve  you. 

Ifm.  And  what  Houfe  will  you  go  to  ? 

Lett.  Ifmenus,  I  will  take  the  warieft  Courfes  • 
That  I  can  thinlc  of  to  defend  myfelf, 
But  not  offend. 

Jfm.  (44)  Yo'  may  kill  your  Mother,  and  ne'er  offend 
your  Father, 
Or  any  honeft  Man.     Leu.  Thou  know'ft  I  can 
Scape  now,  that's  all  I  look  for  5  I  will  leave— 

Jfm.  Timantus,  a  Pox  take  him,  would  I  had  him  here, 
I'd  kill  him  at  his  own  Weapon  fingle  fithes. 
W^eVe  built  enough  on  him  j  Plague  on't,  I'm  out  of 
All  Patience  ;  difcharge  fuch  an  army  as  this. 
That  would  have  followed  you  without  paying,  Oh  Gods  f 

Leu.  To  what  end  fhould  I  keep  'em  ?  I  am  free. 

If?n.  Yes,  free  o'th*  Traitors,  for  you  areproclaim'd  one. 

Leu.  Shou'd  I  therefore  make  myfelf  one  ?     Ifm.  This 
is  one  of 
Your  moral  Philofophy,  is  it  ?     Heav'n  blefs  me 
From  Subtikies  to  undo  myfelf  with  ;   but  I  know. 
If  Reafon  herfelf  were  here,  fhe  would  not  pare 
With  her  own  Safety. 

Leu.  Well,  pardon,  Ifmenus,  for  I  know 
My  Courfes  are  moft  juft;  nor  will  I  ftain  'em 
With  one  bad  A6tion  ;  for  thyfelf  thou  know'fl, 

(4.4)  Tou  may  hill  your  Mother,  and  ne'er  offend  your  Father,  an 
loneji  Man.'}  Former  Editions.  Both  Senfe  and  Meafure  require  the 
Emendation. 
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That  though  I  may  command  thee,  I  fhall  be 
A  ready  Servant  to  thee  if  thou  needft  ; 
And  fo  ril  take  my  leave. 
Ifm.  Of  whom? 
Leu,  Of  thee. 

Ifm.  Heart,  you  fhall  take  no  Jeave  of  me 
Leu.  Shall  I  not  ? 

Ifm.  No,  by  the  Gods  Ihall  you  not;  nay,  if  you  have 
No  more  Wit  but  t'  go  abfolutely  alone, 
I'll  be  in  a  little.     Leu.  Nay,  prithee,  good  Ifmenus 
Part  with  me.   Jfm.lv/o'n't  i'faith,  ne'er  move  it  any  more  > 
For  by  this  good  Light  I  wo*not. 

Leu.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly. 
Ifmenus,  you  muft  leave  me.     Ifm.  Yes,  if  you  can 
Beat  me  away  j  elfe  the  Gods  refufe  me. 
If  I  will  leave  you  till  I  fee  more  Reafon; 
You  fhan't  undo  yourfelf. 
Leu.  But  why  wilt  n't  leave  me  ? 
Ifm.  Why,  I  will  tell  you :  Becaufe  when  you  are  gone. 

Then Life,  if  I  have  not  forgot  my  Reafon 

•^ -Hell  take  me  •,  you  put  me  out  of  Patience  fo  ; 

Oh!  marry,  when  you  are  gone,  then  will  your  Mother 
(A  Pox  confound  her)  fhe  ne*er  comes  in  my  Head, 
But  Ih'  fpoils  my  Memory  too :  there  are  a  hundred  Reafons* 
Leu.  But  fhew  me  one. 
Ifm.  Shew  you  ;  what  a  ftir  here  is ; 
Why  I  will  fliew  you  :  Do  you  think,  well,  well, 
I  know  what  I  know,  I  pray  come,  come.  'Tis  in  vain, 
— But  I  am  fure.     Devils  take  'em  ;  what  do  I  meddle 
with  them  ? 

You  know  yourfelf Soul,  I  think  I  am  j 

Is  there  any  Man  i'th*  World  ?  as  if  you  knew  not  this 
Already  better  than  I.     Pifh,  pifh,   I'll  give  no  Reafon. 
Leu.  But  I  will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou  Ihouldft  ftay  i 
I  have  not  one  Friend  in  the  Court  but  thou. 
On  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  trufl:  to  fend  me 
Any  Intelligence;  and  ifthoulov'ft  me 
Thou  wilt  do  this,  thou  need' ft  not  fear  to  ftay. 
For  there  are  new-come  Proclamations  out, 
Where  all  arc  pardon'd  but  myfelf.     Jfm,  'Tis  true. 

And 
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And  i'th*  Tame  Proclamation,  your  fine  Sifter 
Urania,  whom  you  us'd  f  kindly,  *s  proclaimed  Heir 
Apparent  to  the  Crown. 

Leu,  What  though,  thou  may'ft  (lay  at  home  without 
Danger  ? 

Jfifi.  Danger,  hang  Danger,  what  tell  you  me  of  Danger  ? 

Leu.  Why  if  thou  wilt  not  do*t,  I  think  thou  dar'il  not. 

Ifm.  1  dare  not  i  if  you  fpeak  it  in  earneft,  you  are 
A  Boy. 

Leu.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  fee  you  do*t. 

Jfm.   Why  fo  you  Ihall,  I  will  ftay. 

Leu.  Why  God-a- mercy  — ~— 

If7n.  You  know  I  love  you  but  too  well. 

Leu.  Now  take  thcfe  few  Diredions,  and  farewel ; 
Send  to  me  by  the  warieft  ways  thou  can*ft  ; 
I  have  a  Soul  tells  me  we  fliall  meet  often. 
The  Gods  prottr(5l  thee. 

Ifm,  Pox  o'  myfelf  for  an  Afs,  ] 

I'm  crying  now—  God  be  with  you,  if  I  never 
S-e  you  again  ;  why  then  pray  get  you  gone. 
Fur  Gnel"  and  Anger  wo'not  let  me  know 
"What  I  fay,  I'll  to  tne  Court 
ils  fail:  as  I  can,  and  fee  the  new  Heir  apparent. 

[^Exeunt  ^ 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Urania  and  her  Woman, 

UrarV\J  HAT,  haft  thou  found  him  ? 

YY       Woman.  Madam,  he  is  coming  in. 
Ura.  God  blefs  my  Brother,  whcrefoe'er  he  is; 
And  I  befeech  you  keep  me  fro  the  Bed 
Of  any  naughty  Tyrant,   whom  my  Mother 
Would  ha'me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  Ifmenus. 

Ifm.  What  would  her  new  Grace  have  with  me  ? 
Ura.  Leave  us  a  while.  My  Lord  Ifmenusy   {Exit  Worn, 
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I  pray  for  the  Love  of  Heav'n  and  God, 

That  you  would  tdl  me  one  thing,  which  I  know 

You  can  do  wceJ. 

Ifm.  Where's  her  fain  Grace  ? 

Ura.  You  know  me  weel  inough,  but  that  you  mock, 
I'm  (he  my  Sen.    Jffn.  God  blefs  him  that  Ihall  be 
Thy  Husband,  if  thou  wear'fl  the  Breeches  thus  foon, 
Thou'Jt  be  as  impudent  as  thy  Mother. 

Ura.  But  will  you 
Tell  me  this  one  thing?     7/;;;.  What  is  it?  if  it 
Be  no  great  matter  whether  I  do  or  no, 
Perhaps  I  will. 

Ura.  Yes  faith,  'tis  matter. 

Ifm.  And  what  is't  ? 

Ura.  I  pray  you  let  m*  know  where  th*  Prince  my 
Brother  is. 

Ifm.  I'faith  you  fhan  be  hang'd  firfl:,  is  your  Mother 
So  foolifh  as  to  think  that  your  good  Grace 
Can  fift  it  out  of  me  ?  Ura.  If  you've  any  Mercy 
Left  in  you  to  a  poor  Wench,  tell  me.     Ifm.  Why, 
Woula'ft  thou  not  have  thy  Brains  beat  out  for  this. 
To  foilow  thv  Mother's  Steps  {o  young  .^ 

Ura.  But  believe  me,  fhe  knows  none  of  this, 

Ifm.  Believe  you.^ 
Why  do  you  think  I  never  had  my  Wits? 
Or  that  I  am  run  out  of  them  ?  how  fhould  it 
Belong  to  you  to  know,  if  1  could  tell  ? 

Ura.   Why  I  will  tell  you,  and  if  I  fpeak  falfe 
Let  the  De'il  ha'me  :   yondcr's  a  bad  Man, 
Come  from  a  Tyrant  to  my  Mother,  and  what  Name 
They  ha'  for  him,  good  faith  I  cannot  tell. 

Ifm.  An  Ambaflidor. 

Ura.  That's  it  ;  but  he  would  carry  me  away. 
And  have  me  marry  his  Mafter  j  and  I'll  day 
E'er  I  will  ha'  him. 

Ifm    But  what's  this  to  knowing 
Where  the  Prince  is  ? 

Ura.  Yes,  for  y'  know  all  my  Mother  does  ; 
Agen  the  Prince,  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

Ifm.  Pray,  (I  I^ow  that  too  well)  what  then  ?  Ura.  Why 
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I  would  go  to  the  good  Marquis  my  Brother, 
And  put  myfelf  into  his  Hands,  that  fo 
He  may  preferve  himfclf. 

Ifm.  Oh  that  thou  hadft:  no  Seed  of  thy  Mother  in  thee 
And  could'ft  mean  this  now.     XJra.  Why,  ifeth  I  do, 
Wou'd  1  might  ne'er  ftir  more  if  I  do  not. 

Ifm.  I  (hall  prove  a  ridiculous  Fool,  TJl  be  damn'd  elfc; 
Hang  me  if  i  don't  half  believe  thee,  lira.  By  my  Troth 
You  may. 

Ifm.  By  my  Troth  I  do  :   I  know  Tm  an  Afs  for't. 
But  I  cann*t  help  it. 

IJra.  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 
Ifm.  Yes  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  elfe  i'th'  World  ; 
For  I  think  thou  art  as  good  a  Creature  as 
Ever  was  born. 

Ura.  But  ail  go  i'this  Lad's  Apparel ; 
But  you  mun  help  me  to  Silver. 

Ifm.  Help  thee?  why  the  Pox  take  him 
That  will  not  help  thee  to  any  thing  i'th'  World, 
I'll  help  thee  to  Mony,  and  I'll  do't  prefently  too. 
And  yet — Soul,  if  you  Ihould  play  the  fcurvy  Harlotry, 
The  little  pocky  Baggage  now  and  cozen  me. 
What  then  ?    tfra.  Why,  an  I  do,  wou'd  I  might  ne'er 
See  Day  again.     Ifm»  Nay,  by  this  Light,!  do  not  think 
Thou  wilt :  I'll  prefsntly  provide  thee 
Mony  and  a  Letter.  {Ealt  Ifm. 

Ura.  Ay,  but  I'll  ne'er  deliver  it. 
When  I  have  found  my  Brother,  I  will  beg 
To  ferve  him  ;  but  he  fhall  ne'er  know  who  I  am  i 
For  he  muft  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  Mother  ; 
I'll  fay  I'm  a  Country  Lad  that  want  a  Service, 
And  have  ftraid  on  him  by  chance,  left  he  difcover  me ; 
I  know  I  muft  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I  ha*  to  fpend,  fhall  be  in  ferving  him. 
And  though  my  Mother  feek  to  take  his  Life  away, 
(45)  In  ai  Day  my  Brother  fhall  be  taught 
That  I  was  ever  good,  though  fhe  were  naught.       [Exit, 

Enter 

(45)    In  a  "Day  my  Brother  /hall  ht  taught']     A»   the   next  Line 
rhime$  Co  this,  it  cannot  be  thought  that  the  Meafure  would  be  here 

negle^ed. 
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Enter  Bacha  and  Timantus :  Bacha  reading  a  Letter, 

Bacha.  Run  away  !  the  Devil  be  her  Guide. 
^im.  Faith  fhe's  gone :  there's  a  Letter,  I  found  it  in  her 
Pocket, 
Would  I  were  with  her,  fhe's  a  handfome  Lady, 
A  Plague  upon  my  Bafhfulncfs,  I  had  bobb*d  her 
Long  ago  elfe. 

Bacha.  What  a  bafc  Whore  is  this,  that  after  all 
My  ways  for  her  Advancement,  fhould  fo  poorly 
Make  Virtue  her  Undoer,  and  chufe  this  time. 
The  King  being  deadly-fick,  and  I  intending 
A  prefent  Marriage  with  fome  Foreign  Prince, 
To  ftrengthen  and  fecure  myfelf.     She  writes  here. 
Like  a  wife  Gentlewoman,  fhe  will  not  Hay  : 
And  the  Example  of  her  dear  Brother,  makes  her 
(46)  Fear  for  herfelf,  to  whom  fhe  means  to  fly. 
ftitn.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Bacha.  Now  Poverty  and  Leachery,  which  is  thy  End, 
Rot  thee,  where-e'er  thou  goeft  with  all  thy  Goodnefs. 

I'm.  Berla'y  they'll  bruife  her,  and  fhe  were  of  Brafs, 
Tm  fure  they'll  break  Stone  Walls :   I*ve  had  Experience 
O'  them  both,  and  they  have  made  me  defperatc. 
But  there's  a  MelTenger,  Madam,  come  from  the  Prince 
With  a  Letter  to  Ifmenus,  who  by  him 
Returns  an  Anfwer.    Bacha.  This  comes 's  pat  as  Wiflies ; 
Thou'lt  prefently  away,  Timantus.  7/>«.Whither,  Madam  ? 
Bacha.   To  the  Prince,   and  take  the  Meflenger  for 

Guide. 
Tifn.  What  fliall  I  do  there  ?  I  have  done  too  much 
Mifchief  to  be  believ'd  again  ;  or  indeed,  to  fcape 
With  my  Head  on  my  Back,  if  I  be  once  known. 

Bacha.  Thou'rt  a  weak  Ihallow  Fool,  get  thee  a  Difguife, 
And  withal  when  thou  com'ft  before  him,  have  a  Letter 
f  cign'd  to  deliver  him,  and  then,  as  thou 

negleftcd.  The  oldell  Quarto  reads,  /«  ai  £)<zy,—— and  it  was  pro- 
bably a  Continuation  of  Urania'%  pretty  rullicity  ;  tho'  no  Word  oc- 
curs that  is  very  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters.     It  might  have  been. 

In  after  Day, or.    In  thaten  Day. 

(46)  Ftar  htrfeif^  ■     .    }    Former  Editions. 

Haft 
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Haft  ever  hope  of  Goodnefs  by  me,  or  after  me,' 
Strike  one  home  ftroke  that  fhall  not  need  another  j 
Dar'ft  thou  fpeak,  dar'll  thou?  If  thou  falleft  ofT, 
Go  be  a  Rogue  again,  and  lye  and  pander 
T'  procure  thy  Meat.     Dar'ft  thou  ?  Speak  to  me  ? 

3/w.  Sure  1  fhall  never  walk  when  I  am  dead: 
I  have  no  Spirit,  Madam,  I'll  be  drunk 
But  I  will  do  it,  that  is  all  my  Refuge.  \^Exit^ 

Bacha.  Away,  no  more  ;  then  I  will  raife  an  Arrny 
"VVhilft  th'  King  yet  lives,  if  all  the  Means  and  Power 
I  have  can  do  it,  I  cann't  tell. 

Enter  Ifmenus  and  three  Lords. 

Ifm,  Are  you  inventing  ftill  ?  We'll  eafe  your  Studies.' 

Bacha.  Why  how  now,  you  faucy  Lords  j" 

Jfm.  Nay,  I'll  fhake  ye ;  yes.  Devil,  1  will  fhake  ye. 

Bacha.  Do  not  you  know  me.  Lords  ? 

Nif.  Yes,  deadly  Sin,  we  know  ye,  would  we  did  not. 

Ifm.  Do  you  hear,  Whore,  a  plague  a  God  upon  theej^ 
The  Duke  is  dead.     Bacha.  Dead!     Ifm    Ay, 
Wild- fire  and  Brimftone  take  thee  ;  good  iVIan  he 
Is  dead,  and  paft  thofe  Miferies  which  thou 
Thou  fait  infedlion-like,  like  a  Difeafe 
Flungeft  upon  his  Head.     Doft  thou  hear,  and  'twere 
Not  more  refpe(5t  to  Womanhood  in  general 
Than  thee,  becaufe  I  had  a  Mother,  who-— 
I  will  not  fay  Ihe  w*s  good,  flie  liv*d  fo  near 
Thy  Time,  1  would  have  thee  in  Vengeance  of 
This  Man  whofe  Peace  is  made  in  Heav'n  by  this  time. 
Tied  to  a  Poft,  and  dried  i'th*  Sun  ;  and  after 
Carried  about,  and  fhewn  at  Fairs  for  Mony, 
With  a  long  Story  of  the  Devil  thy  Father, 
That  taught  thee  to  be  Whorifh,  Envious,  Bloody, 

Bacha    Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ifm.  You  fleering  Harlot,  I'll  have  a  Horfe  to  leap  thee. 
And  thy  bafe  I  flue  fhall  carry  Sumpters.  Come,  Lords, 
Bring  her  along,  we'll  to  the  Prince  all,  where 
Her  Hell-hood  fhall  wait  his  Cenfure  :  and  if  he  fpare 
Thee,  She-Goat,  may  he  lie  with  thee  again  ;  and  befide, 
May'ft  thou  lay  to  on  him  fome  nafl;y  foul  Difeafe, 

That 
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That  Hate  (lill  follows,  and  his  End  a  dry  Ditch. 
Lead,  you  corrupted  Whore,  or  I'll  draw  a  Goad 
Shall  make  you  skip ;  away  to  the  Prince.     Bacha.  Ha, 

ha,  ha. 
I  hope  yet  I  fhall  come  too  late  to  find  him.  [Cornets. 

(47)  Cupid  above. 

Cup.  The  Time  now  of  Revenge  draws  near, 
Nor  /hall  it  Icflen  as  1  am  a  God, 
With  all  the  Cries  and  Prayers  that  have  been. 
And  thofe  that  be  to  come,  though  they  be  infiniti 
In  need  and  number. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Urania. 

Leu.  Alas,  poor  Boy,  why  doft  thou  follow  me? 
"What  canft  thou  hope  for?  I  am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Ura.  In  good  feth  I  fhall  be  wecl  and  rich  enough^ 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you. 

Leu.  Why  doft  thou  chufe  out  me,  Boy,  to  undo  thee  .? 
Alas,  for  Pity- take  another  Mafter, 
That  may  be  able  to  deferve  thy  Love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter  ;  me  thou  knowcft  not, 
IVIore  than  my  Mifery  ;  and  therefore  canft  not 
Look  for  Rewards  at  my  Hands ;  would  I  were  able. 
My  pretty  Knave,  to  do  thee  any  Kindnefs  i 
Truly,  good  Boy,  I  would  upon  my  Faith, 
Thy  harmlefs  Innocency  moves  me  at  Heart ; 
Wilt  thou  go  fave  thyfelf  ^  why  doft  thou  wee  p 
Alas  I  do  not  chide  thee.     Ura.  I  cannot  tell. 
If  I  go  from  you,  Sir,  I  (hall  ne'er  draw  Day  more  : 
Pray  if  you  can,  (\  will  be  true  to  you) 

(47)  Cornets.  Cupid/row  above. 

Enter  Leucippus  a«</ Urania  :  Leuci_  pus  nijith  a  bloody  Handker- 
chief "^  Here  we  have  the  Diredtionsof  the  Prompter's  Book  inferted  ; 
for  the  bloody  Handkerchief  is  only  to  be  ui'd  when  Urania  is  ftabb'd. 
Befide  this,  Cupid  is  made  to  appear  without  fpeaking,  and  the  Speech 
he  makes  at  the  Conclufion  much  more  properly  fuits  this  Place  ;  and 
therefore  I  believe  the  Reader  will  think  it  neceflary  to  have  it  rellor'd. 
The  Cornets  mull  cither  belong  to  Cupid,  in  wiiich  I  fee  no  Propriety, 
or  they  belong  to  the  End  of  the  lali  Scene,  when  Ifmsnus  and  the 
Lords  go  out  triumphant  with  Bacha  Prifoner,  and  to  proclaim  Leu- 
cippus.    I  have  therefore  plac'd  them  there. 

Vol.  IX.  li  Let 
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Let  me  wait  on  you  -,  if  I  were  a  Man, 

I  would  fight  tor  you:  Sure  you  have  fome  IJl-willers, 

I'd  flay  'em.    Leu.  Such  harmlefs  Souls  arc  ever  Prophets  : 

(48 j  Weil,  take  thy  Wifli,  thou  Ihalc  be  with  me  ftill : 

But  prithee  eat,  my  good  Boy  ;  thou  wilt  die, 

My  Child,  if  thou  ialt  one  Day  more.     Thefe  four  Days 

Thou'll  tafted  nothing:  Go  into  the  Cave 

And  eat,  thou  Ihalt  hnd  fomething  for  thee  there 

To  bring  thy  Blood  again,  and  thy  fair  CoJour. 

Ura.  1  cannot  eat,  God  thank  you.     But  I'Jl  eat 
To  Morrow.     Leu.  Thou'c  be  dead  by  that  time.    Ura.  I 

fliould  be 
Well  then,  for  you'll  not  love  me.     Leu.  I'deed  I  will. 
This  is  the  prettieit  PafTion  e'er  I  felt  yet ; 
Why  doft  thou  look  To  earneftly  upon  me  } 

Ura.  You've  fair  Eyes,    Mailer.     Leu.  Sure  the  Boy 
#  dotes: 
Why  doft  thou  figh,  my  Child .''    Ura.  To  think  that  fuch  a 
Fine  Man  (hould  live,  and  no  gay  Lady  love  him. 
Leu.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 
Ura.  Yes  fure  till  1  die,  and  when 
1  am  in  Heav'n,  I'll  e'en  wifii  for  you  there. 

Leu.  And  1*11  come  to  thee,  Boy.     This  is  a  Love 
I  never  yet  heard  tell  of.     Come,  thou'rt  fieepy.  Child  ; 
Go  in,  and  I'll  fit  with  thee  :  Heav'n,  what  portends  this  ? 

Ura.  You're  fad,  but  I'm  not  fleepy,  would  I  could 
Do  ought  to  make  you  merry  ;  fliall  I  fing  } 

Leu.  If  thou  wilt,  good  Boy.  Alas,  my  Boy,  that  thou 
Should'ft  comfort  me,  and  art  far  worfe  than  1 ! 

Enter  Timantus  'w'lih  a  Letter^  difguifed. 

Ura.  Law,  M after,  there  is  one,  look  to  yourfelf. 

Leu.  \vnat  art  thou  chat  into  thisdifmal  Jr'iace, 
Which  notning  could  find  out  but  Mifery, 
Thus  boldly  ftepft  \  Comfort  was  never  here. 
Here  is  no  Food,  nor  Beds,  nor  any  Houfc 
Built  by  a  better  Archited  than  Beafts  j 

(48)  Well,  I  take  thy  W,Jh. ]     The  Meafure  and  Senfe  both 

require  us  to  expunge  the  /.     This  whole  Scene,  and  indeed  much  the 
grtatelt  Pare  of  the  ^^I'^Vt  has  been  ah\ays  huheno  printed  as  Profe. 

And 
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And  e'er  you  get  dwelling  from  one  of  them. 
You  mufl:  fight  for  it ;  if  you  conquer  h,m. 
He  is  your  Meat  ;  if  not,  you  mult  be  his. 

^im.   I  come  to  you  (for  if  1  not  miftake. 
You  are  the  Prince)  from  that  moll  noble  Lord 
IJmenus  with  a  Letter,     lira.  Alas,  I  fear 
I  ihall  be  now  difcover'd.     Leu.  Now  \  feel 
Myfelf  the  pooreft  of  all  mortal  things. 
Where  is  he  that  receives  fuch  Courtefies, 
But  he  has  means  to  fliew  his  Gratefulnefs 
Some  way  or  other  ?   I  have  none  at  all ; 
I  know  not  how  to  fpeak  fo  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  but  to  thefe  Trees. 

I'iin.  His  Letters  fpeak  him,  Sir • 

U>  a.  Gods  keep  me  but  from  knowing  him  till  I  die. 
Ay  me,  fure  1  cannot  live  a  Day. 

[Leucippus  opening  the  Lftter^  the  whilji  Timantus  rum 
at  him.,  and  \Jra,n'nJleps  before. 
Oh  thou  foul    Traitor  : 
How  do  you,  Mafter  ? 

Leu.  How  doft  thou,  my  Child  ?    Alas !  look  on  this. 
It  may  make  thee  repentant,  to  behold 
Thofe  innocent  Drops  that  thou  haft  drawn  from  thence. 

Ura.  'Tis  nothing.  Sir,  and  you  be  well. 

'Tim.  Oh  pardon  me, 
Know  you  me  now.   Sir  ? 

Leu.  How  could' ft  thou  find  me  out  ? 

Tim.  We  intercepted 
A  Letter  from  Ifmenus,  and  the  Bearer 
Direfled  me. 

Leu.  Stand  up,  Timantus,  boldly. 
The  World  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty 
Of  divers  Treafons  to  the  State  and  me  : 
But  oh  far  be  it  from  the  Innocence 
Of  a  juft  Man,  to  give  a  Traitor  Death 
Without  a  Trial  ;  here  the  Country  is  not 
(49)  To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee  ;  therefore  take 

(49)  To  pur^e  thee  or  condemn  thee  ;   therefore 

A  nobler  Trial  than  thou  dojl  defer've,']      Here  r.  Verb  is  evi- 
dently left  out,  being  equally  neceffary  to  the  Senfe  and  Meafure. 

I  i  2  A 
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A  nobler  Trial  than  thou  doft  deferve, 
KiiCher  than  none  at  a!i ;  here  I  accufe  thee 
Before  the  Face  o[  Heav'n,  to  be  a  Traitor 
Both  to  the  Duke  my  Father  and  to  me, 
A  ,d  the  whole  Land  •,  fpeak,  is  it  fo  or  no  ? 
■Jim.  Tis  true,  Sir,  pardon  me. 
htu.  'Jake  heed,  Tbnantus^ 
How  thou  doft  caft  away  thyfelf,  I  muft 
Proceed  to  Execution  haftily 
If  thou  confefs  it  j  fpeak  once  again,  is*t  fo  or  no  ? 
^im.  1  am  not  guiky.  Sir. 
Leu.  Gods  and  thy  Sword 
Acquit  thee,  here  it  is.  [Gives  him  bis  Sword, 

Tim.  I'll  not  ufe  any  Violence 
Againft  your  Highnefs.     Leu.  At  thy  Peril  then. 
For  this  muft  be  thy  Tryal  ;  and  from  henceforth 
Look  to  thyfelf. 

[Timantus  draws  his  Sword^  they  fight,  Timantus/<2///. 
Tiin.'  1  do  befccch  you,  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fight.     J^eu.  Up,  up  again,  Timantus^ 

There  is  no  wav  but  this,  believe  me.     Now  if ■ 

Fie,  fie,   Timantus,  is  there  no  Ufage  can 
Recover  thee  rrom  Baicnefs  ?  wert  thou  longer 
T'  converfe  vvich  Men,  I'd  have  chid  thee  for  this: 
Be  all  thy  Faults  forgiven. 

Tim.  Oh  fpare  me.  Sir,  I  am  not  fit  for  Death. 
Leu.  I  think  thou  art  not,  yet  truft  me,  fitter  than 
For  Life  :  Yet  tell  me  e'er  thy  Breath  be  gone, 
Know'ft  of  any  other  Plots  againft  me  ? 
Tiin.   Of  rjOTie. 
Leu.  What  courfe  wouldft  thou  have  taken,  when  thou 

had  ft  kill  d,  mo? 
Tim.  I  would  have  ta'en  your  Page,  and  married  her. 
Leu.  What  Page? 

Tim.  Your  Boy  there-     "  .  •  {Dies. 

[Urania  ybco»5. 
Leu.  Is  he  fliil'n  mad  in  Death,  what  does  he  mean  ? 
Some  gcod  God  help  me  at  the  worft  j   how  doft  thou  ? 
Let  not  thy  Mifery  vex  me,  thou  fhalt  have 
What  thy  poor  Heart  can  wifti :  i  am  a  Prince, 

And 
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And  I  will  keep  thee  in  the  gayefl:  Cloaths, 
And  th*  hneft  things,  that  ever  pretty  Boy 
Had  given  him. 

Ura.  I  know  you  well  enough, 
Feth  1  am  dying,  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

Leu.  But  llir  up  thyfelf  i  look  what  a  Jewel  here  is. 
See  how  it  gliders ;  what  a  pretty  fhew 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  Ear  ?  ha,  fpeak, 
Eat  but  a  bit,  and  take  it. 

Ura.  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Leu.  I  prithee  mind  thy  Health  ;    why  that's  well  faid, 
Mv  good  Boy,  fmile  ftill. 

Ura.  I  (hall  fmile  till  Death 
An  I  fee  you,  1  am  Urania, 
Your  Sifter-in-law. 

Leu.  HowP 

Ura.  I  am  Urania. 

Leu.  Dulnefs  did  feize  me,  now  I  know  thee  well  *, 
Alas,  why  cam*rt  thou  hither  ?     Ura.  Feth  for  love, 
I  would  not  let  you  know  till  I  was  dying; 
For  you  could  not  love  me,  my  Mother  was 
So  naught.     Leu.   I  will  love  thee,  or  any  thing ; 
What  ?  wilt  thou  leave  me  as  foon  as  I  know  thee  ? 
Speak  one  Word  to  me ;  alas  fhe's  paft  it. 
She  never  will  fpeak  more. 
What  noife  is  that  i*  'tis  no  matter  who 

Enter  Ifmenus  with  the  Lords. 

Comes  on  me  now.     What  worfe  than  mad  are  you 
That  feck  out  Sorrows?  if  you  love  Delights 
Bfgone  from  hence.     Jfrn.  Sir,  'tis  lor  you  we  come. 
As  Soldiers  to  revenge  the  Wrongs  you've  fuffer'd 
Under  this  naughty  Creature  ;  what  ftiall  be  done  wirh  her  ; 
Say,  1  am  ready.  Leu.  Leave  her  to  Heav*n,  brave  Coufin, 
And  they  fliall  tell  her  how  Hie  'as  finn'd  againft  *cm, 
My  Hand  fhall  ne'er  beftain'd  with  fuch  bale  Bloodj*- 
Live,  wicked  Mother  ;  that  reverend  Title  be 
Your  Pardon,  I'll  ufe  no  extremity 
Agiinfl  you,  but  leave  you  to  Hcav'n. 

Bacha.  Hell  take  you  all,  or  if  there  be  a  Place 

Of 
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Of  Torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither  ; 

And  till  the  Devils  have  you,  may  your  Lives 

Be  one  continu'd  Plague,  and  fuch  a  one 

That  knows  no  Friends  nor  Ending.     May  all  Ages 

That  fhall  fucceed,  curfe  you  as  I  do  ;  and 

If  it  be  poflible,  I  ask  it  Heav'n, 

Thar  your  bafe  IfTues  may  be  ever  Monfters, 

That  muft  for  lliame  of  Nature  and  Succeffion, 

Be  drown'd  like  Dogs. 

Would  I  had  Breath  to  pleafe  you. 

Leu.  Would  you  had  Love  within  you,  and  fuch  Grief 
As  might  become  a  Mother  ;  look  you  there. 
Know  you  that  Face  ?  that  was  Urania  •, 
Thefe  are  the  Fruits  of  thofe  unhappy  Mv)thers, 
That  labour  with  fuch  horrid  Births  as  you  do  ; 
If  you  can  weep,  there's  Caufe  j  poor  Innocent, . 
Your  Wickednefs  has  kiii'd  her  ;  I'Jl  weep  .'or  you. 

Ifjn.  (50)  Monftrous  Woman, 
2^ars  would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  fhe  caMnot. 

Leu.  Here  lies  your  Minion  too,  fl.uii  by  my  Hand, 
I  will  not  fay  you  are  the  Caule  ;  vet  crtain, 
I  know  you  were  to  blame,  the  Gods  forgive  you. 

Ifm.  See,  fhe  (lands  now  as  it  ilie  were  inveating 
Some  new  Dcftrudion  for  the  World* 

Leu.  Ijmenus^ 
Thou'rt  welcome  yet  to  my  fad  Company. 

Ifm.  I  come  to  make  you  fomewhac  fadder.  Sir. 

Leu.  You  cannot,  I  am  at  the  height  already. 

Ifm.  Your  Father's  dead. 

Leu.  I  thought  fo,  Heav*n  be  with  him  : 
Oh  Woman,  Woman,  weep  now  or  never,  thou 
Haft  made  more  Sorrows  than  we've  Eyes  to  utter. 

Bacha.  Now  let  Heav'n  fall,  I'm  at  the  worft  of  Evils, 
A  thing  fo  miferably  wretched,  that 

(50)   Ifm.  Monjlrous  Woman, 

Mars  nuould  nueep  at  this,  and  yet  Jhe  cannot.  ]  As  a  Syllable 
is  wanting  to  make  any  fort  of  Meafure,  I  fufpedl  the  Original  to 
have  been, 

Ifm.  Monjler  of  Women,  Mars  nxould  'weep  at  this. 
And  yet  Jhe  cannot » 

'Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry  thing,  cv*n  the  laft  of  human  Comforts 

Hath  left  me  ; 

I  will  not  be  (o  bafe  and  cold,  to  live 

And  wait  the  Mercies  of  thefe  Men  I  hate. 

No,  it  is  juft  I  die,  fince  Fortune  *th  left  me,        [home, 

(51)  My  fteep  Defcent  attends  me-.    Hand,   ftrike  thou 

Tve  Soul  enough  to  guide;  and  let  all  know. 

As  I  have  ftood  a  Queen,  the  fume  I'll  fall, 

And  one  with  me. 

\^Shejlabs  the  Prince  with  a  Knife,  and  then  her/elf. 
Leu.  Ho. 

Ifm.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 
Leu.  Nearer  my  Health,  than  I  think  any  here. 
My  Tongue  begins  to  faker  ;  what  is  Man  ? 
Or  who  would  be  one,  when  he  fees  a  poor 
Weak  Woman  can  in  'n  inftant  make  him  none  ? 

Dor.  She's  dead  already.     Ifm.  Let  her  be  damn'd 
.Ah-cady  as  fne  is  j  port  all  for  Surgeons. 

Leu.  Let  not  a  Man  ftir,  for  I  am  but  dead  : 
I've  fome  few  Words  which  I  would  have  you  hear. 
And  am  afraid  I  ihall  want  Breath  to  fpeak  *em  : 
Firlt  t'  you,  my  Lords,  you  know  Ifmenus  is 
(52)  Undoubted  Heir  of  Lycia.,  I  do  befeech  you  all. 
When  I  am  dead,  to  ihew  your  Duties  to  him. 
Lords.  We  vow  to  do't. 
Leu.  1  thank  you. 
Next  to  you, 
Coulin  Ijmenus,  that  fiiall  be  the  Duke, 

(51)  My  ftep  Defcent  attends  me  ;]  This  Expreffion,  if  genuine,  is 
extremely  oblcure.  My  Step-Defcent  may  fignify  the  Fall  oi  z  Step- 
Mother  ;  ov Jlep  may  have  its  original  Sgnification,  rigid,  and  then 
the  Senfe  may  be  ;  Since  Fortune  hath  left  me,  the  rigid  Defcent  of 
Death  next  attends  me.  But  I  believe  Mr.  Tkcohald znd  Mr.  Sympfoa 
have,  by  Conjcdarc,  hit  upcn  the  true  Kcwdw^g,  Jhep  Defcent,  which 
finely  cxpreffes  the  Death  of  a  wicked  Perion,  who  by  the  Heathens, 
as  well  as  Chriftians,  were  believed  to  be  detruded  down  to  the  Depth: 
of  Hcl). 

■ ubi  Tartarus  ipfe 

Bis  patet  in  pr^cceps  tantum,  tendiique,  juh  umbras, 
^antus  ad  ectheriitm   Cceli  fujpeiius  01jTr.pu7n. 

j!£neid.  Lib.  6. 
('j2)  Undoubted] V  Heir"       ■■]     Formfer  Editions. 
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(bV  ^  P^^y  y^"  '^^  '^^  broken  Images 

OF  Cupid  be  re-edified,   1  know 

All  this  is  done  by  him.     Jfm.  It  (hall  be  fo. 

Lf//.  Lall,  I  belcech  you  that  my  Mother-in-law 
Mav  iuive  a  Burial  according  to  [Z)/Vx. 

y//;i.   To  wuat,  Sir  ? 

JJor.  There's  a  full  point. 

Jfm.  I  will  interpret  tor  him  ;  flie  fhall  have  burial 
According  to  her  own  Deferts,  with  Dogs. 

Dor.  1  would  your  Majefty  would  halte  for  fettling  of 
the  People. 

J/m._  i'm  ready. 

A^en.  Go,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found 
Some  mournful  thing,  whilft  we  convey  the  Body 
Of  this  unhappy  Prince  unto  the  Court, 
And  of  that  virtuous  Virgin  to  a  Grave  : 
Bat  drag  her  to  a  Ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 
Accurft,  whilft  one  Man  has  a  Memory.  {_Exeuftf, 


(53)     I  pray  you  let  the  broken  Image  0^  Cupid 

Be  re  edified, ]     I  cannot  take  leave  of  this  Play  without 

again  regretting  tiie  farcical  Intermixture  of  the  Machinery  of  Cupid, 
fiom  whence  ir  takes  its  Name.  Without  this,  and  the  ridiculous 
Death  of  the  Princcfs,  what  a  noble  Tragedy  v/ould  our  Authors  have 
left  us  ?  1  he  Charader  ot  the  King  from  his  ridiculous  Dotage  on  his 
Cr.ildren,  to  a  ftill  more  ridiculous  Dotage  on  a  wanton  Wife;  the 
Mi>f'-rtane5  of  a  virtuous  young  Prince  from  taking  one  vicious  Step, 
srd  fTKieavouring  to  ccnceal  it  by  a  Falfity,  are  finely  dcfcrib'd  ;  but 
how  is  the  jult  Aloral  ariling  from  thence  fpoil'd,  by  making  this  only 
Cupid's  Revenge? 


Jhe  End  of  the  Ninth  Volume, 
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